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Ah  aufthor  who  bas  much  tb  ^omnittirfQale  undor  this 
head,  and  expects  to  hare  ft  irMended  txs  majr  te  eom- 
pared  to  a  man  who  tilces  his  fViend  hj  the  bnttoa  «t  a 
Theatre  Door,  and  seels  to  eiiftettain  him  with  a  per- 
sonal gossip  before  he  goes  m  lo  ibe  plaj. 

Nevertheless,  as  Prefaees,  Hbongh  seldMi  read,  are 
continnafly  written,  no  doabt  for  the  bekoof  of  that  so 
lichlj  and  so  disintei^tedly  endowed  persMu^e,  Fdslep- 
Ity  (who  wiD  come  into  an  immense  fortane),  I  add  nqr 
legacy  to  the  general  i  emembi  anoe* 

It  was  observed,  in  the  Preface  to  the  original  Sdi- 
tSon^  that  the  Pidnnck  Fillers  were  deeigned  for  te 
mtrodncdon  of  diverting  c^aitMSters  and  incidents ;  that 
no  ingemntj  of  plot  was  attempted,  or  even  at  <bat  time 
oonndered  verjftaefible  bj  the  author  i»  oeoneotion  with 
the  desultory  mode  of  pnbfieadott  adopted ;  md  that  te 
machinery  of  the  CSab,  proving  cumtmms  in  the  man* 
agement,  was  gndnally  abandoned  as  the  woik  pro- 
gressed. Although,  on  one  of  these  points,  experience 
and  study  have  ^nce  taught  me  something,  aad  I  coaid 
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perhaps  wish  now,  that  these  chapters  were  strong  to- 
gether on  a  stronger  thread  of  general  interest,  still, 
what  they  are,  they  were  designed  to  be. 

I  have  seen  yarious  accounts  in  print,  of  the  origin 
of  these  Pickwick  Piq[>ers;  which  have,  at  aU  events, 
possessed  —  for  me  —  the  charm  of  perfect  novel^. 
As  I  may  infer,  from  the  occasional  appearance  of  such 
histories,  that  my  readers  have  an  interest  in  the  matter, 
[  will  relate  how  they  came  into  existence. 

I  was  a  young  man  of  three-and-twen^,  when  the 
present  publishers,  attracted  by  some  pieces  I  was  at 
that  time  writing  in  the  Morning  Chronicle  newspaper, 
(of  which  one  series  had  lately  been  collected  and  pub- 
Ushed  in  two  vdmnes,  illustrated  by  my  esteemed  friend, 
Mb.  Gaoitax  Critikshank),  waited  upon  me  to  pro- 
pose a  something  that  should  be  published  in  shilling 
numbers — then  only  known  to  me,  or,  I  believe,  to 
anybody  else,  by  a  dim  recollection  of  certain  intermina- 
ble novels  in  that  form,  which  used  to  be  carried  about 
the  country  by  peddlers,  and  over  some  of  which  I  re- 
member to  have  died  innumerxible  tears,  before  I*  bad 
served  my  apprenticeship  to  life. 

When  I  (^ned  my  door  in  Fumival's  Inn  to  the 
managing  partner  who  represented  the  firm,  I  recog- 
nized in  him  tiie  person  from  whose  hands  I  had  bought, 
two  en*  three  years  previously,  and  whom  I  had  never 
seen  be&re  or  since,  my  first  copy  of  the  Magazine  in 
which  my  first  effutton  —  dropped  stealthily  one  even- 
ing at  twilight,  with,  foar  and  trembling,  into  a  dark 
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tetter-box,  in  a  dark  offioe,  up  a  dark  ooiurt  in  Fleet 
Street — appeared  in  all  the  glory  ci  print;  on  wbiofa 
memorable  occasion-^bow  w^  I  reooUect  iti— I  walked 
down  to  Westminster  Hall,  and  tamed  into  it  for  half- 
an-bour,  because  mj  eyes  were  so  dimmed  with  joy  and 
pride,  that  tiiey  ooold  not  bear  the  street,  and  were  not 
it  to  be  seen  there.  I  told  my  yisitor  of  the  eoinci- 
denoe,  which  we  both  hailed  as  a  good  omen ;  and  so 
fell  to  business. 

The  idea  propounded  to  me  was,  that  the  numthlj 
something  should  be  a  yefan^  lor  certain  plates  to  be 
executed  by  Mb.  SaTMOUR ;  and  there  was  a  notion, 
either  on  the  part  of  that  admirable  humorous  artist^ 
or  <^  my  visitor  (I  foi^t  whidi),  that  a  '^Nimrod 
Club,"  the  members  of  which  were  to  go  out  shootings 
fishing,  and  so  forth,  and  getting  themselves  into  diffi* 
cnlties  through  th^  want  of  dexterity,  would  be  the 
best  means  of  introdudng  these.  I  objected,  on  con- 
sideration, that  although  bom  and  partly  bred  in  the 
country,  I  was  no  great  sportsman,  except  in  regard  of 
aB  kinds  of  k)ComoUon ;  that  the  idea  was  not  novel, 
and  had  be^i  already  much  used ;  that  it  would  be  in- 
finitdy  better  for  the  plates  to  arise  naturally  out  of  the 
text ;  and  that  I  should  like  to  take  my  own  way,  with 
a  freer  range  of  English  scenes  and  people,  and  was 
afraid  I  should  ultimately  do  so  in  any  case,  whatever 
course  I  mi^t  prescribe  to  myself  at  starting.  My 
views  being  deferred  to,  I  thought  of  Mr.  Pickwick; 
and  wrote  the  first  number ;  from  the  proof-sheets  of 
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which,  Mr.  Setmoub  made  bis  Arawiag  of  the  Clab, 
and  that  happy  portrait  of  its  founder,  by  which  he  v 
always  reco^ised,  and  which  may  be  said  to  have  made 
him  a  reality.  I  comieoted  Mr.  Pickwick  with  a  dob, 
because  of  the  original  soggestion,  and  I  p«t  in  Mti 
Winkle  expree^  for  the  use  of  Mr.  Sbtmoub.  We 
started  with  a  number  of  twenty-foor  pages  instead  of 
thirty-two,  «id  four  ilhetndions  in  lien  of  a  ooupk. 
Mr.  Seymour's  sudden  and  lamented  death  before  the 
second  number  was  published,  brought  about  a  quick 
deciMon  upon  a  point  already  in  agitation ;  the  number 
became  one  of  thirty-lwo  pages  with  two  iUustradons, 
and  remained  so  to  the  end.  My  friends  told  me  it  was 
a  low,  cheap  form  of  pttblication,*  by  which  I  should 
ruin  all  my  rising  hopes ;  and  how  right  my  friends 
turned  out  to  be^  everybody  now  knows. 

^  Boz,"  my  signaitttre  in  the  Morning  Otraaide,  ap* 
pended  to  Ae  monthly  cover  of  this  book^  and  retained 
kmg  afterwards,  was  the  mckmone  of  a  pet  dnld,  a 
younger  brother,  whom  I  had  dubbed  Moses,  in  honor 
of  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield;  which  being  facetiously 
pronounced  tlnroogh  the  nose,  becaiae  Boses,  and  being 
shortened,  became  Box.  ''Bos'*  was  a  veiy  famiiiar 
household  word  to  me,  long  before  I  was  an  author, 
and  so  I  came  to  adopt  it. 

It  has  been  observed  of  Mr.  Pidtwid^  that  there  is 
a  decided  change  in  his  character,  as  these  pages  pro* 

♦  This  book  would  have  cost,  at  the  then  established  price  of  novels 
ibout  fonr  gniness  and  a  half. 
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eeed,  mod  thai  he  beoomeB  iiMr»  good  and  nore  flemibtet 
I  do  ifOt  ihmk  this  (^Huoge  will  appear  forced  or  unna^ 
oral  to  mj  readers,  if  thej  will  refleol  that  m  real  life 
tlie  pecaKaritiea  and  oddities  of  a  man  who  has  anj« 
thing  whimsical  about  hkn,  generallj  impress  vs  first, 
and  that  it  is  not  until  we  are  better  acquainted  with 
him  that  we  osnaUy  begin  to  look  below  these  snp^* 
ficial  traits,  and  to  know  the  better  part  of  him* 

Lest  there  should  be  any  well-intentioned  persons 
who  do  not  pereeiye  the  differenos  (as  some  such  could 
noty  when  ou>  morijlutt  was  newfy  published)  be» 
tween  i>el%ion  and  the  eantcf  religion,  psetj  and  the  pro* 
lenoe  of  pie^,  an  hutnUe  reverence  fbr  the  great  truths 
ef  scripture,  and  an  audacious  and  offeuMTe  obtrusion  of 
its  letter  and  not  its  spirit  in  the  oommoneflt  dissensions 
and  meanest  affairs  of  life,  to  the  extraordinary  confu^ 
sioD  of  ignorant,  mind«b  let  them  undeosland  that  it  is 
always  the  buter*  and  never  the  fimner,  which  is  sa^ 
iriaed  here.  Further,  that  the  latter  is  here  satiriied 
as  being,  according  to  all  experienee,  ioeonaistent  wi^ 
the  former,  impossible  of  union  with  it,  aad  one  of  the 
most  evO  and  mischievous  falsehoods  existent  in  society 
—whether  it  establish  its  head-quarters,  fbr  the  time 
being,  in  Exeter  Hall,  or  Eb^iezer  Chapel,  or  both* 
It  may  appear  unnecessary  to  offer  a  word  of  observa^ 
tion  on  so  plain  a  head.  But,  it  is  never  out  of  season 
to  protest  i^gaanst  that  coarse  familiarity  with  sacred 
things,  which  )8  busy  on  the  lip,  and  idle  in  Hie  heart  t 
or  agaiBBt  the  confounding  of  Christianity  with  any  class 
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of  persons  who,  in  the  words  of  Swift,  have  just 
enough  religion  to  make  them  hate,  and  not  enough  to 
make  them  love,  one  another. 

I  have  found  it  curious  and  interesting,  looking  over 
the  sheets  of  this  reprint,  to  mark  what  important  social 
improvements  have  taken  place  about  us,  almost  imper* 
ceptibly,  even  since  they  were  originally  written.  The 
license  of  Counsel,  and  the  degree  to  which  Junes  are 
kigeniouflly  bewildered,  are  yet  susceptible  of  modera- 
tion ;  while  an  improvement  in  the  mode  of  conducting 
Parliamentary  Elections  (especially  for  counties)  is  stiU 
within  the  bounds  of  possibility.  But,  legal  reforms 
have  pared  the  daws  of  Messrs.  Dodson  and  Fogg;  a 
spirit  of  self-respect,  mutual  forbearance,  education,  and 
cooperation,  for  such  good  ends,  has  difiused  itself  among 
their  clerks ;  places  far  impart,  are  brought  together,  to 
the  present  convenience  and  advantage  of  the  Public, 
and  to  the  certain  destruction,  in  time,  of  a  host  of  petty 
jealousies,  blindnesses,  and  prejudices,  by  which  the 
Public  alone  have  always  been  the  sufferers ;  the  laws 
relating  to  imprisonment  {dt  debt  are  altered ;  and  the 
Fleet  Prison  is  pulled  down  1 

With  such  a  retrospect  comprised  within  so  short  a 
period,  who  knows,  but  it  may  be  discovered,  within 
this  Century,  that  there  are  even  magistrates  in  town 
and  country,  who  should  be  taught  to  shake  liands  every 
day  with  Common-sense  and  Justice ;  that  even  Poor 
Laws  may  have  mercy  on  the  weak,  the  aged,  and 
unfortunate;   that  Schools,  on  the  broad  principles  of 
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Christianity,  are  the  hest  adornment  for  the  length  and 
breadth  of  this  dvilized  land;  that  Prison-doors  should 
be  barred  on  the  outside,  no  less  heavily  and  carefuUj 
than  they  are  barred  within;  that  the  uniyersal  difib- 
sion  of  common  means  of  decency  and  health  is  as 
much  the  right  of  the  poorest  of  the  poor,  as  it  is  indis- 
pensable to  the  safe^  of  the  rich,  and  of  the  State ;  that 
a  few  petty  boards  and  bodies — less  than  drops  in  the 
great  ocean  of  humanity,  which  roars  around  them— 
are  not  to  let  loose  Fever  and  Consumption  on  God's 
creatures  at  their  will,  or  always  to  keep  their  little 
fiddles  going,  for  a  Dance  of  Death  I 
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CHAPTBB  L 

THK  PlCKMnCKIAXS. 


Thb  first  ray  of  light  which  illumiiies  the  gloom,  and 
oonverts  into  a  dazzling  brilliancy  that  obscurity  in  which 
the  earlier  history  of  the  public  career  of  the  immortal 
Pickwick  would  appear  to  be  involTed,  is  derived  from 
the  perusal  of  the  following  entry  in  the  Transactions 
of  the  Pickwick  Club,  which  the  editor  of  these  papers 
feels  the  highest  pleasure  in  laying  before  his  readers, 
as  a  proof  of  the  careful  attention,  indefiidgable  assi- 
duity, and  nice  discrimination,  with  which  his  search 
among  the  multi&rious  documents  confided  to  him  has 
been  conducted. 

"May  12,  1827.  Joseph  Smiggers,  Esq.,  P.V.P. 
M.P.C.}*  presiding.  The  following  resolutions  unani- 
monsly  agreed  to. 

"  That  this  Association  has  heard  read,  with  feelings 
of  unmingled  satis&ction,  and  unqualified  approval,  the 
paper  communicated  by  Samuel  Pickwick,  Esq.,  6.C. 
M.P.O.,t  entitled  'Speculations  on  the  Source  of  the 

«  Perpetaal  Vic«-Px>etident--  Member  Piokwiok  Club, 
t  General  Chairman  —  Member  Piokwipk  Clab. 
TOU  I.  2 
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Hampstcad  Ponds,  with  some  Observations  on  the  Theory 
of  Tittlebats ; '  and  that  this  Association  does  hereby  re* 
turn  its  wannest  thanks  to  the  sidd  Samuel  Pickwick, 
Esq^  G.C.M.P.C.,  for  the  same. 

'^  That  while  this  Association  is  deeply  sensible  of 
the  advantages  which  must  accrue  to  the  cause  of  sci- 
ence, from  the  production  to  which  thej  have  just  ad* 
verted,  no  less  than  from  the  unwearied  researches  of 
Samuel  Pickwick,  Esq^  G.C.  M.P.C.,  in  Homsey,  High* 
gate,  Brixton,  and  Camberwell ;  thej  cannot  but  enter- 
tain a  lively  sense  of  the  inestimable  benefits  which  must 
inevitably  result  from  carrying  the  speculations  of  that 
learned  man  into  a  wider  field,  from  extending  his  trav- 
els, and  consequently  enlargmg  his  sphere  of  observa- 
tion; to  the  advancement  of  knowledge,  and  the  difib- 
uon  of  learning. 

^  That  with  the  view  just  mentioned,  this  Association 
has  taken  into  its  serious  consideration  a  proposal,  ema- 
nating from  the  aforesaid  Samuel  Pickwick,  Esq.,  G.C. 
M.P.C.,  and  three  other  Pickwickians  hereinafter  named, 
for  forming  a  new  branch  of  United  Pickwickians  under 
the  title  of  The  Corresponding  Society  of  the  Pickwick 
Qub. 

^  That  the  said  proposal  has  received  the  sanction  and 
approval  of  this  Association. 

"That  the  Corresponding  Sodety  of  the  Pi«kwick 
Club  is. therefore  hereby  constituted;  and  that  Samuel 
Pickwick,  Esq.,  G.C.  M.P.C.,  Tracy  Tupman,  Esq^ 
M.P.C.,  Augustus  Snodgrass,  Esq.,  M.P.C.,  and  Na^ 
thaniel  Winkle,  Esq.,  M.P.C.,  are  hereby  nominated 
and  appointed  members  of  the  same:  and  that  they  be 
requested  to  forward,  from  time  to  time,  authenticated 
accounts  of  their  journeys  and  investigations!  of  their 
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obserrations  of  dmracter  and  maimen ;  and  of  tlie  whole 
of  their  adyentures,  together  with  all  tales  and  papers, 
to  wlueh  local  scenerj  or  assodatioDS  maj  give  risey  to 
the  Pickwick  Gab,  stationed  in  London. 

^That  this  Assodation  cordially  recognises  the  priii* 
ciple  of  every  member  of  the  Corresponding  Society 
definaying  his  own  travdHng  expenses ;  and  that  it  sees 
DO  objection  whatever  to  Uie  members  of  the  said  society 
pursuing  their  inqoiries  for  any  length  of  time  they 
please,  upon  the  same  terms. 

^That  the  members  of  the  aforesaid  Oorreepondinf 
Society  be,  and  are  hereby,  in^irmed,  that  their  proposal 
to  pay  the  postage  of  their  letters,  and  the  carriage  of 
their  parcels,  has  been  deliberated  upon,  by  this  Asso* 
ciation.  That  this  Association  considers  such  proposal 
worthy  of  the  great  minds  fimn  which  it  emanated  $  and 
that  it  hereby  signifies  its  perfect  acquiescence  therein.** 

A  casual  observer,  adds  the  Secretary,  to  whose  notes 
we  are  indebted  for  the  foUowing  account,  —  a  casual 
observer  might  possibly  have  remarked  nothing  extraor* 
dinary  in  the  bald  head,  and  circular  spectacles,  which 
were  intently  turned  towards  his  (the  Secretary's)  &ce, 
during  the  reading  of  the  above  resolutions.  To  those 
who  knew  that  the  gigantic  brain  of  Pickwick  was 
working  beneath  that  forehead,  and  that  the  beaming 
eyes  of  PidLwidL  were  twinkling  behind  those  glasseis 
the  sight  was  indeed  an  interesting  one.  There  sat  the 
man  who  had  traced  to  their  source  the  mighty  Ponds 
of  Hampstead,  and  agitated  the  scientific  worid  with  his 
Theory  of  Tittlebats,  as  calm  and  unmoved  as  the  deep 
waters  of  the  one  on  a  frosty  day,  or  as  a  solitary  sped- 
inen  of  the  other,  in  the  inmost  recesses  of  an  earthen 
jar.     And  how  much  more  interesting  did  the  spectacle 
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become,  when,  starting  into  fiill  life  and  animatioii,  as  a 
simultaneous  call  for  "  Pickwick  "  burst  from  his  follow* 
era,  that  iUustrious  man  slowl j  mounted  into  the  Windsor 
chair,  on  which  he  had  been  previously  seated,  and  ad- 
dressed the  club  himself  had  founded.  What  a  study 
for  an  artist  did  that  exciting  scaie  present  I  The  ek^ 
quent  Pidcwick,  with  one  hand  gracefiiUy  concealed 
behind  his  coat  tails,  and  the  other  waving  in  air,  to 
assist  his  glowing  dedaaation :  his  elevated  position  re- 
vealing those  tights  and  gaiters,  which,  had  they  clothed 
an  ordinary  man,  might  have  passed  without  observation, 
but  which,  when  Pickwick  cbthed  them  —  if  we  may 
use  the  expression-— inspired  involuntary  awe  and  re- 
Bped;  surrounded  by  the  men  who  had  volunteered  to 
share  the  perils  of  his  travels,  and  who  were  destined 
to  participate  in  the  ^ries  of  his  discoveries.  On  hit 
right  hand^  sat  Mr.  Tracy  Tupmaa ;  the  too  susceptible 
Tupman,  who  to  the  wisdom  and  experience  of  matorer 
years  superadded  the  enthuoasm  and  ardor  of  a  boy, 
in  the  most  interesting  and  pardonid>le  of  human  weak- 
nesses—  love.  Time  and  feeding  had  expanded  that 
once  romantic  form ;  the  blade  silk  waistcoat  had  become 
more  and  ukm^  devek>ped;  inch  hy  inch  had  the  gold 
watch  chain  beneath  it  disappeared  from  within  the  range 
of  Tupman's  vision;  and  gradually  had  the  cqMcious 
chin  enaroached  upon  the  borders  of  the  white  cravat, 
but  the  soul  of  Tupman  had  known  no  change  — admira- 
tion of  the  fair  sex  was  still  its  ruling  passion.  On  the 
left  of  his  great  leader  sat  the  poetic  Snodgrass,  and  near 
him  again  the  sporting  Winkle ;  the  former  poetically 
enveloped  in  a  mysterious  blue  ck>ak  with  a  canine-skin 
eoUar,  and  the  latter  commimicating  additional  lustre  to  a 
new  green  shooting  coat,  plaid  neckezdiie^  and  closely 
fitted  drabs. 
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Mr.  Pickwick's  oratioD  upon  this  oocatdon,  together 
with  the  debate  thereon,  is  entered  on  the  Transactions 
of  the  Club.  Both  bear  a  strong  affinitj  to  the  discus* 
Hons  of  other  celebrated  bodies;  and,  as  it  is  always 
interestiDg  to  trace  a  refiemblanoe  between  the  proceed- 
ings  of  great  men,  we  transfer  the  entiy  to  these  pages. 

^Mr.  PickwidL  observed  (says  the  Secretary)  diat 
(ame  was  dear  to  the  heart  of  every  man.  Pbetie  fiuaM 
was  dear  to  the  heart  of  his  friend  Snodgrass,  the  feme 
ef  conquest  was  equally  dear  to  his  friend  Tnpman ;  and 
the  desire  of  earning  feme,  in  the  sports  of  the  field,  the 
air,  and  the  water,  was  uf^i^most  in  the  breast  of  hu 
friend  Winkle.  He  (Mr.  Piekwiek)  would  not  deny, 
^lat  he  was  influenced  by  human  passions,  and  human 
feelings,  (cheers)  —  possibly  by  human  weaknesses -*- 
(kxid  cries  of  'No')  ;  but  this  he  would  say,  diat  if  ever 
the  fire  of  self^-importanee  broke  out  in  his  bosom,  the 
desire  to  benefit  the  human  race  in  preference,  effectu- 
ally quenched  it  The  praise  of  mankind  was  his 
Swing ;  phikarihropy  was  his  insurance  office.  (Vehe- 
ment cheering.)  He  had  fielt  some  pride — he  adknowK 
edged  it  freely ;  and  let  his  enemies,  make  the  most  of 
it —  be  had  fek  some  pride  when  he  presented  his  Tit^ 
tlebatian  Theory  to  the  world;  it  might  be  celebrated 
or  it  might  not  (A  cry  of  '  It  is,'  and  great  cheering.) 
He  would  take  the  assertion  of  that  honorable  Pickwiok« 
im  whose  voice  he  had  just  heard  —  it  was  celebrated ; 
but  if  the  &me  of  that  treatise  were  to  ext^d  to  the 
&rthest  confines  of  the  known  world,  the  pride  with 
which  he  should  refiect  on  the  authorship  of  that  pro- 
duction, would  be  as  nothing  compared  with  the  pride 
with  wludi  be  looked  around  him,  oa  this,  the  proudest 
moment  of  his  existence.     (Cheers.)     He  was  a  hanibie 
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individuaL  Q  No,  no/)  Still  he  oould  not  but  feel  (hat 
they  had  selected  him  for  a  service  of  great  honor,  and 
of  some  danger.  Travelling  was  in  a  troubled  state,  and 
the  minds  of  coachmen  were  unsettled.  Let  them  look 
abroad,  and  contemplate  the  scenes  which  were  enacting 
around  them.  Stage-coaches  were  upsetting  in  all  di^ 
rections,  horses  were  bolting,  boats  were  overturning, 
and  boilers  were  bursting.  (Cheers  —  a  voice  'No.*) 
Nol  (Cheers.)  Let  that  honorable  Pickwickian  who 
cried  'No'  so  budly,  come  forward  and  deny  it,  if  he 
could.  (Cheers.)  Who  was  it  that  cried  « No '  ?  (En- 
thusiastic  dieering.)  Was  it  some  vain  and  disappointed 
man  —  he  would  not  say  haberdasher  —  (kmd  cheers) 
—  who,  jealous  oi  the  praise  which  had  been  —  per- 
haps undeservedly  —  bestowed  on  his  (Mr.  Pickwick's) 
researches,  and  smarting  under  the  censure  which  had 
been  heaped  upon  his  own  feeble  att^npts  at  rivalry, 
now  took  this  vile  and  calumnious  mode  of 

''Mr.  Blotton,  (of  Aklgate,)  rose  to  order.  Did 
the  hoQorable  Pickwickian  allude  to  him?  (Cries  of 
'  Order ' '  Chair,'  '  Yes,' '  No,'  *  Go  on,'  'Leave  off,'  &c) 

"  Mr.  Pickwick  would  not  put  up  to  be  put  down  by 
clamor.  He  had  alluded  to  the  honorable  gentleman. 
(Great  excitement) 

"  Mr.  Blotton  would  oaLj  say  then,  that  he  repelled 
the  hon.  genf  s  fiilse  and  scurrilous  accusation,  with  pro- 
found cont^npt.  (Gxeat  cheering.)  The  hon.  gent  was 
a  humbug.  (Immense  confusion,  and  loud  cries  of 
'Chaur'and  'Order.') 

"  Mr.  A.  SNODaRASS  rose  to  order.  He  threw  himself 
upon  the  chair.  (Hear.)  He  wished  to  know,  whether 
this  disgraceful  contest  between  two  members  of  that 
^ub,  should  be  allowed  to  continue?     (Hear,  hear.) 
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^  Tlie  Chairhak  was  quite  sure  the  hon.  PidLwick- 
ian  would  withdraw  the  expression  he  had  just  made 
use  of. 

^  Mr.  Blotton,  with  all  possible  respect  for  the  chair, 
was  quite  sure  he  would  not 

^  The  Chairman  felt  it  his  imperatiye  doty  to  demand 
of  the  honorable  gentlemen,  whether  he  had  used  the 
expression  which  had  just  escaped  him,  in  a  common 


^  Mr.  Blotton  had  no  hesitation  in  sajing,  that  he 
had  not  —  he  had  used  the  word  in  its  Pickwickian 
BOise.  (Hear,  hear.)  He  was  bound  to  acknowledge, 
that,  personaUj,  he  entertained  the  highest  regard  and 
esteem  for  the  honmtU>le  gentleman;  he  had  merely 
considered  him  a  humbug  hi  a  Pickwiduan  point  of 
view.     (Hear,  hear.) 

'^  Mr.  Pickwick  felt  much  gratified  by  the  fair,  can- 
did, and  full  explanation  of  his  honorable  friend.  He 
b^ged  it  to  be  at  <mce  understood,  that  his  own  ob- 
aervatKms  had  been  merely  intended  to  bear  a  Pickwick- 
tan  construcdon.     (Cheers.)* 

Here  the  entry  terminates,  as  we  have  no  doubt  the 
debate  did  also,  after  arriving  at  such  a  highly  satisfac- 
tory, ani  intelligible  point  We  have  no  official  state- 
ment of  the  &cts,  whidi  the  reader  will  find  recorded 
in  the  next  chapter,  but  they  have  been  carefiilly  col- 
lated fhmi  letters  and  other  MS.  authorities,  so  unqucs- 
dooably  genuine,  as  to  justify  their  narration  in  a  con- 
aected  form. 
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OHAPTEB  n. 

THS    FIRST    day's    JOURNBT,    AND    THB    FIRST    BTClf' 
ore's  ADTBimTRSS;   with  T^BIR   OOdraEQtllCNOES. 

That  panctoal  servant  t)f  all  woric,  the  ami,  had  jmt 
Tisen,  aad  begun  to  strike  a  li^  on  the  mammg  of  the 
thirteenth  of  May,  one  tfaoosand  eight  hundred  and  twe&- 
^-seven,  when  Mr,  Samuel  Piekwick  burst  like  another 
sun  from  his  slumbers ;  threw  open  his  chamber* window, 
and  kxAed  out  upon  the  world  beneadi.  Goswell-etreet 
was  at  his  feet,  Goswell-street  was  on  his  right  hand  -— 
as  &r  as  the  eye  could  readi,  Gkiswell-street  extended 
en  his  ki^ ;  and  the  of^osite  side  of  Gosweil-etreet  was 
over  the  way.  **  Such,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwidc,  ^  are 
the  narrow  views  of  those  phifeeophers  who,  eontent  with 
examining  the  things  that  tie  be^nre  them,  look  not  to  the 
truths  which  are  hidden  beyond.  As  w^  mij^  I  be 
content  to  gaze  en  Gosw^l-etreet  fbrerver,  without  one 
effi>rt  to  penetrate  to  the  hidden  coontries  idiioh  on 
every  side  surround  it"  And  having  given  vent  to  this 
beaatiful  refledion,  Mr*  Pidkwick  proceeded  to  pat  him- 
self  into  his  clothes ;  and  his  dothes  into  his  portman- 
teau. Great  men  are  seldom  over-scrupuloas  in  the 
arrangement  of  their  attire ;  the  operation  of  shaving, 
dressing,  and  coffee-imbibing  was  soon  performed :  and, 
in  another  hour,  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  his  portmanteau  in 
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hm  handy  his  tetesoop*  in  fab  great-eoftt  podcet,  and  hia 
Bote4NK>k  in  hii  mrnaUcmi,  ready  far  the  roeeptioo  of  any 
discoveries  worthy  of  being  noted  dMm,  had  arrived  at 
Ihe  coach  stand  in  St  llaitinVle^rand. 

«  Cab  r  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

<■  Here  yoa  are  air,"  shooted  m  straai^  specttaen  of  the 
homan  aace^  in  •  aaekckith  ooat^  and  apton  of  ^e  aaaM, 
who  with  •  boass  label  and  saiaber  ronnd  his  ntd^ 
la^ad  as  if  he  were  catakgoed  in  some  cofleotion  of 
laritiea  Tlas  wai  the  waleiman»  ^  Here  ytm  are,  sir. 
Now,  then,  fuA  eab!"  And  the  first  cab  having  been 
fetched  from  the  pablic-honse,  where  he  had  been  siDok« 
hig  his  fiii9t  pipe,  Mr.  Piekwick  and  his  porlmanteau 
were  thrown  into  the  vehide. 

«« Golden  Cross,"  sud  Ut.  PidLwidc 

''Only  a  bob's  vorth,  T^Mamy,"-^ cried  the  driv^, 
Mfldly,  for  the  information  of  IttS  fnead  the  waterman, 
as  the  «ab  drove  off. 

<<How  old  is  that  hone,  lay  friend?''  inquired  Mr. 
FidLwick,  mbbing  his  nose  with  the  shilling  he  had  re- 
served Ibr  the  fare. 

•*  Forty-two,*  replied  the  driver,  eyeing  him  askant. 

^'Whail*  ejaddated  Mr.  Pickwick,  laying  his  hand 
iqxm  hb  note-book.  Tht  driver  reiterated  his  former 
stalemeat.  Mr.  Pickwiek  hx^ed  very  hard  at  the  man's 
fine,  hot  his  featares  were  immovable,  so  he  noted  down 
the  fiict  forthwith. 

^And  how  long  do  you  keep  him  oof  at  a  tSme?" 
hKpiired  Mr.  Pickwick,  seardiing  fbc  i^irther  informa* 
tkm. 

**  Two  or  three  veeks,"  replied  the  man. 

"Weeks I"  said  Mr.  Piekwick  in  astonishment  —  ai»d 
oat  came  the  note-book  again. 
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**  He  liTes  at  Pentcmwil  when  he's  at  home,**  observed 
the  driver,  oooUj,  ^bnt  we  seldom  takes  him  home,  od 
aooount  of  his  reakness*^ 

^On  aooount  of  his  weaknessi*  reiterated  the  per- 
plexed Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  He  alwa js  &ll8  down,  when  he's  took  out  o^  the  cab," 
oootanued  the  driver,  ^  but  when  he's  in  it  we  bears  him 
up  worry  tight,  and  takes  him  in  worry  short,  so  as  he 
can't  worry  well  fall  down,  and  we Ve  got  a  pair  o'  pre- 
cious large  wheels  on ;  so  Ten  he  doe$  more,  they  run 
after  him,  and  he  must  go  on  —  he  can't  help  it" 

Mr.  Pickwick  ente^  every  word  of  tlds  statement 
in  his  note-book,  with  the  view  of  communicating  it  to 
the  dub  as  a  singular  instance  of  the  tenacity  of  life 
in  horses,  under  trying  circumstances.  The  entry  was 
scarcely  completed  when  they  reached  the  Golden  Cross. 
Down  jumped  the  driver,  and  out  got  Mr.  Pickwick. 
Mr.  Tupman,  Mr.  Snodgrass,  and  Mr.  Winkle,  who  had 
been  anxiously  wuting  the  arrival  of  thdr  illustrious 
leader,  crowded  to  welcome  him. 

**  Here's  your  fare,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  holding  out 
the  shilling  to  the  driver. 

What  was  the  learned  man's  astonishment,  when 
that  unaccountable  person  flung  the  money  on  the  pave- 
ment, and  requested  in  figurative  terms  to  be  allowed 
the  pleasure  of  fighting  him  (Mr.  Pickwick)  for  the 
amount! 

^  You  are  mad,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

<•  Or  drunk,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

«  Or  both,"  said  Mr.  Tupman. 

**  Come  on,"  said  the  cab-driver,  sparring  away  like 
clock-work.    **  Come  on  —  all  four  on  you." 

*<  Here's  a  lai^ ! "   shouted    half  a  dozen    hadiney 
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eoachmen.  **  Qo  to  vork,  Sam,"  —  mod  the j  crowded 
with  great  glee  round  the  partj. 

"  Whafs  the  row,  Sam?"  inquired  one  gentleman,  in 
black  calico  sleerea. 

<^  Bow  1 "  reined  the  catHnan,  ^  what  did  he  want  mj 
nnmber  for  ?  " 

^  I  didn't  want  joor  nnmbery"  aaid  the  artoniahed  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

**  What  did  700  take  it  for,  then  ?  *  inquired  the  oab- 


«« I  didn't  take  it,"  aaid  Mr.  Pidcwi<^  indignantly. 

^  Would  anybody  belieye,"  continued  the  cab-driver, 
appealing  to  the  crowd,  —»  ^  would  anybody  befieye  as  an 
informer  'ud  go  about  in  a  man's  cab,  not  only  takin' 
down  his  number,  but  ev'ry  word  he  says  into  the  bar- 
gain" (a  light  flashed  upon  Mr.  Pickwick  —  it  was  the 
note-book.) 

^  Did  he  though  ?  "  inquired  another  cabman. 

''Yes,  did  he,"  replied  the  first,  — ''and  then,  arter 
aggerawatin'  me  to  assault  him,  gets  three  witnesses  here 
to  prore  it.  But  I'll  give  it  him,  if  I've  six  months  for 
it  Come  on,"  and  the  cabman  dashed  his  hat  upon  the 
ground,  wiik  a  reddess  disregard  of  his  own  private 
property,  and  knocked  Mr.  Pickwick's  spectacles  oS, 
and  followed  up  the  attack  with  a  blow  on  lfr«  Pick- 
wick's  noae,  and  another  on  Mr.  Pickwick's  chest,  and 
a  third  in  Mr.  Snodgrass's  eye,  and  a  fourth,  by  way 
of  variety,  in  Mr.  Tupman's  waistcoat,  and  then  danced 
into  the  road,  and  then  badL  again  to  the  pavranent,  and 
finally  dashed  the  whole  temporary  supply  of  iM-eath  out 
9f  Mr.  Winkle's  body ;  and  all  in  half  a  docen  seconds. 

''Where's  an  officer?"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

"Put 'em  under  the  pump,"  suggested  a  hot-pie  man. 
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*<  You  shaU  SMTt  for  tius,"  gasped  Mr.  Pickviolu 

"  Informers,"  shouted  the  crowd* 

^  Come  on,"  cried  the  cabman,  who  had  been  sparring 
irithout  cessation  the  whole  time. 

The  mob  had  hitherto  been  passive  spectators  of  the 
scene ;  but  as  the  intelligence  of  the  Pickwiddans  being 
informers  was  spread  among  them,  the7  began  to  canvass 
with  considerable  vivacity  the  propriety  of  enfaroiag  the 
heated  pastry-vendor^s  proposition  ^  and  there  is  no  say- 
ing what  acts  of  personal  aggression  they  might  have 
committed,  had  not  the  afiray  been  nnesqiectedly  termi- 
nated by  the  intarposition  of  a  new«comer« 

"^  What's  the  fbn  ? "  said  a  rather  tall,  thin,  young 
man,  in  a  green  coat,  emergiiig  suddenly  from  the  coach* 
yard. 

*^  Informers! "  shouted  the  crowd  agam. 

*^  We  are  not,"  roared  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  a  lone  whicht 
to  any  dispassionate  listener,  carried  coavic^n  widi  it 

^  Ain't  you,  tiKMigh -*^ ain't  you?"  said  the  young 
nan,  appealing  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  making  his  way 
through  the  (ax>wd,  by  the  infallible  prooess  q£  eMbowiag 
the  countenances  of  its  component  members. 

That  learned  man  in  a  few  hurried  woois  ejq>lamed 
the  real  stato  of  the  case. 

^  Come  along,  then,"  said  he  of  the  green  coat,  logging 
Mr.  Pickwick  after  him  by  main  force^  and  talking  the 
whole  way.  ^  Here,  No.  924^  take  your  fi^e,  and  take 
yourself  off -^  re^peetable  geiit]emam,-^know  him  well 
-—none  of  your  nonsense^ — this  way,  dr-— whereas 
your  friends  ?  —  all  a  mistake,  I  see  —  never  mind 
—  accidents  will  happen  —  best  regulated  fomUies  — 
never  say  die  —  down  upon  your  lack*— pull  him  up 
»-put  that  in  his  pipe  —  like  the  flavor—*  daaticd  nv^ 
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•ftk."  Asd  with  a  lengUMoed  tiring  <if  tiniatf  tanktn 
tentoooesy  deliv«red  w^  extraordinary  vohibililyv  tlie 
ttraoger  led  tlie  way  t»  the  travellen'  waitaigHXKMn, 
whtther  he  was  ckaely  foUewod  by  Mr.  Pkkwtok  and 
hk  diedi^es. 

*^  Here,  waiter,"  ahoated  the  tlraager,  tinging  the  beU 
with  tremeodoua  videnoe,  ^gbsset  round, — biandy  and 
Water,  hoi  and  stitmg,  and  sweet,  and  plenty,  ^^  eye  dam* 
aged,  itr?  Waiter,  raw  bee&toak  finr  the  gentknan^s 
eye, — nothing  like  raw  beeikeak  for  a  Wiiiae,  sir;  ooM 
kmi^ppost  t^ry  good,  but  lanp-fXMt  inconvenient—- 
daained  odd  standing  in  the  open  street  half  an  hoar, 
with  yoor  ^e  against  a  lamp'^ioBt  —  eh,  —  very  good 
—  hal  ha!''  And  the  stranger,  wilhaat  s*op|Hng  to 
take  breath,  swallowed  at  a  dm^^  fall  hdf  a  pint  of 
the  reeking  brandy  and  water,  and  floag  himeelf  into 
a  ebair  with  aa  mttch  easeas  if  nothing  ancaouaon  had 
oceorred. 

Whie  his  three  comptaaoDA  were  busily  engaged  in 
pixifleiing  thmr  thanks  to  their  new  aeqaaintanoe,  Mr. 
PidcwidL  had  leisure  to  examine  his  coBtome  and  i^h 
pearame. 

He  was  about  the  awddle  h^ght,  hot  the  thinness  of 
his  body,  and  the  length  of  his  legs,  gave  him  the  ap- 
pearaaee  of  being  moeh  taUerw  The  green  ooat  bad 
been  a  smart  dresa-gannent  in  the  days  of  swallow-tails, 
b!it  had  evidently  in  these  timea  adorned  a  atoch  shorter 
B2aa  than  the  etsangerv  for  the  soiled  and  Aided  sleeves 
soaroely  reached  fo  his  wiists.  It  was  buttoned  closoly 
up  to  his  chin,  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  splitting  the 
back  i  and  an  old  slock,  wUhoBt  a  vestige  of  shirt  odlar, 
ornamented  Ins  neck.  His  scanty  black  trousers  dis- 
pbyed  Iwre  and  thbr^  th^vie  shiny  patdies  which  1m<- 
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•'wpmM  long  serrice^  and  wwe  stntj^ped  very  ti^Uy  o««r 
a  poor  of  patched  and  metided  sboea,  as  if  to  oonccal  the 
.  dirty  wUte  stockingB^  whidi  were  neveitheil^is  distinetly 
▼kible.  HiB  long  black  hair  Escaped  in  aegligent  waves 
from  beneath  each  side  of  his  old  pinched^vp  hot;  and 
glhnpAes  of  his  bate  wrist  ui^  be  obeer?^  between 
the  lops  of  his  gloves,  and  the  cnfis  of  Msjeoa^sleeves. 
liis  face  was  thin  and  hi^gard  $  but  ah  indescribable  air 
of  jaontj  impudence  and  perfectself<Jjp06sessioa  pertaAid 
4he  whole  mam*  ' 

8noh  was  <ths  iadividual,  on  whom  Mr.  Pfeliwkfc 
gaa^  thtougb  his  speeMides  (whioh  he  had  fortunate- 
Ij  re^«nrered)y  and  to  whom  ha  pifooeeded,  when  his 
IHends  had  eahauBted  thieitisdves,  to  return,  in  cliDsen 
terms,  hss  walrmett  ifaaaks  for  kisreeent  assistanooi. 

^  Naver  mhai,'*  said  the  stranger,  cutting  tha  address 
ftfry  short,  ^said  ensw^^^namona^  smart  dmp  li&at 
cabman  —  handled  his  fives  well ;  but  if  I'd  baen  yoor 
friend  in  the  green  jwrnny  ispnsi  me^^paheh  Ub  head 
.*««'ood  I  would, -««-pig^s  whiftpe^<t-^pliaBan  toe^^-^no 
gammon." 

This  coherent  speech  was  interrupted  by  the  en- 
tvanoe  of  the  Rochester*  coschnan,  to  annoaace  ihat 
<^  The  Oommodore "  was  oa  the  point  of  stacHug. 

^  Commodore  I "  said  the  stranger,  starting  ops  ^  nqr 
voach,  ^-«  place  bp(Aied,-^otie  «utside^-^lniiva  y<m  a> 
pay  for  the  brandy  and  watets-^want  ehatige  ibr 
a  five, -^  bad  sitv^^^^BruflinMigeai  buttons -^  won't 
do  —  no  go  —  eh?*'  and  ha  shook  hik  head  nost 
knowmgly. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  Mr.  Pidtwkk  and  his  dme 
eompamons  had  lesajved  to  make  Rochester  their  first 
haltihg^plaee  tooi   esid  having  intamaied  to  tlwir  aeif- 
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Smod  aoquaintaiitte  HmU  Hwj  freM  jottrnejiiig  to  the 
eaine  city,  they  agreed  to  eoC«py  the  teat  at  the  fcadt  if 
Ibe  oeadi,  where  Ihej  eedld  atl  git  togethet • 

^Up  with  you,"  said  the  stranger,  nwining;  Mr«  VUk/^ 
viek  oo  te  the  roef  with  m  nnch  predpitalioB,  as  ID  tm- 
pair  the  gfsi^ty  «f  that  genHeniaii's  department  iPery 
matenidly. 

^  Any  luggage,  sir  ?  "  inqntred  the  onadraian. 

**Who^^I?  Bvowa  pifier  paroel  here,  that*i  dl, 
other  luggage  gone  by  water,  —  packing-cases,  naiM 
Dp'— 1^  as  houses -^heary,  heavy,  daMaed  heaTy,f  re- 
plied the  stranger,  at  he  fbroed  into  his  poeket  at  much 
as  he  ooidd  of  the  bn>wn  paper  pareelt  whidi  presented 
meet  sospidoaa  indkatiena  ef  oonlaining  one  shirt  aad  a 
lumdkerdiieil 

^  HeacU,  heads,  take  care  of  yonr  headi^**  cried  the 
k)qnaciou.s  stranger^  as  they  came  oat  mder  the  low 
archway,  whieh  hk  ^leae  days  formed  the  entranee  to  the 
coach-yanL  ^  Terrihle  place  -^  dangerous  wedc  — 
ether  day -^  five  ddldrea -*- metier  *-- tail  lady,  eathig 
saBdwidiea<— forgot  the  arc^— *craA  —  knock -^chil« 
dren  look  round  •^-^nieihet's  head  eff — sandwich  in  her 
haiid'-*nomD«ihlopiiiit  in -^  head  of  a  family  off-— 
shocking,  eboeking*  Looking  at  Whkehidl,  air, -^  fine 
plaee-i-litde  iraidow*-^somehDd^  else's  head  dT  chere^ 
d^8nrP«-«>hediih\keepaebarp  kxik-eot  eotngh  eiihei* 
*^eh,8ir,eh?'' 

«I  was  TCitBaatiBg,'' said  IMr.PidBwUk,  «eB  the  slM^ 
mniabHify  of  hamaa  afbSrs.'' 

""Ah!  I  see-«  hi  ai  the  pakuH3«4eor  ohe  d^r^  eM  at 
the  window  the  next    Philosopher,  sir  ?  " 

^  An  obaenrer  of  human  nature,"  sir,  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 
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^  Ah,  SO  am  L  Most  peo|>le  are  when.  &^Te  Bttla 
to.dO)  and  l^ss  to  get.    Poet,  sir  ?** 

"  Mj  friend  Mr.  Soodgrass  has  a  sizong  poetic  tarn/* 
said  Mr,  Pickw«ik. 

^  So  have  V  said  the  stanger.  <^£pic  poein,-^teB 
Uionsand  lines  —  revelation  of  Jul j -<— oon^oaed  it  on 
the  spot — Mars  hy  day,  Apollo  hy  night,  — bang  the 
field-piece,  twang  the  lyre.'* 

"  Tan  were  preeeni  at  that  gloriooa  scene,  sir  7*^  said 
Bir.  Snodgrass. 

"present!  think  I  was;*  fired  a  mnsket,-*- fired 
with  an  idea,  —  roshed  .  into  wiaeHshop  —  wrote  il 
down  — *  back  agaiii  *—  whis,  bang.—  another  idea  — « 
wine««hop  again  —  pen  and  ink  -—  back  again  •—  cot  and 
slash — noble  time,  sir.  Sportsman,  sir?**  idnniptly 
turning  lo  Mr.  Winkle* 

"  A  little^  sir,"  rq[>lied  that  genUemam 

"  Pine  pursuit,  sir,  —  fine  pu^rsnit-^-Dogs,  sir  ?  '^ 

''  Not  just  now,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

**  Ah  1  you  should  keef>  dogs  -?-fine  animals  —  saga- 
dous  a%atares  —  dog  of  my  own  onoe  ^-*  Pointer  *^  sni^ 
imsing  mstinct  —  out  jshooting  one  day  —  entering  in- 
dosure— whistled  —  dog  stopped  ^-^  whistled  agam  -— 
Ponto — no  go:  stock  still — called  him  —  Ponto,  Ponto 
—  wouldn't  more  —  dog  transfixed  —  staring  at  a  board 
— lodged  up,  saw  an  inscrifjlxon  '^^ '  Gamekeeper  has  or- 
ders to  shoot  all  dogs  found  in  this  indosure  '^ — wouldn't 
ps^  it — wondecful  dog-^vtflM^e  dog  thiEit — ^very** 

"Singular  circumstance  thal^"  said  Mfu  Pickwick. 
"Win  yoci  aDow  Die  to  make  a  note  of  it?" 

a  ▲  remarkable  instance  of  the  prophetic  force  of  Mr.  Jingle*8  ima^ 
Illation;  thfts  dialogue  occurred  In  the  }*Bar  1827:  and  the  Revolutioa 
inlSSO. 
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^Certainly,  sir,  oertainly — Imndred  more  aneodotet 
of  the  same  animaL  —  Fine  girl,  nr**  (to  Mr.  Traqy 
Tapman,  who  had  been  bestowing  simdry  anti-Pick- 
wickian Ranees  on  a  young  lady  by  the  roadside). 

**  Very!"  said  Mr.  Tupman. 

^English  girls  not  so  fine  as  Spanish — noble  area* 
UneB  —  jet  bahr — black  eyes— lovely  forms  — sweet 
creatnres — beantiftiL" 

^  Ton  have  been  in  Spain,  sir?"  said  Mr.  Tracy  Tup- 
man. 

**  Lived  there — Ages.** 

^Many  conquests,  sir?**  inqtiired  Mr.  Tupman. 

'^Conquests!  Thousands.  Don  Bolaro  Fizzgig-^ 
Grandee  —  only  daughter — Donna  Christina — splen- 
did creature  —  loved  me  to  distraction — jealous  father 
—  high-eouled  daughter  —  handsome  Englishman  — 
Donna  Christina  in  despair -^  prussic  acid -— stomach- 
pump  in  my  portmanteau  -^  operation  performed  —  old 
Bolaro  in  eostacies  -—  consent  to  our  union  — jom  hands 
and  floods  of  tears  —  romantic  story  -*-  very." 

"Is  the  lady  in  England  now,  sir?''  inquired  Mr* 
Tupman,  on  whom  the  description  of  her  charms  had 
produced  a  powerful  impression. 

"  Dead,  sir — dead,"  said  the  stranger,  applying  to  hit 
right  eye  the  brief  remmnt  of  a  veiy  old  cambric  hand- 
kerchief **  Never  recovered  the  stomach-pump  —  uiv- 
dermined  conatitiition  —  fell  a  victim.** 

*  And  her  fiither  ?  **  inquired  the  poetic  Snodgrass. 

^  Bemorse  and  misery,'*  replied  the  stranger.  "  Sud- 
den disappearance  —  talk  of  the  whole  city — search 
made  everywhere  —  without  success — public  fountain 
in  the  great  square  suddenly  ceased  playing  —  weeks 
ekipsed  —  still  a  stoppage  - —  workmen  employed  to  clean 
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it-^  walctr  ^niwn  ^ff— fetlieiMn-kw  dtsooyered  etioking 
Inad  iSrst  in  the  nuan  p^pe^  wHh  a  fiitt  ooRfeasion  in  his 
right  boot-*- took  hiffi  out|  and  the  foontaim  plajed  mmlj 
again,  as  iv<ell  as  ev^er." 

^  Will  jou  allow  me  to  jMfte  tbttt  litde  romanoe  down, 
sir?"  aaid  Mr.  Snodgfaas,  deeply  affected. 

^  Gertainlj,  air,  eeiftainl^^ -^  Afty  more  if  70a  like  to 
hear  'em  — strange  life  mine  —  rather  euiions  lustoiy — 
mt^^Btmondxumyy  but  siagulan" 

In  this  strain,  with  an  occasional  glass  of  ale,  bj  waj 
of  parenthesis,  when  the  coach  chaaged  horses,  did  ^e 
stranger  fmnseiedy  mniil  tiiey  reached  Rochester  bridge, 
by  which  time  the  note-books,  both  of  Mr.  Pickwick 
and  Mr.  Snodgm^s,  were  completelj  filled  with  seleo- 
^ioas  from  his  adventuxea. 

"  Magnificent  ruinl"  said  Mr.  Augpstos  Snodgmss, 
with  all  the  poetic  fervor  thiit  distiaguished  him,  when 
they  catme  in  sight  of  the  fine  old  castle* 

**  What  a  study  for  an  antiquarian,'*  were  the  yery 
words  which  fell  from  Mn  Pickwick's  mouth,  as  he 
a|if»lied  his  tele^oope  to  his  eye« 

"*  Ah  1  £ne  pUce»"  said  the  gtrai^gei^  '^ glorious  fHle— ^ 
frowning  walls  —  tottering  tUM^bes  — (dark  nooks  -^  oitua- 
bliiig  staircases  — Old  cathedral  too -^earthy  smedl  — 
piDgnins'  feet  worn  away  the  niA  ste))S— ^little  SaKon 
doors — -eonfossionals  Uke  moaey-takers'  boxes  at  thca* 
tres — queer  customers  those  monka— <  Pof>es,  and  Lord 
Treasurers,  and  all  sorts  <of  M  fellows,  with  great  red 
faces,  and  broken  noses,  turning  up  eveiy  day — buff 
jerkins  too  —  auitohlocks  —  Seureophagus  —  fine  place 
^—  old  legends  too  —  strange  stories^  cs^pital ; "  and  the 
stranger  continued  to  soliloquize  until  they  reached  the 
Bull  Inn,  in  the  High  Street^  where  the  coach  stopped. 
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^'  00  yoA  reMniiL  hfii^  sir?*  iDcpiired  Mn  Iffatfattiiel 
ViaUe. 

"Here — not  I — but  jou'd  better— good  houae-— 
nice  beda — Wri^tfs  next  hoiuey  dear  —  werj  dear  — 
bal^Arcrown  in  the  bill)  if  70a  look  ai  tlie  waiter-**- 
eharge  jou  morti  if  70a  dine  at  a  friead'a  tiiaa  tliejr 
iroQld  if  you  dined  in  tbe  coffee^noom  •^  nun  &Uowb  — 
veryt" 

Hr*  Winkle  turned  to  Mr.  Psckwiak,  and  murMureda 
few  m>rda;  a  whisper  passed  fffoin  Mr.  Piekwick  to  Mr. 
Snodg^TMB,  Irom  Mr.  Snodgraaa  to  Mr.  Tupman,  and  nods 
of  assent  were  exchanged*  Hr«  Pickwiok  addressed  d>e 
ftmnger* 

^Yoa  tfendwed  ua  a  verj  impadafft  serrice,  this 
mcmuDgr  eir,**  aaid  he ;  ^  will  you  allow  «a  to  ^Skr  a 
alighft  mark  of  our  gratitude  by  begging  the  ffraw  of  jomr 
company  at  dinner?  " 

^  Great  pleasure -*«•  not  pMeume  to  dklatoy  bnt  bnoiied 
£>wl  and  mushrooms  ^^capitid  thing  1    What  thne  ?  "* 

^  Let  me  see,**  replied  Mtl  Pkkiwiok^  Mfernng  to  hk 
vatdi.    <<  It  M  new  neariy  three.    BhaU  we  aaj  five  ?  ^ 

""Swl  me  ejccetteatfy,'*  said  the  atiMgeiv  <<five  pro- 
ciady^-*^  Ihen^ oare  of  youra^Tea ;"  and  lifting  tbe 
pineheA«p  hal  a  few  iadiea  ivom  his  >head,  and  caiieleasJy 
teplaeing  it  very  aodi  en  one  Me^  the  atnuiger,  with 
half  the  baowa  pi^Mr  parcel  atiddng  out  of  Us  pocket, 
wafted  bariakly  up  the  yard,  and  tamed  iato  the  Hi^ 
Stireet 

^Evidently  a  trareller  in  nmny  oonntries,  and  a  doae 
observer  of  men  and  thin^**  said  Mr.  Piekwick. 

'^  I  shonld  Vkt  to  see  hia  poem,''  sasd  Mr.  Snodgruas. 

«I  should  like  tn  have  seen  that  dog,"  said  Mr. 
Wudde. 
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Mr.  Tupman  said,  nothing;  but  he  tiiought  pf  Donna 
Christina,  the  stomach-pump,  and  the  fountain ;  and  his 
eyes  filled  with  tears. 

A  private  sitting-room  having  been  engaged,  bed* 
rooms  inspected,  and  dinner  ordered,  the  party  walked 
out  to  view  the  dty,  and  adjoining  ne^^borkood. 

We  do  not  find,  from  a  careful  perusal  of  Mr.  PidL* 
wick's  notes  on  the  four  towns,  Stroud,  Rochester,  1[7haA- 
ham,  and  Brampton,  that  his  impressions  of  their  appear- 
ance differ  in  any  material  point,  from  those  of  other 
travellers  who  have  gone  over  the  same  ground.  His 
general  description  is  eas3y  abridged. 

^  The  principal  producdons  of  these  towns,"  says  Mr. 
I^ckwick,  ^appear  to  be  soldiers,  sailors,  Jews,  chalk, 
shrimps,  offieers,  and  dockyard  men.  The  omimoditlee 
diiefiy  exposed  for  sale  in  the  pnbtie  streets,  are  marine 
stores,  hflud-bake,  apples,  flatfish,  and  oysters.  The 
streets  present  a  lively  and  animated  af^Maranoe,  occa- 
sioned chiefly  by  the  conviviality  of  the  militaryi  It  is 
truly  delightftd  to  a  philanthropic  mind,  to  see  these  gal- 
lant men  staggering  skmg  under  the  influence  of  an 
overflow,  both  of  animal,  and  ardent  spirits ;  m(n>e  es- 
pecially when  we  remember  that  the  following  thorn 
about,  and  jesting  with  them,  afibrds  a  cheap  and  innft- 
eent  amusement  for  the  boy  population.  Nothing  (adds 
Mr.  Pickwii^)  can  exceed  their  good-humor.  It  was 
but  the  day  b^re  my  arrival,  that  one  of  them  had  been 
most  grossly  insulted  in  the  house  of  a  publican.  The 
barmaid  had  positively  refused  to  draw  him  any  moro 
liquor ;  in  return  for  which,  he  had  (merely  in  playful- 
ness) drawn  his  bayonet,  and  wounded  the  girl  in  the 
shoulder.  And  yet  this  fine  follow  was  the  very  first  to 
go  down  to  tlie   house  next  morning,  and   express  his 
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readfaieM  to  overlook  Ike  matter^  and  i&rgei  what  had 
occurred! 

*^  llie  oonsumption  of  tobacco  in  these  towns  (contin- 
ties  Mr.  Pickwick)  mnst  be  very  great ;  and  the  smell 
which  pervades  the  streets  must  be  exceedinglj  deli- 
eioos  to  those  who  are  extremely  fond  of  smoking.  A 
superficial  traveller  might  object  to  the  dirt  which  is  their 
leading  characteristic;  but  to  those  who  view  it  as  an 
indication  of  traffic,  and  commaxaal  prosperity,  it  is  tnilf 
gratifying." 

Punctual  to  Ave  o'clock  came  the  stranger,  and  shortly 
afterwards  the  dinner.  He  had  divested  himself  of  his 
brown  paper  parcel,  bat  had  made  no  alteration  in  his 
atlire ;  and  was,  if  possyble,  more  loquacious  than  ever. 

''Whafs  thai?''  be  iiiq|iiired,  as  the  waiter  removed 
one  of  the  covers. 

"S<rfes,snr.'' 

^Sirfee  —  ahl  —  capital  Ash -^ all  come  from  London 
—  stage-coach  proprietors  get  up  poUtioal  dinners^ 
carriage  of  soles — dezens  of  baskets — canning  fellows. 
Glasaof  wine,  sir?"    « 

"^  With  pleasure,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick  —  and  the  stran- 
ger took  wine ;  first  with  bim,  and  then  with  Mr.  Snod- 
grass,  and  then  w^  Mr.  Tuptnan,  and  then  with  Mr. 
Winkle,  and  then  with  the  whole  party  together,  almost 
as  rapidly  as  he  talked. 

**  Devil  of  a  mess  on  the  staircase,  waiter,"  said  the 
stranger.  ^  Fonns  going  up  —  carpenters  coming  down 
— -  lunps,  glas8es,»harps.    What's  going  ftM^ard  ?  " 

''Ball,  sir,"  said  the  waiter. 

«  Assembly— eh?" 

<*  No,  sir,  not  Assembly,  sir.  BaU  for  the  benefit  of  a 
fliiartty,,sir.^ 
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**  MaAj  fine  ^ro^mo  bi  tUs  town,  do  70a  know,  si«  ?* 
inquired  Mr.  Tupmon,  with  great  interest 

^  Splendid  -^  ospitaL  Kent,  sir-^  Everybody  knows 
Kent — apples,  d^erries,  hops,  and  women.  Glass  of 
wmtf  air?'* 

*"  With  great  pleasure,"  replied  Mr.  Tapnan.  The 
sttvBger  filled  and  emptied 

^  I  shoukl  yery  muoh  like  to  go,"  said  Mr.  Tupmaii» 
reeumiag  the  snl^feot  of  the  baU,  *^  very  much." 

'^  Tickets  at  the  bar,  sir,"  interposed  the  waiter,  **  halA 
arguinea  each,  sir*" 

Mr.  Tupman  again  expressed  an  earnest  wish  to  be 
present  at  the  festivity  \  bat  meeting  with  no  response  in 
the  darkened  eye  of  Mr.  8nodgra86»  or  die  ahstraotod 
gaae  of  Mrw  Pickwiek,  he  arP^ed  hlmaelf  with  great 
interest  to  the  port  wine  and  dessert  whidi  had  jnst  been 
placed  on  the  table.  The  waiter  withdrew,  and  the 
party  were  leii  to  etyoy  the  coey  eonple  of  hours  sue- 
oeeding  dhmer. 

"^  Beg  your  pardon,  «iv"  said  tke  stranger^  <"  Bottle 
stands  —  pass  it  round  —  way  of  the  son  —^through  the 
button-hole — no  heeltaps,"  and  he  emptM  his  glass, 
which  .he  had  filled  about  two  minnfass  before;  and 
poured  out  anothmri  with  the  air  of  a  man  wiio  was  need 
toit^ 

The  wine  was  passed,  and  a  fresh  supply  ordered* 
The  visitor  talkedi  the  Pkkwidcians  listened.  Mr. 
Tupaaan  felt  every  moment  more  dispoeed  for  the  balk 
Mr.  Ptdcwiok's  countenanoe  glowed  with  an  expressioB 
of  universal  philanthropy;  and  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mr. 
Snodgrass  fell  &st  asleep. 

^They're  bi^ginnl^;  up-etaars,"  said  the  stranger'-* 
^  hear  the  company  —^  fiddles  tuning  —  now  the  harp-ti* 
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ibere  Ihej  go."  The  vnrioqft  fleadda  wfaioh  fbmid  their 
way  down  Btaun^  aanouDeed  the  oommenoeiiieBt  of  the 
first  qoadrille. 

^  How  I  should  like  to  go,"  sail  Mr«  Tupnum,  again. 

^  So  slioold  1^  said  the  sivailger,  *-*  ^  eonfbnnded  hig^ 
gage— heavy  smacks  —  nothing  to  go  in-^odd,  a'u^ 
It?" 

Now  gonend  beaevoltaee  was  oneof  the  leading  feetiQiee 
of  the  PickwicUan.  theory,  and  no  one  waa  nHxre  remailt^ 
able  for  the  sealons  sMnaer  in  wfaioh  he  obserred  9o 
noble  a  pinnoiple,  than  Mr.  Tracy  T«f  man.  The  nam« 
ber  of  instance^  recorded  oa  the  IVanaaetions  at  the  So* 
eiety,  in  wfakb  that  exeelknt  man  refeired  otijects  of 
chari^  to  the  honaes  of  odier  members  ibr  lefWff  gpt^ 
mentSy  or  pecuniary  reli^  is  aihnosfc  ineredible. 

^I  shonld  be  Y«ry  happy  to  leai  you  a  ehange  c^ 
apparel  for  the  puipoei^"  wd  Mr.  Timoy  Topnan,  ^but 
yon  are  rather  slim,  and  I  tam^^^ 

^  Bather  itX — grown  np  Baeehns-*^ cut  the  kares*'-** 
dismounted  from  the  tnb^  and  adopted  k«mey,  eh?-*^not 
doable  distilled,  but  doobAe  milled -r.*  ha  I  hal^pasallM 
wine." 

Whether  Mr»  Tiipnan  irm  somewhat  indignant  a*  the 
paremptery  tone  in  whiok  he  was  desired  to  pass  the 
wine  whieh  Hhe  stranger  passed  so  quickly  away;  or 
whether  he  lek  very  properly  scaadalaed,  at  an  inflneB^ 
tial  momhw  of  the  Piekwidi  olnb  being  igneminioasiy 
eampared  to  a  dismounted  Baed^is^  is  a  feet  not  yet  com* 
pletely  ascertained.  He  passed  the  winsycon^ed  twiee^ 
and  looked  at  the  stranger  ler  se^ieral  seconds  witl^  a 
Stera  intensity;  sa  that  inditldial^  howsT^,  appeared 
perfectly  eollected,  and  quite  eaha  under  his  seut^iDg 
glance,  he  gndnalty  relaxed,  and  tCTerted  to  th^  sniyeot 
<ifthebaH 
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"  I  was  about  to  observe,  sir,"  he  said,  "  that  though 
my  apparel  would  be  too  large,  a  suit  of  my  fnend  Mr. 
Winkle's  would,  perhaps,  fit  you  better." 

The  stranger  took  Mr.  Winkle's  measure  with  hb  eye ; 
and  that  feature  glistened  wiA  satisfkedon  as  he  said  — 
«  Just  the  thing  1" 

Mr.  Tupman  looked  round  him.  The  wine  which  had 
exerted  its  somniferous  influence  over  Mr.  Snodgrass,  and 
Mr.  Winkle,  had  stolen  upon  the  senses  of  Mr.  Pickwick. 
That  gentleman  had  gradually  passed  through  ^e  vari- 
ous stages  which  precede  the  lethargy  produced  by  din- 
ner, and  its  consequenees.  He  had  undergone  l^e  ordi- 
nary transitions  from  the  height  of  conviviality,  to  the 
depth  of  misery,  and  from  the  depth  of  misery,  to  the 
height  of  conviviality.  Like  a  gas  lamp  in  the  tftreet^ 
with  the  wind  in  the  pipe,  he  had  exhibited  for  a  mo- 
ment an  unnatural  brilliancy :  then  sank  so  low  as  to  be 
scarcely  discernible :  after  a  short  interval,  he  had  burst 
out  again,  to  enlighten  (or  a  moment^  then  flickered  with 
an  uncertain,  staggering  sort  of  light,  and  then  gone  out 
altogether.  His  head  was  sunk  upon  Ins  bosom;  and 
perpetual  snoring,  with  a  partial  choke,  occasionally,  were 
the  ODly  audible  indications  of  the  great  man's  presence. 

The  temptation  to  be  present  at  the  ball,  and  to  fbrm 
his  first  impressions  of  the  beauty  of  the  Kentish  ladies, 
was  strong  upon  Mr.  Tupman.  The  temptation  to  take 
the  Btrai^r  with  him,  was  equally  great  He  was  wholly 
unacquainted  with  the  place,  and  its  mhabitants ;  and  the 
stranger  seemed  to  possess  as  great  a  knowledge  of 
both  as  if  he  had  Hved  there  from  his  infancy.  Mr. 
Winkle  was  asleep,  and  Mr.  Tupman  had  had  sufficient 
experience  in  such  matters  to  know,  that  the  moment  hv 
awoke,  he  would,  in  the  ordinary  course  of  nature^  roU 
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heftvilj  to  bed.    He  was  undecided.    ^  Fill  joor  gUm, 
and  pass  the  wine,"  said  the  indefatigable  visitor. 

Mr.  Tnpman  did  as  he  was  requested ;  and  the  addi 
tional  sdmulus  of  the  last  glass  settled  his  determination. 

^  Winkle's  bedroom  is  inside  mine  "  said  Mr.  Tnpmani 
^  I  eonldnH  make  him  onderstand  what  I  wanted,  if  I 
woke  him  now,  but  I  know  he  has  a  dress  salt,  in  a 
carpet4Mig;  and  sapposing  70s  wore  it  to  the  ball,  and 
took  it  off  when  we  retomed,  I  could  reidaoe  it  without 
troubling  hhn  at  aU  abbot  the  matter.* 

"'  Capital,''  said  the  stranger,  ^famous  plan-^damned 
odd  situation — ibnrteen  ooots  in  the  paddng  eases,  aiid 
obliged  to  wear  another  man's — very  good  notion,  that 
—  very." 

^  We  must  purchase  our  ti^etB,"  said  Mr.  Topman. 

^  Not  worth  while  ^Utling  a  guinea,"  said  the  stran« 
ger,  ^  toss  who  shall  pay  fbr  both  —  I  call ;  yon  spin  — 
first  time  — woman  —  woman  —  bewitching  woman,"  and 
down  came  the  sovereign,  with  the  Dhigon  (called  by 
eourtesy  a  woman)'  uppermost 

Mr.  Tnpman  rang  the  bell,  purdbased  the  tickets,  and 
drdered  chamber  caiMSesticks.  In  another  quarter  of  an 
fador  the  sMhger  was  completely  arrayed  in  afbU  suit  of 
Mr.  Nathaniel  Winkle's. 

«It^  a  new  eoat,**  said  Mr.  Tupman,  as  the  stranger 
surveyed  himself  with  great  complacency  in  a  cheval 
glass.  ^  The  first  &af  s  been  made  with  our  ehib  button," 
— and  he  called  his  oompanion's  attention  to  the  large 
gilt  button  which  displayed  a  bust  of  Mr.  Pickwick  in  the 
centre,  and  the  letters  **  P.  C."  on  either  side. 

«  P.  C."  said  the  stmnger,  —  "queer  set  out  —  oH  fel- 
tow's  likeness,  and  *P.C.'  — What  does  *P.C.'  stand 
fi)r — Peculiar  Coat,  eh?"    Mr.  Tupman,  with  rising 
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Uidigniition,  and  grett  ini|)iottaiioe^  explained  ilie 
dc  device* 

«  Rather  abort  in  the  wmst,  aVt  it?*  said  the  stVanger, 
Borewing  bunctelf  roiutdy  to  oaleh  a  glittpae  in  the  gkB» 
of  the  waidt-biAtoBS  whioh  were  half^fay  up  his  batek* 
^  Like  a  geaelal  piottman't  doat-^qiieer  eoeto  flioee  ^^ 
BadB  bj  contnict-^^BO  meaannq|g->— nijrsterioqa  diaptti^ 
iationt^  Ph>TMetioo-^aM  the  Acnrt  men  9et  long  ooata 
-»^aU  the  long  men  shotft  oiief.'*  Ranaialg  on,  in  this 
way,  Mr.  Tupman's  new  companion  a«Uvated  his  dfeaa,r 
or  rather  the  drew e^ Mr.  Winlde;  a*d,  aooompttnied  by 
Mr.  Tupman,  aeoended  the  ttatroaee  leading  to  the  baU* 
room. 

^  What  names,  sir  ?  "  said  the  man  at  the  door<  Mr« 
Tracy  Tnpmatt  inm  dteppii^^  ftrwavd  to  annouaQV  his 
own  tatlei,  whra  the  stranger  pre^rented  him. 

^  N«  names  at  aU,**  — ^  and  the»  be  whispered  Mr.  T9p« 
taan,  ^  Names  won^  do — not  known— -very  good  namea 
in  their  way,  but  not  grflat  ones — ^eapital  names  for  s^ 
small  party,  but  won't  make  an  impression  in  pablia 
assemWto — inc^  the  thit^-^  Gendemen  from  liOn- 
den — dislmguished  Ibr4ignei^*^ttiythiag;''  Tl|e  d^or 
Iras  thiown  open ;  aad  Mf  •  Traey  Tupmaiw  a^  tkm 
stranger,  entered  the  ballroom. 

It  was  a  kmg  roomv  with  «riniaon-oo¥eved  benchesf  and 
wa&'Candles  in^  f^ass  ohandaliess.  The  masJcisAs  wera 
securely  oonfined  ia  an  eWvaled  dcfa,  and  qnadtfiles  w^ra 
being  systematioaUy  got  through  by  two  or  three  asts  of 
dancersi'  IVo  caiil-tables  were  made  up  ia  the  a^joa^ 
ing  card-room,  and  two  pair  of  old  ladies^  and  a  oorra-* 
spondiag  number  of  stout  gentlemeB>  were  exacating  whist 
therein. 

The  finale  oonolttded,  the  dancers  promenaded  tba 
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rMND,  and  Miw  TinprnKk  and  kh  oompaaidn  stetfened 
OuMiiaelTeft  in  a  oomer,  to  obtorro  the  oompaaj* 

^  Charming  women/'  eaid  Mr.  Tapman« 

^  Wait  a  minate/'  said  the  strangeiv  ^  fan  presently  -^ 
Dobs  not  eooM  yet«-« queer  place-*-  Dod^-jard  people  of 
opper  rank  don't  knofw  Dook-jard  people  of  lower  rank 
— Dodk^yard  people  of  lower  rank  don't  know  small 
genftrj  —«- small  gentry  deal  know  trftdetpeopk  — -  Com- 
missioner don't  know  anybody." 

<«  Wko'a  thai  lili^  boy  with  the  light  hair  and  pink  eyes, 
in  a  fancy  dress?"  InquiredMr.  Topman. 

^^Hoah^  pmy^^pink  eyes *^faaey  dress*— > little  boy 
-^ nonsense— *-  fias^  97^  «*-  Honorable  Wilmot  Saipa 
-^  great  iunily -^^  Saipes  <^  vezy^^ 

''Scr  llomaB  Chibfawv  I^dy  Clabber,  and  the  liistf 
Ckibbarsl"  shooied  Ibe  man  at  Ae  door  m  a  steotedaa 
To&ee.  A  great  seniiation  was  eieated  tiixoagh«Nit  tbe 
mom,  by  the  eniraaoe  of  a  tall  gentleman  in  a  bhte  eoat 
and  br^t  bottoasy  a  krge  lady  in  Una  satin,  and  two 
Tooag  ladies  en  a  ff»"MlftT'  .scale,  in  fiislnenablyHnada 
dreaies  q£  the  nme  hne« 

^Ooamnssiener-^head  of  the  3rard-^grsat  man«<-* 
lanaxkdbly  great  man,"  whiq»ered  the.  stfaa^er  in  Mtk. 
Tupaum's  ear,  as-  the  charitable  committee  oshered  Sir 
Thomas  Chibberandfamilyto  the  ^of  the  room.  Tha 
Honoiabie  Wilmot. Snipe,  and  other  distinguished  gen« 
tlemen  onywded  to  render  homage  to  the  Miss  Clubbers  f 
and  Sir  Thomas  Clubber  stood  bolt  upright,  and  looked 
rai^estieally  over  his  blade  neekeieluef  at  the  assembled 
oompaay. 

<«He.  Smitfaie,  Mrs.  Smithie,  aad  the  Misses  Smithia,r 
was  the  msMt  annonaccBMnt. 

*^  WiMft  Mir.  Smithie?''  inqainpd  Mr.  Traer  TupoMnw 
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;  ^  Something. in  the  jard^^jrepliBd  the  gtmnger.  Mk 
Smithie  bowed  deferentially  to  Sir  Thomas  Quhber ;  and 
Sir  Thomas  Clubber  acknowledged  the  ealute  with  oon- 
seious  condescension.  Ladj  Cluhber  tod^  a  tekscopio 
view  of  Mrs.  Smithie  and  familj^  thiough  bar  eje-^asa^ 
and  Mrs.  Sn^thie,  stared,  in  her  turn,  at  Mn.  Soraebodj 
else,  whose  husband  was  not  in. the  dadL-yard  at  alL 

"^  Colonel  Bulder,  Mrs.  Colonel  Balder,  and  Miaa 
Bulder,"  were  the  next  arrival^* 

^  Head  of  the  garrison,"  said  the  stnuiger,  in  reply  to 
Mr.  Tupman's  inquinng  look* 

Miss  Buld^  was  warmly  wieleomed  by  ^  Mias  Clab- 
bers; the  greeting  between  Mrs.  Colonel  Bulder,  and 
Lady  Gubber,  was  of  the  most  affectionate  description  y 
Colonel  Balder  and  Sir  Thomaa  Cltibber  exchanged 
snuff-boxes,  and  looked  very  much  like  a  pair  of  A1-* 
'  ezander  Selkirks;—  ^^  Monardia  of  all  tiey  surveyed.**. 

While  the  aristocrat  of  tha  place-*** the  Balde«s,.aQd 
Clubbers,  and  Snipes  —  were  thus  preserving  theiir  digr 
nity  at  the  upper  ead  of  the  jioom,  the. other  dasaeaof' 
society  were  imitating  their  example  iax)ther  parts  o£  iL 
The  less  aristocmtic  officers  of  the  97th  devoted  them- 
selves to  the  families  of  the  leas  important  iuoctioiuunea 
from  the. dock-yard.  The  sohcitois'  wives,  and  the.winet 
merchant's  wife,  headed  another  grade,  (the  bmwer's 
wife  visited  the  Bulders ;)  and  Mrs.  Tomlinson,  the  post« 
office  keeper,  seemed  by  mutual  consent  to  have  been 
diosen  the  leader  of  the  trade  party. 

One  of  the  most  popular  personages,  in  his  own  cir- 
cle, present,  was  a  little  fat  man,  with  a  ring  of  upright 
black  hair  round  his  head,  and  an  extendve  bald  plain 
on  the  top  of  it  —  Doctor  Slammer,  surgeon  to  tha 
Nine^-6eventh«    The  doe^r  took  snuff  with,  everybody, 
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ghmted  with  ev«rybodf»  hM^hed,  danoUd,  iMido  jokers, 
pli^ed  irUst,  did  ei^efiytliuig,  snd  was  creiywhere.  To 
these  pmiiBtiita,  multifarious  as  thej  were,  the  little  doc- 
tar  added  a  more  important  ooe  than  atij  —  he  was  in- 
defittigable  in  paying  the  most  unremitting  and  devoted 
attention  to  a  little  old  widow,  whose  rich  drees  and  pro- 
fasion  of  omam^iit  bespoke  her  a  most  desirable  additlott 
to  a  limited  income. 

Upon  the  doctor,  and  the  widow,  the  eyes  of  both  Mr. 
Tnpman  and  bis  companion  had  been  fixed  for  some  time, 
when  the  stranger  broke  silence. 

"  Lots  of  money  —  old  girl  —  pompous  doctor — not 
a  bad  idea -^  good  ftra,''  were  the  intelligible  sentenoes 
whioh  issned  fi-em  his  lips.  Mr.  Tiipman  looked  inqaisi- 
tively  in  his  fiuse. 

*I'II  dance  with  the  widow,''  said  tiie  stranger. 

"<  Who  is  ^e?"  inquired  Mr.  Tdpman. 

'^Dbn'i  kgkim  ^-^  ntreft  saw  her  in  all  my  lifts  —  cut 
owi  the  doctor-^ here  goes.'*  And  %he  stmnger  forth- 
with erossed  the  room ;  and,  leanbig  against  a  mantel- 
piece, commenced  gamg  witii  an  air  orf*  respeccftil  and 
melaaoholy  adranraiion  on  the  fat  counrlenance  of  the 
lltde  old  lady*  Mr.  Topman  looked  on,  in  mtite  aston<* 
ishment  The  stranger  ptngressed  rafndly;  the  little 
dbotor  daneed  with  another  lady  -— *  the  widow  dropped 
her  fan ;  the  strange  picked  it  up,  and  presented  it,  — 
a  smile  —  a  bow  —  a  curtesy  —  a  few  words  of  confer* 
sation.  The  stranger  walked  boldly  up  to,  and  returned 
with,  the  master  of  the  ceremonies ;  a  little  introductory 
pantomime ;  and  the  i^tmnger  and  Mrs.  Buc^r  took  their 
pimxs  in  a  quadriHe^ 

Tlie  Mrprise  of  Mr;  Tupman  at  this  sommary  pro- 
eeeding,  great  as  it  was  was  immeasurably  ^t^eeded  by 
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the  aetoniflhmeiil  at  the  doctor.  The  stmnger  inat. 
young,  and  the  widow  was  flatlAred.  The  doetoi^a  at* 
teaUoDs  were  unheeded  by  the  widow ;  and  the  doctor^a 
indigoatioa  was  whoUjr  lost  on  his  impertorbiabile  maL 
Dr.  Slammer  was  pazaljeed.  He»  Dr.  Slammer^  oi  the 
Ninetj-sevenlh,  to  be  extinguished  in  a  moment,  hj  a 
man  whom  nobody  had  ever  se^  be&vey  and  whom 
nobodj  knew  even  nowl  Doctor  Slammer —*  Doctor  • 
Slammer  of  the  Ninety-Seventh  reiJected  I  Impossible ! 
It  could  not  be  I  Yes,  it  was;  tbete  they  were.  Whatt 
introducing  his  friend !  Could  he  believe  hi$  eyes  I  Ho 
looked  again^  aad  was  under  the  painfiil  noceseity  ef 
admittmg  the  veracity  of  his  optics ;  Mrs.  Bindger  was 
dancing  with  Mr.  Tm^y  l\q>man,  there  was  no  mistak* 
ing  the  fact  Tliere  was  the  widow  before  hinv  bouncing 
bodily,  here  and  there,  with  unwonted  vigor ;  and  Mr. 
Tracy  Tupman  hoi^pii^  about,  with  a  fao^  expressive  ef 
ihd  most  intense  solemnity,  dancing  (as  a  good  naay 
peqple  do)  as.  if  a  qmidriHe  were  ik^  a  thing  to  be 
laughed  at,  but  a  severe  trial  to  the  feelings,  which  ii 
requires  inflexible  resolution  to  encounter^ 

Silently  and  patiently  did  the  doctor  hour  all  this,  and 
all  the  handings  of  negua^  and  wat|dui|g  for  gjitsse^  and 
darting  for  biacuits,  and  coquetting,  that  issued ;  but, 
a  few  seconds  after  the  stranger  had  disappeared  to  lead 
Mrs.  Budger  to  her  carriagq,  he  darted  swifUy  from  tLe 
room  with  every  particle  of  his  hitherto-bottied-up  indig- 
naticm  effervescing  from  all  parts  of  his  countepance,  in 
a  perspiration  of  passion. 

The  stranger  was  returning,  and  Mr.  Tupman  was  be- 
side him.    He  spoke  in  a  low  tone,  and  laughed.    The  * 
little  doctor  thirsted  for  his  lile.    He  wa3  exulting,    ^e 
had  triumphed* 
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*  Svl"  taid  the  doctor,  in  «d  awfbl  voioe,  prododrij^ 
m  card,  and  returing  into  an  angle  of  the  passage^  **  n  j 
name  is  Slammer,  DtKtor  Blammer,  sir  —  Ninety-eev* 
enth  regiment-^  Chatham  Barracks  —  mj  card,  sir,  mj 
card."  He  would  hare  added  move^  but  his  indignalMl 
choked  him. 

^'Ah!"  repMed  flie  stranger,  eoolly,  <<Slammer~ 
■rack  obliged  ^-polite  attention  — «-  not  ill  new,  BlamaMT 
*—  bol  when  I  am  — ^  knock  you  np." 

**  Yott — jmi'm  a  sknfller,  sir,"  gasped  the  furioos  de^ 
tor,  «*  a  poltroon  —  a  coward  —  a  liar— a— a— wOl 
nothing  indnee  yon  Id  give  me  yeur  card,  sir.'' 

^  Oh  I  I  see,"  said  the  stranger,  half  aside,  ^  nc^gni 
too  strong  here  —  liberal  landlord  —  very  fbolitfa  — 
very — lemonade  much  better  — •  het  rooms  —  eklerly 
gentleman  —  nrffer  for  k  in  the  morning  —  ertiel  — 
cvod;**  and  ke  moved  en  a  step  or  two« 

**  You  are  stepping  in  this  house,  shv"  said  the  indi^* 
neat  Utde  man;  ^you  Mm  intolieated  now,  sir;  you 
idudl  hear  from  me  in  tte  morning,  sir.  I  sinfl  find  yoa 
eot^  sir;  I  skafi  find  yon  enU" 

**  Bather  you  found  me  out,  than  found  me  at  lumi%*' 
replied  the  unmoved  stranger. 

Doctor  Slammer  looked  unutlecaUe  ferodtj,  as  he 
fixed  Ids  kat  ea  hie  head  with  an  indignimt  knock;  and 
the  stranger  and  Mr.  Tupman  ascended  to  the  bedroon 
of  tibe  latter  to  restore  thia  bomwid  plunsage  to  Ihe  un- 
conscious 'Winkle. 

Tka,t  gmtleman  was  fi^t  asleep ;  the  restoralion  was 
<iUon  made.  The  stranger  was  extremely  jocose ;  and 
Mr  Tmoy  Totpman,  being  quite  bewilder^  witli  wine, 
oegua.  lights,  and  ladies,  thought  the  whole  affair  an 
aaquiKUe  jokei.    His  new  fnend  departed;  and^  after  ex- 
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perienoing  some  slight  difficuhj  in  finding  the  oriUce  io 
his  nightcap,  originaUj  intended  for  the  reception  of  hb 
head,  and  finally  overturning  his  candlestick  in  his  stmg- 
glea  to  pot  it  on,  Mr.  Tracy  Tupman  managed  to  get 
into  bed,  by  a  series  of  complicated  evolntions,  and 
shortly  afterwards  sank  into  repose. 

-  Seven  o'clock  had  hardly  ceased  striking  on  the  fol« 
k>wing  morning,  when  Mr.  Pickwick's  comprdiensivie 
mind  was  aroased  from  the  state  of  tmoonsdousness,  in 
which  shimber  had  plunged  it,  by  a  load  knocking  at  his 
4thamber  door. 

<<  Who's  there?"  said  Mix  PiekwicdL,  starting  up  in 
bed. 
^  Boots,  ar.'' 
"What  do  you  want?*' 

-  **  Please  sir,  can  yon  tell  me,  which  gentleman  of  your 
party  wears  a  bright  bhw  dress-coat,  with  a  gilt  button 
with  P.  Con  it?" 

"  It's  been  given  out  to  brash,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwick; 
and  the  aaan  has  forgotten  whoai  it  belongs  to  —  ^  Mr. 
Winkle,"  he  called  out,  ^  next  loom  but  iwo,  on  the  right 
hand» 

^  Thank'ee,  sir,"  said  the  Boots,  and  away  he  went 

"<  Wbatfs  the  matter?"  cried  Mr.  Tupman,  as  a  k>ud 
knocking  at  hi$  door  roused  Mm  imm  kk  ebliviotts  re- 
pose. 

""  Can  I  speak  to  Mr.  Winkle,  sir?"  reph'ed  the  Boots, 
from  the  outside. 

""  Winkle -—Winkle,"  shouted  Mr.  Tupman,  calling 
into  the  inner  room. 

*^  Hallo ! "  replied  a  fiunt  voioe  from  within  the  bed- 
dothes. 

*'  You're  wanted  —  some  one  at  the  door**-^"  and  hay- 
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Ing  exerted  himself  to  articulate  thus  much,  Mr.  Tracy 
Tupmao  turned  round  and  fell  fast  arieep  again. 

"  Wanted ! "  smd  Mr.  Winkle,  hastily  jumping  out 
of  bed,  and  putting  on  a  few  articles  of  clothing; 
^wanted!  at  this  distance  &om  town  —  who  on  earth 
can  want  me!" 

*^  Gentleman  in  the  coffee-room,  sir,''  replied  the  Boots, 
as  Mr.  Winkle  opened  the  door,  and  confronted  him; 
^  gentleman  says  hell  not  detain  you  a  moment,  sir,  but 
he  can  t^e  no  denial." 

"Very  odd!"  said  Mr.  Winkle;  "TD  be  down  di^ 
recUy." 

He  hurriedly  wrapped  himself  in  a  trayelling-show^ 
and  dressing-gown,  and  proceeded  down-stairs.  An  oM 
woman  and  a  couple  of  waters  were  cleaning  the  coffee- 
room,  and  an  officer  in  undress  uniform  was  looking  out 
of  the  window.  He  tamed  round  as  Mr.  Winkle  en- 
tered, and  made  a  stiff  inclination  of  the  head.  Having 
ordered  the  attendants  to  retire,  and  closed  the  door  very 
carefully,  he  said,  "Mr.  Winkle,.!  presume." 

**  My  name  i*  Winkle,  sir." 

**  You  wifl  not  be  surprised,  sir,  when  I  inform  yon, 
that  I  have  called  hare  tliis  morning  on  behalf  of  my 
friend,  Dr.  Slammer,  of  the  Ninety-seventh." 

«  Doctor  Slammer  I "  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

^Doctor  Slammer.  He  begged  me  to  express  his 
opinion  that  your  conduct  of  last  evening  was  of  a 
description  which  no  gentleman  could  endure ;  and  (he 
added)  which  no  one  gentleman  would  pursue  towards 
another." 

Mr.  Winkle's  astonishment  was  too  real,  and  too  evi- 
dent, to  escape  the  observation   of  Doctor  Slammer's 

friend;  he  therefore  proceeded.  —  "My  friend,  Docinr 
vol*.  I  i 
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Slammer,  reqaested  me  to  add,  that  lie  is  firmly  pefw 
suaded  joa  were  intcxxkated  during  a  portioa  of  the 
evenmg,  and  possiblj  unoonscioos  of  the  extent  of  the 
insult  you  were  guilty  of.  He  commissioned  me  to  say, 
that  should  tiiis  be  pleaded  as  an  excuse  for  your  beha* 
viour,  he  will  consent  to  accept  a  written  apology,  to  ho 
penned  by  you,  fVom  mj  dietation." 
•  "  A  written  apology  1 "  repeated  Mr*  Winkle,  in  the 
most  emphalie  tone  of  ama^enent  possible. 

^Of  course  you  know  the  alteiBatiye,"  replied  tbtf 
tisitor,  coolly. 

''Were  you  intrusted  mth  this  message  to  me^  1^ 
Mme?"  inquired  Mr.  Winkle,  whose  intellects  were 
hopelessly  c(»ifused  by  this  extnuMndinary  conversalian. 

*^I  was  not  present  myself,**  replied  the  visitor,  ''  andi 
in  coosequenoe  of  your  firm  refusal  to  g^ve  your  eard  to 
Doctor  Slammer,  I  was  desired  by  that  gentleman  to 
identify  the  weaker  of  a  very  uncommon  ooai —  a  bright 
blue  dress-coat,  with  a  gilt  button,  displaying  a  bust,  and 
the  letters  *  P.  C" 

Mr.  Winkle  actually  staggered  with  astonishment,  as 
1m  heard  hit  own  costume  thus  minutely  described. 
Doctor  Slammer's  ftiend  proceeded  :  —« 

**  From  the  inquiries  I  made  at  the  bar,  just  now,  I  wm 
oonvinoed  that  the  owner  of  the  coat  in  question  arrived 
here,  with  three  gentlemen,  yesterday  afternoon.  I  im- 
mediately sent  up  to  the  gentleman  who  was  described 
as  appearing  the  bead  of  the  par^ ;  and  he^  at  onoe,  re* 
fbrred  me  to  you." 

If  the  principal  tower  of  Rochester  Castle  had  sud- 
denly walked  from  its  foundation,  and  stationed  itself 
Of^aosite  the  ooffee-room  window,  Mr.  Winkle's  surprise 
would  have  been  as  nothing,  compared  with  the  pvqfouiMi 
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a9lonialuiie«t  with  which  he  had  heazd  tkis  mAdjnm, 
His  first  impressioii  wm^  that  hi»  totd  had  been  stolettn 
'^Will  y^tt  allow  me  to  detain  jou  one  moment?* 
said  he. 

**  Certainljy"  replied  the  onweloenie  visitor. 

Mr.  Winkle  ran  hastilj  up-etairs,  and  with  a  tremb* 
ling  hand  opened  the  hag.  There  was  the  coat  in  its 
usual  placoi  hut  exhibiting,  on  a  dose  inspectiony  evi* 
dent  tokens  ef  having  been  worn  on  the  preceding  night* 

<<  It  ainst  he  so^**  nid  Mr.  Winkle,  letting  the  coat  fkll 
from  his  hands.  ^  I  took  too  much  wine  after  dinneiv 
and  have  a  terf  vagae  reeollectioD  of  walking  aboot  the 
streets^  and  smdking  a  cigar,  alWrwards.  The  ^t  ii,  I 
was  very  drunk;  —  I  must  have  changed  my  coat-** 
pme  somewheire'— and  in«ilted  atmehodj^^I  have  no 
doubt  of  it;  and  this  message  is  the  terrible  conse« 
qoenae."  Saying  which,  Mr.  Winkle  retmeed  his  steps 
in  the  directicm  of  the  coffee-room,  with  the  gloomy  and 
dreadful  resolve  of  accepting  the  challenge  of  the  war- 
like Doctor  Slammer,  and  abiding  by  the  worst  cense- 
qaettces  that  mi^  ewu^* 

To  this  detenuinatioti  Mr.  Winkle  was  niged  by  a 
variety  of  oonsideratioxis;  the  first  of  which  was,  his  rep* 
QtatioQ  with  the  club.  He  had  always  been  looked  up 
to  as  a  high  authority  on  all  matlers  of  amusement  and 
dexterity,  whether  offensive,  defensive,  or  inoffensive; 
and  if^  on  tiiis  very  first  oooaeion  of  being  put  to  the  test, 
he  shrunk  back  from  the  trial,  faeaeath  his  leader's  eye, 
tuA  name  and  standing  were  lost  fotiever.  Besides,  he 
remembered  to  have  heard  it  frequently  surmised  by  the 
uninitiated  in  such  matters,  that  by  an  understood  ar- 
rangement between  the  seootids,  the  pistols  were  seldom 
baded  .with  ball ;  and,  furthermore,  he  reflected  that  if 
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he  applied  to  Mr.  Snodgrass  to  act  as  hi^  secondhand  de- 
picted the  danger  in  gk^ring  terms,  that  gentleman  might 
jfKiBsibly  communicate  the  intelligenoe  to  Mr.  Pickwick, 
who  would  certainly  lose  no  time  in  transmitting  it  to  tlie 
local  authorities,  and  thus  preTcnt  the  killing  or  maiming 
of  his  follower. 

Such  were  his  thoughts  when  he  returned  to  the  oof* 
fee-room,  and  intimated  his  intention  of  accepting  the 
doctor's  challenge. 

<'  Will  you  refer  me  to  a  friend,  to  arrange  the  time 
and  place  of  meeting  ?  "  said  the  ofiioer. 

^ Quite  unnecessary,''  replied  Mr.  Winkle;  ^name 
them  to  me,  and  J  can  procure  the  attendance  of  a  friend, 
aflerwards." 

"Shall  we  say— nmset  this  erening?"  inquired  the 
officer,  in  a  careless  tone* 

"Very  good,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle;  thinking  in  his 
heart  it  was  very  bad. 

«You  know  Fort  Pitt?'' 

^Tes;  I  saw  it  yesterday." 

"  If  you  will  ti^e  the  trouble  to  torn  into  the  field 
which  borders-  the  trench,  take  the  fbotpath  to  the  led, 
when  you  arrive  at  an  angle  of  the  fbrtiflcalSon;  and 
keep  straight  on  till  you  see  me ;  I  will  precede  you  to  a 
secluded  place,  where  the  affiur  can  be  conducted  vrflii* 
out  fear  of  interruption.'' 

"  FtOT  of  interruption ! "  thought  Mr.  Winkle. 

"  Nothing  more  to  arrange,  I  think,"  said  the  ofReer. 

'^I  am  not  aware  of  anything  more,"  replied  Mr. 
Winkle. 

**  Grood-moming." 

"Good-morning:"  and  the  officer  whistled  a  lively 
air,  Mtf  he  strode  away. 
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Thai  mofnm^s  broaldkst  passed  heavily  o£  Mr. 
Tapman  was  not  in  a  eonditbn  to  nse,  after  the  un- 
wonted dissipation  of  the  pvevious  night;  Mr.  Snod- 
grass  appeared  to  hJbor  under  a  poetiod  depression  of 
spirits;  and  even  Mr*  Pickwick  evinced  an  nnusnal 
attachment  to  silence  and  soda-water.  Mr.  Winkle 
eagerly  watched  his  opportani^.  It  was  not  kmg  want- 
ing. Mr.  SnodgrasB  proposed  a  visit  to  the  castle,  and 
as  Mr.  Winkle  was  the  only  other  member  of  the  party 
diipoBod  to  walk,  they  went  out  together. 

"  Snodgmss,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  when  they  had  tamed 
out  of  the  public  street ;  ^*  Snodgrass^  my  dear  fellow, 
can  I  rely  iipoD  yew  secrecy?*'  As  he  said  this,  he 
most  devoutly  and  earnestly  hoped  he  could  not. 

«You  can,''  replied  Mr.  Snodgrass.  ^Hear  me 
awear — " 

^No,  do;**  interrupted  Winkle,  terrified  at  the  iden 
cf  his  companion's  unconsciously  pledging  himself  not 
to  give  information;  "^ don't  swear^  don't  swear;  its 
quite  unnecessary." 

Mru  Snodgrass  dropped  the  hand  which  he  had,  in 
the  spirit  of  poesy^  raised  towards  the  cbods,  as  he  made 
the  above  appeal,  and  assumed  an  attitude  of  attention. 

*^  I  want  your  assistance,  my  dear  fellow,  in  an  affair 
of  hoBor,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

^  Tou  shall  have  it,"  replied  Mr.  Snodgrass,  clasping 
his  frienl's  hand* 

"With  a  doctor — Doctor  Slammer,  of  the  Ninety- 
seventh^"  said  Mr.  Waikle,  wishing  to  make  the  matter 
%ppear  as  aolemn  as  possible  ;  *^  an  affair  with  an  oflicer, 
seconded  by  another  officer,  at  sunset  this  evening,  in  a 
lonely  field  beyond  Fort  Pitt" 

"1  wiU  attend  yoo,"  said  jtfr.  Snodgrass. 
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He  was  utonififaed,  bat  by  no  meiuid  dtsnagred*  It  is 
eztraordinarj  how  cool  any  party  but  the  pnno^ml  can 
be  in  such  cases.  Mr.  Uttnkle  had  foi^otten  this.  He 
had  judged  of  his  friend's  feeHngs  by  his  own. 

'^The  consequences  may  be  dreadfiil,''  said  Mr. 
Winkle. 

"•  I  hope  not,''  said  Mr.  Snodgvaes. 

^  The  doctor,  I  belieTe.  is  a  Yetj  good  shot,''  laid  Mr. 
Winkle. 

"Most  of  these  military  men  are,"  obseHred  Mr. 
Snodgtuss,  calmly^  ^but  so  are  you,  aVt  yon?" 

Mr.  Winkle  replied  in  the  affirmatiye;  and  percehv- 
uig  that  he  had  not  alarmed  his  ooHipaBioa  sufficiently, 
changed  his  ground. 

"  Snodgrass,"  he  said,  in  a  voiee  tremujoss  with  emo- 
tion, *<  if  I  fall,  you  will  find  in  a  packet  which  I  shall 
place  in  your  hands  a  note  for  my**-lHr  my  fiither.*' 

Tliis  attad^  was  a  ilulure  also.  Mr.  Snodgrass  was 
affected,  but  he  undertook  the  deMrery  of  the  nole,  as 
readily  as  if  he  had  been  a  Twopenny  Postman. 

<<If  I  fall,"  8«d  Ma  ITmkle,  ''or  if  die  doctor  fUls, 
you,  my  dear  fiiendy  will  be  triad  aa  an  aoQeasory  before 
the  fact  ShaH  I  inTolre  my  friend  in  tranapertalaoB  *•«- 
possibly  for  Jifel" 

Mr.  Snodgrass  winced  a  little  at  this,  bat  his'  heroism 
was  invindble.  ^  In  the  canse  of  friendship,*'  he  fer- 
yently  exclaimed,  ''I  would  brave  all  dangers." 

How  Mr.  Winkle  oursed  bis  ceaa|MAiim's  devoted 
friendship  internally,  as  they  walked  Neatly  akmg, 
side  by  side,  for  some  minutes,  each  immersed  in  his 
own  meditations  I  The  morning  was  weaong  away ;  he 
grew  desperate. 

^  Snodgrass,'*  he  said,  slopping  suddenly ;  ''do  nol  Iai 
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me  be  kitdked  in  tUa  milter^^do  nai  give  infomuitioD 
to  ihe  lotai  antherities  — •  do  mat  obtaiu  the  MBisUuioe  of 
several  peaceK>fficer8,  to  take  either  me  or  Doctor  SUuhr 
ner,  of  the  Ninsty-eeyetith  legjiMieftt,  at  preaent  iquar- 
tared  in  Chatham  Banrftcks*  into  coetody,  aad  thus  pv^ 
▼ent  this  duel; -^I  say,  do  ruM/' 

Mr.  Sttodgmas  seised  Ins  £riead's  hand  wamdjr,  as  he 
enthusiastically  replied,  ^^pt  Imt  w^lds  1 " 

▲  Huili  pasiM  over  Mr.  ^Wfnkle's  fcamei  as  the  con- 
viction, that  he  had  nothing  to  hope  firom  his  friend's 
feares  and  that  he  was  destined  to  beootte  an  anismled 
target,  mshed  fetdbiy  npon  him* 

The  state  of  the  ease  having  been  formally  eJcpUned 
to  Mr.  Snodgrass,  and  a  case  of  satisiMtion  pifit^  with 
the  satis&etary  aocompanittienis  of  powder,  baU,  and 
caps,  having  been  hired  from  a  mano&otarer  in  Roches- 
ter, Use  two  firieads  reamed  to  their  inn  $  Mt.  WinUe^ 
to  ruminate  on  the  approaching  strt(ggle;  and  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  to  arrange  ^6  weapons  of  war,  and  put 
them  into  psoper  ord^  for  immediate  use^ 

H  wae  a  dull  aad  heavy  evening,  when  they  again 
aalHed  hrik  aa  tiidr  awkward  errand.  M«.  Winkle 
was  muffled  upinakoge  cbak  to  eaoape  observation^ 
and  Mr.  SnodgraBS  bore  under  his  the  instruments  of 
destruction. 

*  Hsvre  jam  got  everything  ?**  said  Mr^  Winkle,  in  an 
agitated  tans* 

'^  Everything,''  relied  Mr.  Baodgmss;  ^  plett^  (tf  am^ 
muni^un,  in  case  the  shots  don't  take  effect  There's  a 
fuarter  of  a  pound  of  powder  in  Ihe  case,  and  I  have  got 
two  newspapers  in  my  pockety  for  the  loadingB.'' 

Th^se  were  instances  of  frieudaiiip,  £6r  which  any  man 
raaf^  Vcaaonably  foel  most  jvatefoU    The  presun^tioti 
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is,  that  the  gratitude  <^  Mr.  Winkk  was  too  poweifol 
(or  utterance,  as  he  mad  nothing,  but  oontniiied  to  walk 
on  —  rather  slowly. 

^  We  are  in  exoeUent  time,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass,  as 
they  climbed  the  fence  of  the  first  field;  ^the  sun  is 
just  going  down."  Mr.  Winkle  looked  up  at  the  de« 
dining  orb,  and  pamftiUy- thought  of  the  probabilitj  of 
his  ''going  down"  himself,  before  kmg. 

''There's  the  officer,"  txclaimed  Mr.  Winkle,  after  a 
few  minutes*  walking. 

"  Where  ?  "  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

'^ There;  —  the  gentleman  in  the  bkie  doak."  Mr. 
Snodgrass  looked  in  the  direction  indicated  by  the  fore- 
finger €ff  his  friend,  and  observed  a  figure,  muffled  up, 
as  he  had  described.  The  officer  evinced  his  conscious- 
ness of  their  presence  by  slightly  beckoning  with  his 
hand ;  and  the  two  friends  followed  him,  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, as  he  walked  away. 

The  evening  grew  more  dull  every  moment,  and  a 
melancholy  wind  sounded  through,  the  deserted  fields, 
like  a  distant  giant  whistHng  for  his  house-dog.  The 
sadness  of  the  scene  imparted  a  sombre  tinge  to  the 
feelings  of  Mr.  Winkle.  He  started,  as  they  passed 
the  angle  of  tlie  trench  — it  looked  like  a  colossal 
grave. 

The  officer  turned  sn<Uenly  from  the  paith ;  and  afler 
dimbing  a  paling,  and  scaling'  a  hedge,  enteired  a  se« 
eluded  fidd.  Two  gendemen  wiere  -waTting  in  it;  one 
was  a  little  fat  man,  with  blade  hair ;  and  the  other  — - 
a  portly  personage  in  a  braided  surtout  -^  was  sitting 
with  perfect  equanimity  on  a  camp*6tooL 

^The  other  party,  and  a  surgeon,  I  suppose,"  said 
Mr.  Snodgrass;  'f  take  a  drop  of  brandy."    Mc  Winkk 
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seised  the  wiefcer  bottle,  wMeh  kb  fHend  proilBi^  and 
took  a  lengthened  pM  ml  the  eshilarating'  Mqnid. 

""  My  friend,  sir,  Mr.  Sno^^rass,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  «• 
die  officer  e^Moached^  Doctor  Slammer's  friend  Iwiredi 
and  produced  a  ease  similar  to  thatirtudh  Mr.  Snodgrasi 
canried* 

"^  We  hare  nodnng  fkwtfaer  to  say,  sir,  I  tiiink,''  ha 
coldly  remnrked,  as  he  epened  the  case;  ^an  apofegyhaa 
been  resolutely  declmed.'' 

*  Notfaii^  sir,"  sMd  Mr.  Sno^rass,  who  began  to  leel 
mtiier  anoomfbrtable  Imaactf. 

^WOl  yea  step  forward?"  said  the  oflSoer. 

^  Certainly,''  relied  Mr.  Snodgrass.  The  gromid  wae 
measored,  and  ptefiaitaaries  arranged. 

<<  Yon  wiU  find  these  better  than  yoor  own,"  said  the 
opposite  second,  produoing  his  pistols.  ^Yon  saw  me 
load  them«    Do  yoa  direct  to  oee  them?" 

*"  Certainly  not,"  replied  Mr.  Snodgrass.  The  olfer 
relieved  him  fimn  eonuderahle  embarrassment ;  for  his 
previous  notions  of  loading  &  pistol  were  rather  Tagoe 
and  andefined. 

**  We  tti^  place  mat  men,  then,  I  think,"  observed  the 
officer,  with  as  uracil  indiffisrenoe  as  if  the  principals 
were  choss  iaxm,  and  the  seconds  players. 

« I  think  we  may,"  replied  Mr.  Snodgrasi ;  who  wovM 
have  assented  to  any  prqioeition,  because  he  knew  aoth- 
ing  about  the  matter^  Hie  officer  crossed  to  Dr.  Slam* 
mer,  and  Mr^Bnodgrass  went  up  to-  Mr.  Winkle.     ' 

"^  ItTs  all  ready^"  he  SMd,  ofenng  ^e  pistol.  *^  Qive 
me  yonr  doak." 

^  Yon  have  got  ike  packet,  my- dear  felkrw,"  said  poor 
Winkle. 

''An  light,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass.  <'Bb  steady,  and 
JTing  him." 
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It  oociarved  lo  Mr.  Winkle  that  this  •/Mte  wa<  v^eiy 
like  that  whieh  bjrstindars  kavwoMj  ^mfo  to  ihe  smallesC 
koj  in  a  streetlight;  naaidj^  ^€0  in,  and  wini"  — 
an  admirable  thing  to  reconuftiendt  if  jon  only  kneiw 
bow  to  do  iL  He  took  off  hie  doak,  however,  in  eilenee 
—  it  alwajs  took  a  long  time  to  undo  that  cloak*— ^  and 
aooepled  tiie  pistoL  The  eeeonds  refifed^  the  gentleman 
en  the  eamp^slool  did  the  same,  and  the  belli^efeDts  ap» 
proached  each  other. 

Mr4  Winkle  was  ahraff  s  remarkflUe  far  eactafqae  hn- 
manitj.  It  is  oonjectnred  tfaat  his  fmwtUingnesa  to  hurt 
a  fellow-crcaiure  intentSonalfy,  waa  the  oaoee  of  his  shut- 
ting ius  e3^es  when  he  arrtyed  at  the  fatal  spot;  and-  that 
the  circumstance  of  his  ejes  being  dosed,  pvevented  hie 
observing  the  veiy  estcaordinarjr  and  unac(Mnmlable  de- 
meanor of  Doctor  Slammer.  That  gentleman  started^ 
stared,  retreated,  rubbed  his  eyes,  etared  agMn ;  and, 
inaUy,  diouted,*''  Stop,  et6p  1 " 

^WhatfeaUthia?"  said  Doctor  fitemmer,  as  Ids  fiiead 
and  Mr.  Snodgrass  eame  running  up«-<-^  That'a not  tiie 
man." 

^INotthemanl"  aoid  Dr.  Skmnar^e aecond. 

''Not  the  manl"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

^  Not  the  man  I "  said  the  gentleman  wiih  the  camp* 
$boL  in  his  hand. 

<<  Certainly  not,**  i^ed  the  Bttie  doctoc  '^Thafs 
not  &e  person  wk^  insulted  me  last  mghf 

^Yeryexftrsbidhiaryl''  exclaimed  theoffieer^ 

^Very,"  said  the  gpentieman  with  the  eamp-stooL 
^  The  only  question  is,  whether  the  gendemati,  bemg  on 
the  ground,  niiist  not  be  oonsiderBd,  as  a  matteif  of  fonn, 
to  be  the  individual  who  insulted  our  friend,  Dootot 
Skmmer,  yesterday  even&ng,  wiiMlite  he  is  seaDy  that 
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jmliTidiaa]  or  noli''  iuid  having  deliVered  this  wgg6%- 
tMMiy  with  a  rery  Mge  mtA  mytlM-iMia  air,  the  man  wifli 
the  eamp-elool  took  a  large  pinch  of  snuff,  and  looked 
profoondlj  round,  with  the  air  of  an  authority  in  fiieh 
matters. 

Now  Mr.  WiaUe  had  qiened  his  eyes,  and  his  ears 
too,  when  he  heard  his  adversary  call  oat  for  a  cessalien 
q£  hestittties  (  and  perceiving  by  what  he  had  afterwards 
said,  that  th0t«  was,  beyond  aQ  qoestion,  some  mistake 
in  the  mslter,  he  at  onoe  foresaw  the  increase  of  repu- 
taition  he  shoald  inerilably  aoquire,  by  concealing  the 
teal  motive  of  has  coanng  •oat ;  he  therefore  stepped 
hMiy  forwaisd,  and  said,-^ 

"^  I  aia  not  the  pencnu    I  know  it." 

"^  Then,  that,"  said  the  maninth  the  oamp-stool,  ««is 
an  afinrnt  to  Dc  Shttamer,  and  a  saiBeient  reaeen  for 
proceeding  immediately./' 

^Pray  be  qoiet,  Ih^e,"  said  the  doctor^  second. 
M  Why  did  yoa  not  cetaamunicate  thb  fia^t  4a  me  this 
morning,  sir?" 

^To  be  sure  —  to  be  sure,"  said  the  man  with  the 
ean^tool,  indignaatly> 

^  I  entreat  you  to  be  quiet,  Payne,*  said  the  elher. 
""May  I  repeat  my  quaatioD,  sir?" 

""Beeaitte,  shr,"  lej^ted  Mr.  Winkle,  who  had  had 
time  to  deliberate  upon  his  answer,  —  ^  beeense,  sir,  you 
desetibed  an  intoocidtted  aad  ungendemanly  person  as 
wearing  a  coat,  which  I  have  the  honor,  not  only  to 
wear,  but  to  hare  intrented-^*^  the  proposed  uniform,  sir, 
a£  tbePi^wick  OhiV  in  London.  The  honor  of  that  uni- 
fimn  I  feel  bedad  to  maiatun,  and  1  thepeibre,  without 
inqttiiy,  accepted  Ihe  challenge  which  you  offbred  me." 

4«lfy  de«r  el^"  said  the  goodOifUBotfed  tittle  doolor, 
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Bdvancing  with  extended  hand,  **  I  haaer  yoar  gfdlanti^. 
Permit  me  to  saj,  w,  tint  I  lugUy  admire  your  conduct, 
and  extrem^y  regret  having  caused  you  tiie  inconven- 
ience of  thta  meeting,  to  no  purpose." 

"  I  beg  you  wont  mention  it,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

^  I  shall  fed  prond  of  your  aeqaaintanoe,  sir,''  said 
tlie  little  doctor. 

<'  It  will  affoi-d  me  the  greatest  pleasure  tx>  know  yon, 
sir,'*  replied' Mr.  Winkle.  ThereiqKm  the  doctor  and 
Mr.^  Winkle  shook  hands,  and  then  Mn  Winkle  and 
Lieutenant  TappleUm  (the  doetor^a  second),  and  then 
Mr.  Winkle  and  the  man  with  the  oamp^tool,  and, 
finally,  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mr^  SnodgfMS :  the  kut-oamed 
gentleman  in  an  excess  of  admiraAkxi  at  the  noble  con- 
duct of  his  heroic  friend.  .  . 

<'  I  think  we  mxy  adjonm,"  said  liieiifdnaat  Tappleton. 

"  Certainly,"  added  the  doctor. 

*'  Unl^Sy"  interposed  the  mad  wit&  ihe  tcamp^tool ; 
^  unless  Mr.  Winkle  feds.hunself  aggrieved  by  the  chal- 
lenge ;  in  which  case,  I  submit,  he  has  a  right  to  saAiS- 
&ction." 

Mr.  Winkle,  with  great  self-denial,  expressed  himself 
qujute  satisfied  already. 

^  Or,  possibly,"  said  the  man  wtlii  the  cilmp-stool, 
**  the  gentleman's  second  may  ^1  himself  afiVonted  with 
some  observations  which  fell  from  me  at  an  early  period 
of  this  meeting:  if  so,  IshaU  be  hippy  to  give  kirn  sat- 
isfaction immediately*" 

Mr.  Snodgrass  hastily  pntffessed  himself  very  much 
obliged  with  the  handsome  ofier  61  the  gentleihan  >vho 
had  spoken  last,  which  he  was  only  induced  to  decline, 
by  his  entire  contentment  with  the  Vhole  proceedings. 
Zhe  two  aeccmds  adjusted  the.  cases,  and  the  whole  party 
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left  the  grcmnd  in  a  mach  more  lively  manner  than  they 
had  proceeded  to  it 

**  Do  you  remain  long  here  ?  "  inquired  Doctor  Slam- 
mer of  Mr.  Winkle,  as  they  walked  on  most  amicably 
together. 

*^J  think  we  shall  leave  here  the  day  after  to-morrow/* 
was  the  reply. 

^  I  trust  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  and 
yoifr  fHend  at  my  ttxims,  and  of  spending  a  pleasaht 
m<ttdng  with  ysou,  after  this  awkward  mistake,''  «aid  the 
little  doctor ;  "  are  you  disengaged  this  evening  P  " 

"We  have  some  friends  here,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle, 
'^aiid  I  should  not  like  to  leave  them  to-ni^t.  Per- 
haps you  and  your  friend  will  join  us  at  the  BulL** 

"*  With  great  pleasure,"  said  the  litde  doctor ;  ^  will 
ten  o'clock  be  loo  late  to  look  in  ibr  half  an  hour  ?  " 

^  Oh  dear,  no^"  stiid  Mr.  Winkle.  *^  I  shall  be  most 
happy  to  intreduce  you  to  my  fHends,  Mr.  Pickwick  and 
Mr.  Tupman." 

^  It  will  give  me  grtat  pleasure,  I  am  sure,"  repfied 
Doctor  Slammer,  little  suspecthig  who  Mr.  Tupman  was. 

<<Tou  win  be  sure  to  come?  "  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

«  Oh  certainly." 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  road.  Cordial 
fkrewella  were  exchanged,  and  the  party  separated* 
Doctor  Slammer  and  his  Mends  repidred  to  die  bar- 
racks, and  !&.  Winkle,  accompanied  by  Ids  friend,  Mr« 
Snodgrass,  retunied  to  their  inn. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

MIAGKKBi^I'K    WTBAEUrrKMr,    AXD    AH    UtfnJUUh 
ANT  BBNOONqTBK. 


Hb«  Picxwicx  had  felt  seme  Apprnhfosioiw  in  i 
queixee  of  Cke  viuisunl  AbeoBoe  of  iik  two  friend^  wlueh 
tkenr  mfeterioos  bAarier  during  the  wbok  ttioming 
had  by  no  lieaoe  t^ded  ta  diminish.  It  waity'thoyofarc, 
with  more  tliui  oidfaiarj  pilfittBure  that  he  roue  jk>  greet 
Ibeffi  when  Aisy  4gain  entemd ;  and  with  owre  ibim 
ordinary  interest  that  he  inquired  what  had  occvcred 
to  detain  them  fiiom  hi«  aedel^.  In  reply  to  his  ques- 
tions on  this  point,  Mr.  Snodgrass  was  about  to  «fler 
an  historical  neoount  cf  tfae  fllreiimstanees  ja#t  now 
detailed,  when  he  was  suddenly  checked,  by  observing 
that  there  were  present  net  onJy  Mir.  Tupmaa  and  ftheir 
stage-coach  companion  of  the  preoediag  dwf,  but  Miotber 
stranger  ef  equally  singular  appeMmee-  U  waa  a  care- 
worn lookii^  n^an,  wh(»e  saUbw  fiioe,  and  deeply  sunken 
eyes  were  rendered  still  more  atrikii^  than  JUitttre  had 
made  tliem,  by  the  straight  black  hair  which  hung  in 
matted  disorder  half  way  down  his  face.  His  eyes  were 
almost  unnaturally  bright  and  piercing ;  liis  cheek-bones 
were  high  and  prominent;  and  his  jaws  were  so  long 
and  lank,  that  an  observer  would  have  supposed  that  hn 
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waft  dmwing  the  fleah  of  hia  faee  in,  for  a  moment,  bj* 
some  oonUaetion  of  Iho  moscke,  if  his  half  epened 
mouth  and  immovable  expression  >iad  not  annomioad 
that  St  was  his  osiimtj  appearance.  Round  liis  neck 
be  wore  a  green  shawl,  with  the  lafga  enda  stvaggling 
over  his  chest,  and  making  their  appearance  oocagiaB* 
ally,  beneath  the  worn  batton-holeft  of  hia  old  waistcoat 
£Us  upper  garment  was  a  long  Mack  sortovt}  attd  below 
it,,  he  wore  wide  drab  troosers,  and  lai|;0  boots,  running 
rapidly  to  seed. 

It  was  on  this  unooadi-looldi^  person,  that  Mr. 
Winkle's  eje  rested,  and  it  was  towards  him  that  Mr. 
Pickwick  extended  his  hand,  when  he  said,  <'  A  friend 
of  our  fnend*ii  here»  We  discovered  this  morning  th«t 
our  friend  was  connected  with  the  theatre  in  this  place, 
though  be  is  not  desirous  to  have  it  generally  known, 
and  this  gentleman  is  a  member  <^  the  same  profesatoD* 
Be  was  about  to  ftvor  us  with  a.  little  anecdote  connected 
with  it,  when  you  entered." 

^Lots  of  anecdote,"  said  the  green-coated  stranger 
of  tfae  day  befbreradyaacing  to  Mr.  Winkle  and  ^>eak- 
ing  in  a  low,  confidential  tone.  ^  Rum  fellow  -^ 
does  the  heaipy  business  —  no  aet<^-— sttange  man  -^  all 
aorta  of  miseoes -^  Dismal  Jesmy,  wefeall  him  on  the 
drcuit"  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mr.  Snodg^asa  politely  wel* 
corned  the  gentleman,  ekgantiy  dowgpiated  aa  <*  DismtU 
Jemmy  "  ^  and  calling  for  brandy  and  water,  in  imitation 
of  the  remaindOT  d*  the  eompany,  seated  themselyea  at 
the  table. 

""Now,  siiv"  aaid  Mr.  Pi<^M^  "^  will  yon  oliiga  at 
with  proceeding  with  what  you  were  going  to  relate?" 

The  dismal  individual  took  a  dirty  roll  of  paper  from 
his  pocket,  and  turning  to  Mr.  Snodgrass,  who  had  just 
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taken  out  his  iioie4x)ok,  said,  in  a  hollow  voice,  per> 
fecdy  in  keeping  with  his  outward  man,  ^  Are  70a  the 
poet?" 

<"!  — I  do  a  little  in  that  waj,**  replied  Mr.  Snod- 
grass,  rather  taken  aback  bj  the  abruptness  of  the  qnes- 
tiao. 

^  Ah  I  poetrj  makes  life  what  lights  and  music  do  the 
stage.  Strip  the  one  of  its  fake  embellishments,  and 
the  other  of  its  illusions,  and  what  is  there  real  in  ei&er 
to  live  or  care  for?" 

^  Very  true,  sir,"  replied  My.  Snodgrass. 

^To  be  before  the  footHghts,"  continaed  the  ^Usmal 
man,  ^  is  like  sittn^  at  a  grand  court^how,  and  admir- 
ing the  silken  dresses  of  the  gaudy  throng, — to  be  be- 
hind  them,  is  to  be  the  people  who  make  that  finerj, 
unoared  for  and  unknown,  and  left  to  sink  or  swim,  to 
starve  or  live,  as  fortune  wills  it." 

*'  Gertamly,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass ;  fbr  the  sunken  eye 
of  the  dismal  man  rested  on  him,  and  he  f^t  it  neeessarf 
to  saj  something. 

^Go  on,  Jemmj,"  sud  the  Spanish  traveller,  ^like 
black-ejed  Susan  —  all  in  the  Downs  —  no  croaking-— 
speak  oat — look  firelj." 

"  Will  you  make  another  glass  before  you  begin,  sir?* 
said  Mr.  Pickwick* 

Tlie  dismal  man  took  the  hint,  and  having  mixed  a 
glass  of  brandy  and  water,  and  slowly  swallowed  half 
of  it,  opened  the  roll  of  paper  and  proceeded,  partly  to 
read  and  partly  to  relate,  the  following  incident,  which 
we  find  recorded  on  the  Transactions  of  the  club,  as 
'*The  Stroller'B  Tale." 
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THS  STROLLERS  TALB. 


<*  Thebb  ia  nothing  of  ihe  mBxveOaoB  in  wb«t  I  am 
going  to  relate^"  said  the  dismal  man ;  **  there  is  nothing 
even  unoonmion  in  it.  Want  md  sickness  aie  too  com- 
mon in  manj  stotioiis  of  life,  to  deserve  more  notice 
than  is  usnalfy  bestowed  on  the  most  otdinarj  Yici8si<* 
todes  of  human  nature.  I  have  thrown  these  few  notes 
together,  because  the  subject  of  them  was  wdl  known 
to  me  for  manj  years.  X.  traced  his  progress  down- 
wards, step  bj  step,  until  at  last  he  reached  that  excess 
of  destitution  &om  which  he  never  rose  again. 

^  The  man  of  whom  I  speak  was  a  low  pantomime 
actor,  and,  like  many  people  of  his  class,  an  habitual 
drunkard.  In  his  better  days,  before  he  had  become 
enfeebled  bj  dissipation  and  emaciated  bj  disease,  be 
had  been  in  the  receq>t  of  a  good  salary,  whidi,  if  he 
had  been  careful  and  prudent,  he  might  have  continued 
to  receive  for  some  years — not  many;  because  these 
men  either  die  earlyy  or,  by  unnaturally  taxing  their 
bodily  energies,  lose,  prematurely,  those  physical  pow- 
ers on  which  akme  U^y  can  depend  for  subsistence. 
His  besetting  sin  gained  so  fiast  upon  him,  however,  that 
it  was  found  impossible  to  employ  him  in  the  sitaations 
in  which  he  really  was  useful  to  the  theatre.  The  pub- 
lic-house had  a  fasdnatian  for  him  whi^  he  could  not 
resist.  Neglected  disease  and  In^less  poverty  were  as 
certain  to  be  his  portion  as  death  itself,  if  he  persevered 
in  the  same  course ;  yet  he  did  persevere,  and  the  result 
may  be  guessed.  He  could  obtain  no  engagement,  and 
he  wanted  bread. 

^  Everybody  who  is  at  all  acquainted  with  theatrical 
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matters  knows  what  a  host  of  shabby,  povertj-stricken 
meiif  hang  about  the  eftaj^d  of  a  kirget  establishment,  — 
not  i*egularl7  engaged  actors,  but  ballet  people,  proces- 
sion  meoy  tumbkn,  and  6o  forth^  who  ate  taken  on  dur- 
ing tbe  ran  of  a  pantomiiiti^  or  an  Easter  pi^ce,  and  are 
then  diAchfljrgedi  antil  te  production  of  some  heary 
8f«otacle  oecaBKHW  a  new  deittand  lor  their  services. 
Tj  this  mode  of  IMe  tfie  man  wae^  compelled  to  resort; 
and  taking  the  ehair  every  night,  at  some  low  theatrica) 
honte,  at  once  pat  him  in  possession  of  a  fbw  more  shil- 
lings weekly,  and  enabied  him  to  gratify  hb  old  propeti- 
sity.  Even  this  resource  Portly  fluled  him ;  his  irreg- 
ularities were  too  great  to  admit  of  his  earning  the 
wretdied  pittance  he  might  Uius  have  pitKsured,  and  he 
was  actually  reduced  to  a  state  bofd€«4ng  on  starvation, 
only  procuring  a  trifle  ocoasionaUy  by  borrowing  it  of 
8<Hne  old  companion,  or  by  obtaflsmg  an  appearance  at 
one  or  other  of  the  eommeoaeet  of  the  minor  dieatres ; 
find  when  he  did  eam  anything,  it  was  spent  in  the  old 
wiay. 

^  About  this  time,  and  when  he  had  been  eidsting  ibt 
upwards  of  a  year  no  one  knew  how,  I  had  a  short  en- 
gagementatoneof  theiihea<»eson  the  Sittrey  side  of  the 
water,  and  here  I  saw  this  maa^  whoffi  I  h^  lost  sight 
offer  some  time ;  fer  I  had  been  travellifig  in  the  ptffv* 
inoes,  and  h&  bad  been  skulking  in  the  lancis  and  alleys 
df  London.  I  was  di«6sed  fio  lea^e  the  house,  and  was 
crossing  die  stage  on  my  way  out,  ivhen  he  tapped  me 
<Ai  the  shoulder.  Never  shail  I  fbrget  the  repulsive 
sight  that  met  my  e3re  when  I  turtied  round.  He  was 
dressed  for  the  pantomime,  in  all  the  absurdity  of  a 
clown's  costume.  The  spectral  figures  in  the  Dance  of 
Deaths  the  mcN»t  MghtAil  shapes  that  the  ablest  painCer 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


TSK  PICKWIOK  Gttm.  ito 

€mbT  fUMtPiyei  «n  ^anviM,  ne^er  pr«Miit«d  an  appesr- 
aacehnlfaoghiEitlj^  His  1]^0At«d  k^dy  and  lAkraiiken  1^» 
< — their  defonouty  enhanoed  a  hiBidre<]^Id  hy  the  ftm- 
testieiirQW^^  the  glMBf  ejes,  trntvadtlng  iearfally  with 
tbe  thkk  white  paint  wilhwhMi1b«fhicewaa1>6flmeare4: 
the  grotesquelj  ornamented  head,  trembling  wMi  par- 
9kym^  and  the  iong  tkinnf  lumds,  rubbed  with  white 
^dbalk  -^aH  gaaneihiiii  a  liideoaa  and  imftataral  appear- 
anoe,  af  winch  ap  chscnptian  coitid  «on¥>^  an  aidequdte 
yea,  md  wltf ch,  «o  ^thia  day,  I  ahudder  to  think  of.  Hla 
¥9iee  waa  hollow  and  teemuloua,  as  he  took  me  aside, 
and  in  bisiBn  laecda  locooaftad  a  kmg  oatalegue  of  eltk- 
nesa  and  privations,  terminating,  as  usual,  -with  an  urgent 
'.requoat  fcr  the  ioaa  of  a  trifiag  aum  of  m^ney.  I  put  a 
-few  idiili&Bgs  in  hta  Jund,  aad,  as  I  Surned  «waf ,  I  heard 
tbe mar  of  laugkter  wfakh  fdllowod  hia'imt  tuadble  on 
toatfi«ii«;e. 

"  A  fewalghta  aftamiaadg,  aixy  put  a  -ttrtf  «ei«pdf 
papier  ia  my  hand,  oa  wfalch  wore  acvawled  a  f^  wonls 
in  pencil,  intimating  that  the  bmd  was  dangerously  ffl, 
^^  '^^'^09^  "^  ^^^^  ^^  paxfoimaace,  to  see  liim  at  his 
lod^ngs  in  aoBie  atiaet--**- 1 -forget  tiie  naiae  of  it  now-^ 
at  no  great  distanee  fimn  die  tlwatre.  I  premieed  4o 
eoatfijm  aoQa.aa  I  cooid  get  ^way;  and,  after  the  eur- 
tain  fell^  sallied  ferth  on  my  laelanGholy  errand. 

^  It  waa  tete^  £or  I  had  been  pla3ring  in  the  last  pieee ; 
and,  «a  it  was  a  benefit  ni^t,  tiie  performances  liad  been 
pirotraeted  to  an  unasnal  length.  It  was  a  dark  cold 
night,  with  a  efafll  damp  wind,  which  blew  the  rain 
heavily  ag^unat  the  windows  and  house^^conts.  Pools 
of  water  had  collected  in  the  narrow  and  little  freqoenaad 
atjreets,  and  aa  many  of  the  thinfy-eoattered  oil-kmps 
had  been  htown  out  by  tl^  violMiea  of  the  wind,  -tiae 
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walk  wag  qQt  only  a  oooifortlesa^  but  nofit  anoertoin  one. 
I  had  fortnnatelj  taken  Ike  right  oourse,  however,  and 
succeeded,  after  a  little  difficulty,  in  finding  the  house  to 
which  I  had  been  directed  —  a  coalnshed,  with  one  story 
above  it,  in  the  back  iowoa  of  which  lay  the  object  of  my 
search. 

^  A  wretched-looking  woman,  the  man's  wife,  met  me 
on  the  stairs,  and,  telling  me  diat  he  had  just  fallen  imto 
a  kind  of  doze,  led  me  softty  in,  and  placed  a  chair  for 
me  at  the  bedside.  The  sick  man  was  lying  with  his 
face  turned  towards  the  wall ;  and  as  he  took  no  heed 
of  my  presence,  I  had  Insure  to  obsenre  the  place  in 
which  I  found  myself! 

'<  He  was  lying  on  an  old  bedstead,  wfaieh  turned  iq> 
during  the  day.  The  tattend  remains  of  a  checked  cur- 
tain were  drawn  round  the  bed's  head,  to  exclude  the 
wind,  which,  however,  made  its  way  into  the  comfortless 
nxun  throu^  the  nnmetous  ofainka  in  the  door,  and  blew 
it  to  and  fro  every  instant  Tliere  was  a  low  cinder  ftte 
in  a  rusty  unfixad  grate;  and  an  old  three-cornered 
stained  table,  with  some  medicine-bottles,  a  broken  glass, 
and  a  few  other  domestic  articles,  was  drawn  out  befoi^ 
it.  A  little  child  was  sleeping  on  a  temporary  bed 
which  had  been  made  for  it  on  the  flo(Hr,  and  the  woman 
sat  on  a  chair  by  its  nde.  There  were  a  couple  of 
shelves,  with  a  few  plates  and  cups  and  saucers :  and  a 
pair  of  stage-shoes  and  a  couple  of  finis  hung  beneath 
them.  With  the  exception  of  little  heaps  of  rags  ami 
bundles  ^i4iich  had  been  carelessly  thrown  into  the  cor- 
ners of  the  room,  these  were  the  only  things  in  the  apart- 
ment 

^  I  had  had  time  to  note  these  little  particulars,  and  to 
mark  the  heavy  lureathing  and  feverish  startings  of-  ^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THB  TKtLWiCX.  CLITB.  71' 

nek'  man,  belbm  h6  was  awAre  of  mj  presence.  Li  his 
restless  attempts  to  procure  some  ea^  resting^ace  Ibf 
his  head,  he  tossed  his  hand  oat  of  the  bed,  and  il  fell 
on  mine*  He  started  up,  aad  stared  eagerly  in  mj 
fece. 

^'Mr.  Hutlej,  John,'  said  his  wife;  'Mr.  Hutlej, 
that  70U  sent  for  tonight,  you  know.' 

^*  ^  Ah  ! '  said  the  invalid,  passing  his  hand  across  his 
fofebead;  'Huilej — Hatlej — let  me  see.'  He  seemed 
aideavoring  to  collect  his  thoughts  f<Nr  a  few  seeonds,  and 
then  graspii^  me  tightly  by  the  wrist,  said, '  Don't  leave 
me  —-don't  leave  me,  M  fellow.  She'll  murdw  me ;  I 
know  she  wilL' 

*^ '  Has  he  been  long  so  ?'  said  I,  addressing  his  weep* 
ing  wife. 

^ '  Since  yesterdi^  night,'  she  replied.  '  John,  John, 
don't  you  know  me  ? ' 

^  ^  Don't  let  her  come  near  me,'  ssod  llie  man,  with  a 
shudder,  as  she  stooped  over  hinu  *  Drive  her  away ;  I 
can't  bear  her  near  Hie.'  He  stared  wildly  at  l^r,  with 
a  look  of  deadly  apprehension,  and  then  whispered  in  my 
ear,  <  I  beat  her,  Jem ;  I  beat  her  yesterday,  and  many 
times  beforoi  I  have  starved  her,  and  the  boy  too ;  and 
now  I  am  weak  and  helpless,  Jem,  she'll  murder  me  far 
it;  I  know  she  wifl.  If  you'd  seen  her  C17,  as  I  have, 
you'd  know  it  too.  Keep  her  off.'  He  relaxed  his  grasp 
and  sunk  Imk^  exhausted  on  the  pillow. 

<a  knew  but  too  w^  what  all  this  meant  VI  could 
have  entertained  any  doubt  of  it,  for  an  instant,  one 
glance  at  the  woman's  pale  face  and  wasted  fimn  would 
have  sufficimitly  explained  the  reid  state  of  the  case. 
*  Too  had  better  stand  aside,'  said  I  to  the  poor  creature. 
<  Toa  can  do  him  no  good.-    Perhaps  he  will  be  calmer, 
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if  he  does  not  see  ymiJ  8km  retiied  out  of  the  inaa*f • 
8^ht  He  opened  fais  effes^  after  a  few  seconds,  and 
leoke4  anxiously  mund. 
'^^  is  she  gone ?'  he  eagerij  inqnfared* 
"  *  Yes  —  yes,'  said  I ;  '  she  shall  not  hurt  you.* 
^ <  I'E teti  you  what,  Jeai,!  and  the  man, in  a  low-voice, 
^  she  does  hurt  me.  There's  something  in  her  eyes  wakes 
SBoh  a  dreacKhl  fear  in  my  heart,  that  it  drives  me  mad. 
Jbk  last  night,  her  large  staring  eye&  and  pate  faee  were 
ckee  to  mnse;  wherever  I  turned,  tliey  turned;  and 
whenever  I  started  up  from  my  edeep,  she  was  at  Ibe 
bedsidiv  looknig  at  m&'  He  drew  me  doeer  to  Him,  av 
he  said  in  a  deep,  alarmed  whisper  — '  Jen^  she  mast  be 
an  evil  spirit -^-^fi  devil!  Ru^!  I  know  she  is.  If 
she  had  been  a  woman,  she  would  have  died  long  agou 
Ne- wbmaii  eould  hove  bonie  what  she  has.' 

^  I  sickened  at  the  thought  of  the  long  oowrae  of  era* 
eky  tad  neglect  livSuch'  must  haiv«  oocovted  to  pMduce 
stch  an  impr^ssiov  en  sudi  a  Bum^  I  oould  ss^  notfyng 
inr  teplj ;  fer  wbo  eotild  offer  hope,  or  eeasc^atioo,  to  the 
abject  being  beftire  me  ? 

^I  8^  there  for  opwrnrde  of  ^o  hours,  dumg  Whioii 
titoe  he  tested  abodt,  murniuiritig  exolamaftons  of  pain  or 
impalience,  resdesdly  throwing  hi^  arms  hel«  and  tierey 
and  taming  oenstaatly  fimn  side  to  side.  At  leiig&>  he 
fell  into  IJhat  state  of  partial  onoeoseiousnesB,  kk  which 
the  mind  wanders  imeasify  fix)m  soene-t^  sdeae,  atid 
itam  pkoe  to  pkwe,  witbeat  the  eonti^  of  reason,  but 
stittvdthont  beioig  able  to  divest  itelf  of  an  indesenbaMe 
sense  of  present  suffi^nag.  Folding  ftom  his  ikicoheffent 
wanderings  that  this  was  the  dase,  and  knowing  that  in 
aU  pfobabHity  the  fe^r  wotild  not  glow  iaunediaiefy 
wetas^  I  lefi  h«D%  promising  his  miscraUe  Wife  tfant  J  * 
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would  repeat  n^  ridt  next  evening,  aod,  if  neeessaryy 
sit  op  witli  tiie  patient  duriagthe  niglKt 

^I  kept  my  promise.  The  ket  fonr-aad-twentj  homn 
had  produced  «  frightfol  alleratkm.  The  eyes,  tboo^ 
deeply  soak  and  heavy,  ehone  wUh  a  lusti«e,  irig^rtlbl  to 
behtfkL  The  lips  w%k  parched,  and  erocked  ia  naay 
piaees9  the  diy  hard  skia  gkMved  with  a  homing  heat, 
afid  there  was  an  ahnost  uneaithly  air  of  wfld  an^ty  ia 
the  man's  free,  Indkaadng  eiven  m<w«  etroogly  the  rayagss 
nf  the  disease.    The  ibver  was  at  its  height 

^  I  to<^  the  seat  I  had  occupied  the  mgkt  before,  and 
tbofo  I  sat  for  houn,  listening  to  sowMb  which  must 
strike  deep  to  the  heart  of  the  most  oidfeus  aonong  homan 
beings — the  awfel  nmngs  of  adyiag  maa.  From  what 
I  had  heard  of  the  medical  altendaaft^  opinien,  I  knew 
tbere  was  no>  hope  for  him :  I  was  sking  by  his  disath^ 
bed.  I  saw  the  wasted  Itmbs,  which  a  few  hours  before 
had  been  distorted  for  the  amaeem^Bt  of  a  boistttveos 
gallery,  writhing  under  the  tortuvee  of  a  bmming  fo^er 
—  I  heaid  the  eknm's  shnll  kMgh,  Uandiiig  with  the 
low  munourings  of  the  dying  man. 

^It  is  a  touchhig  thjng  to  bear  the  mind  reverting  to 
the  ordinary  ooeapatiens  and  puraidts  ef  heaNh,  when 
the  body  Met  before  you  weak  and  belplees ;  but  when 
those  ooeupatkms  are  of  a  chamoter  the  most  stvongly 
apposed  toanythhig  we  assooiato-witfa  grave  or  solemn 
ideas,  Ibe  impres^OD  prodoeed  is  kiAnitoly  mors  powe^ 
fbL  The  theatre^  aad  the  puUic^Muse,  were  the  chief 
themes  of  the  wretched  man's  waaderings.  It  was  ev^en- 
ing,  he  toded  $  he  had  a  paiA  to  play  that  night;  it  was 
late,  and  he  muet  leave  home  instaatly.  Why  did  thtsf 
tiold  him,  and  prevent  hid  going — he  should  lose  the 
money  —  be  most  go.    Ko  I  4kej  wouki  not  let  hiu. 
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He  lud  his  face  in  his  burning  hands,  and  feebly  lie- 
moaned  his  own  weakness,  and  the  cruelty  of  his  pei^se- 
ctttors.  A  short  pause,  and  he  shouted  out  a  few  doggerel 
rhjBies —  the  last  he  had  ever  learnt  He  rose  in  bed» 
drew  up  his  withered  limbs,  and  roUed  about  in  uncouth 
positions ;  he  was  acting  —  he  was  at  the  theatre.  A 
minute's  silence,  and  he  mnrmured  the  burden  of  some 
roaring  song.  He  had  reached  the  old  bouse  at  last ; 
how  hot  the  room  was.  He  had  been  ill,  very  ill,  but  he 
was  well  now,  and  happy.  Fill  up  his  glass.  Who  whs 
that,  that  dashed  it  from  his  lips  ?  It  was  the  same  per- 
secutor that  had  followed  hka  before.  He  fell  back 
upon  his  pillow,  and  moaned  aloud.  A  short  period  of 
oblivion,  and  he  was  wandering  throng  a  tedious  mase 
of  low  arched  rooms — so  low,  sometimes,  that  he  mu$t 
creep  upon  his  hands  and  knees  to  make  his  way  akmg ; 
it  was  dose  and  doik,  and  .every  way  he  turned,  some  ob- 
stacle imt)eded  his  piogress.  There  were  insects  too,  hid- 
eous crawling  things,  with  eyes  that  stared  upon  him,  and 
filled  the  very  air  around :  glistening  horribly  amidst  the 
thick  darkness  of  the  place.  The  walls  and  ceiling  were 
alive  with  reptdes  —  the  vault  expanded  to  an  enoitnous 
sise — frightful  figures  flitted  to  and  fro — and  the  faces 
of  men  he  knew,  rendered  hideous  by  gibing  and  mouth- 
ing^ peered  out  from  among  them ;  they  were  searing 
i^m  with  heated  irons,  and  binding  his  head  with  cordis 
till  the  blood  started ;  and  he  struggled  madly  for  life. 

^  At  the  dose  of  one  of  these  paroxysms,  when  I  had 
with  great  diffiiml^  held  him  down  in  bia  bed,  he  sank 
unto  what  f^peared  to  be  a  slumber.  Overpowered  with 
watching  and  exertion,  I  had  closed  my  eyes  for  a  few 
minutes,  when  I  £slt  a  violent  clutch  on  my  Moulder.  I 
jkwoke  instantly.    He  had  raised  himself  up,  so  as  to 
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seat  liiniself  in  bed — a  dieadfiil  change  had  come  over 
his  £[ieey  but  consdonsness  had  retorned,  for  he  evideody 
koew  me.  The  diild  who  had  been  long  since  disturbed 
bj  his  ravings,  rose  from  its  little  bed,  and  ran  towards 
iis  father,  screaming  with  fright — the  mother  hastily 
caught  it  in  her  arms,  lest  he  should  injure  it  in  tha 
▼ioknoe  of  his  insanitj ;  bot^  terrified  by  the  alteratioa 
of  his  features,  stood  tranaflxed  bj  the  bedside.  ELe 
grasped  mj  shoulder  convnlaiYely,  and,  striking  his 
breast  with  the  other  hand,  made  a  desperate  attempt 
lo  articulate.  It  was  unavailing — he  extended  his  arm 
tofwards  tfamn,  and  made  another  violent  effort  Theve 
was  a  rattling  noise  in  the  throat — a  glare  of  the  eye— - 
a  short  stifled  gro«a — and  he  fell  back — dead!** 


It  would  afibrd  us  the  hi^iest  gratification  to  be  ena- 
bled  to  reoord  Mr.  Pickwick's  opinion  of  the  foregoing 
anecdote.  We  have  little  doubt  that  we  should  have 
been  enabled  to  present  it  to  our  readers,  but  lor  a  most 
unfcnrtunate  oocUrrenoe. 

Mr.  Pickwick  had  replaced  on  the  table  the  glass 
which,  during  the  last  few  sentences  of  the  tale,  he 
had  retained  in  his  hand,  and  had  just  made  up  his 
siind  to  speak -^indeed,  we  have  the  authority  of  Mr. 
Snodgrass's  note4K>ok  for  stating  that  he  had  actually 
opened  his  motfth —  when  the  waitedr  entered  the  room, 
and  said,*— 

^  Some  gentlemen,  sir.** 

It  has  been  conjectured  that  Mr.  Pickwick  was  on 
the  point  of  defivering  some  remarks  which  would  have 
euli<i^teued  tlie  world,  if  not  the  Thames,  when  he  was 
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thm  intemipted:  for  he  gfie«d  steml^r  on  the  waitor^t 
eonntenance,  and  then  looked  nxmd  cm  tl»  compaaf 
generally,  as  if  seeking  for  information  rdati^e  t»  Ibi 
new  comers. 

«'<Hi!''  said  Mr.  THnUe,  riiing,  ^'some  friends  <£ 
oine  —  show  tbem  in.  Yerj  pleasant  i^Uows,"  added 
Mr  WinUe,  stfler  the  waiter  had  retired —"  OileerB 
ef  the  Ninety-eeveoth,  wImmo  aeifoalnlatiee  I  madto 
lather  oddly  ^s  morning.  Ton  wiM  IHce  4hem  ywrf 
mudi.^ 

Mr.  Pickwiek's  equanimity  was  at  once  reetore^L 
The  waiter  returned,  and  nsliered  three  gentlemen  hue 
xuB  tt)oin. 

<<  Lieutenant  Tappleton^"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  ^Liein- 
tenant  Tappleton,  Mr.  Pickwick  —  Doctor  Payne,  Mr. 
Pickwick  —  Mr.  Snodgrass,  yon  have  seen  hefore :  my 
fi-iend  Mr.  Tupman,  Doctor  Payne  —  Doctor  Slammer, 
Mr.  Pickwiek—Bir.  Tofsnan,  Doctor  fUam^" 

Here  Mr.  Winkle  snddenly  paused )  fer  strong  emoh- 
tiea  was  visible  on  the  countenance  boA  of  Mr.  IVijp- 
man  and  the  Doctor. 

^  I  have  met  this  gentleman  hefore,''  eaid  the  dooter, 
with  marked  emphasis. 

<<  Indeed  I "  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

*<  And — and  that  person,  too,  if  I  am  not  Mkitakgn,** 
said  the  dooter,  besUmisg  a  scmfoiaing  ^aace  on  Ite 
green^«oaled  stranger.  ^  I  think  I  gftrt  that  penon  n 
very  pressing  invitalien  fast  ifight^  arUek  he  thought 
proper  to  decline."  Saying  which,  the  doctor  seowlad 
magnanimously  on  the  stranger,  andwtrispered  his 'friend 
lieatenant  Tappleton. 

^  You  dottH  say  so,*  said  that  gentieman,  at  the  eon- 
elasion  of  the  whisper. 
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''I  do^  indeed,"  replied  Doofctr  I 

^  Y^a  are  bound  to  kick  him  on  the  spot,"  marmiired 
^he  owner  of  the  eamp-«tool  with  great  importanoe. 

**jDo  he  qpi&Lf  Payne,"  iot^rpoBed  the  Lieutenant 
^  Will  jou  aUow  me  to  aak  you^  siiv"  he  said,  addressing 
Mr.  Pickwick,  who  wi^  considerably  mystified  by  this 
very  unpolite  by-play  —  "  Will  you  allow  me  to  ask  yo«, 
8ir»  whether  tluit  person  belongs  to  your  par^?" 

"^  !Noi,  ur^  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  he  is  a  guest  oi 
ours." 

**  He  is  a  membwr  oC  your  ekilv  or  I  am  mistadten?" 
said  the  lieotenant,  inqwingly. 

^  Certaiody  not,"  responded  Mr«  Plckwidt. 

*^  And  ne^er  wears  yqv  dub-button  ?"  said  the  Lien 
tenant. 

^No — never!"  replied  the  astonished  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

Laenteaaat  Tapplelon  turned  sound  to  his  friend  Doc- 
tor Slafnme.r,  with  a  scared^  peroeplible  shrug  of  the 
shoulder,  as  if  implying  some  doubt  of  the  aoe«tfaey  of 
his  recollection.  The  little  doctor  looked  wtathfnl,  bat 
confiwinded»  and  Mr.  Payne  gazed  with  a  f^rodoiis 
aq>ect  on  the  beaming  countenaBce  of  the  uoeonscioas- 
Pickwick. 

**  Sii^"  said  the  doctor,  suddenly  addressing  Mt.  Tup- 
man,  in  a  tone  which  made  that  gentleman  start  as  per- 
ceptibly as  if  a  pin  had  been  cuDoiiigly  inserted  nto 
the  calf  of  hia  1^  —  ^  you  were  at  the  ball  h^re  last 
night?" 

Mr.  Tupman  gasped  a  fiunt  affirmative ;  looking  very 
hard  at  Mr.  Pickwick  all  the  while. 

^  That  person  was  your  companion,"  said  the  doctor, 
pointing  to  the  still  pmaoved  atraqger« 
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Mr.  Tupman  admitted  die  fkct 

**  Now,  gir,"  said  tke  doctor  to  the  Btranger,  '<  I  as\ 
you  once  again,  id  the  presence  of  these  gentlemen, 
whether  you  dioose  to  give  me  jour  card,  and  to  re- 
ceive the  treataient  of  a  gentleman ;  or  whe&er  jou 
impose  upon  me  the  necessity  of  personally  chastising 
you  on  the  spot?" 

"  Stay,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  **  I  really  cannot  al- 
low this  matter  to  go  any  further  without  some  explanar 
tion.     Tupman,  recount  the  circumstances." 

Mr.  Tupman,  thus  solemnly  adjured,  stated  the  case 
in  a  few  words ;  touched  slightty  on  the  borrowing  of 
the  coat;  expatiated  largely  on  its  havi^  been  done 
^after  dinner;"  wound  up  wkh  a  little  penitence  on 
his  own  account ;  and  left  the  stranger  to  clear  himsdf 
as  he  best  could. 

He  was  apparently  about  to  proceed  to  do  so,  when 
Lieutenant  Tappleton,  who  had  been  eyeing  him  with 
great  curiosity,  said  with  considerable  scorn — ^  Havn^ 
I  seen  you  at  the  theatre,  sir  ? " 

*^  Certainly  "  replied  the  unid>ashed  stranger. 

^He  is  a  strolling  actor,"  sud  the  lieutenant,  con- 
temptuously ;  turning  to  Doctor  Slammer  —  <^  He  acts 
in  the  piece  that  the  officers  of  tlie  Fifty-second  get  up 
at  the  Rochester  theatre  to-morrow  night  You  cannot 
proceed  in  this  afiair.  Slammer —  impossible ! " 

^  Quite ! "  said  the  dignified  Payne. 

<<  Sorry  to  have  placed  you  in  this  disagreeable  situa- 
tion," said  Lieutenant  Tappleton,  addressing  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, "  allow  me  to  surest,  that  the  best  way  of  avoid- 
ing a  recurrence  of  such  scenes  in  future,  will  be  to  be 
m<ne  select  in  the  choice  of  your  comi)aiiions.  Good- 
evening,  sir ! "  and  the  Lieutenant  bounced  out  <^  the  • 
room* 
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*^Aiid  aHow  ne  to  say^  str,^  enoA  Ifce  imadlde  Doctor 
Fajne,  "<  than  if  I  had  been  Tappkton,  or  if  I  had  been 
Slammer,  I  would  have  pulksd  your  noee,  sir,  and 
the  noee  of  every  man  in  this  company.  I  would, 
sir,  —  every  man.  Payne  is  my  name,  sir  ^^  Doctor 
Payne  of  the  Forty^iiird*  Good-evening,  sir.''  Ilav* 
ing  eoDcladed  this  speech,  and  attered  the  tfai^e  la£t 
words  in  a  loud  key,  he  stalked  majestically  ^after  his 
friend,  closely  followed  by  Doctor  Slammer,  who  said 
nothing,  but  contented  himself  by  withering  the  com- 
pany with  a  look. 

Rising  rage  and  extreme  bewilderment  had  swelled 
the  nobte  breast  of  Mr.  Pidcwick,  almost  to  the  burst- 
ing oi  Yob  waistooat,  dariag  the  deMvery  of  the  above 
defiance.  He  stood  transfixed  to  the  spot,  gazing  on 
vacancy.  The  olosing  of  the  door  recaMed  hhn  to  him- 
sdf.  He  rushed  forward  with  fbry  in  his  looks,  and 
fire  in  his  eye.  His  hand  was  upon  the  lock  of  the 
door;  in  another  instant  It  wonM  hsve  been  on  the 
throat  of  Doctor  Payne  ci  the  Forty-third,  had  not  Mr. 
Snodgrass  seized  his  revered  leader  by  the  eoat^tail,  and 
dmgged  him  backwards. 

^  Restrain  him,"  cried  Mr.  Snodgrass,  ^  Winkle,  TVip- 
man  —  he  must  not  peril  his  distinguished  life  in  such  a 
cause  as  this." 

**  Let  me  go,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Hold  him  tight,"  shouted  Mr.  Snodgrass ;  and  hy  the 
united  efforts  of  the  whole  company,  Mr.  Pickwick  was 
forced  into  an  arm-chair. 

"  Leave  him  alone,"  said  the  green-coated  stranger  — 
•*  brandy  and  water  —  jolly  old  gentleman  — lots  of 
pluck  —  swuUow  this  —  ah  !  capital  stuff."  Having 
previously  tested  the  virtues  of  a  bumper,  which  had 
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been  mixed  by  the  jfamnl  many  Ike  stnmger  applied  tike 
gkss  to  Mr.  PickwidE't  moatk;  and  tbe  rcmiinder  of 
its  contents  nqfudlj  disappeared. 

There  was  a  abirt  pause ;  the  brandj  and  water  had 
done  its  work ;  the  amidble  ceunteaance  of  Mr.  Piek- 
wiek  was  fast  reeoveriag  its  customary  expresdoa. 

**  Thej  are  not  worth  yoor  nodoe,"  said  the  dianal 
man. 

"<  Yoa  are  ri|H sir,"  repMed  Mr.  PiokwidL,  '^HMejsn 
not  I  am  ashoMd  to  haeve  been  betaayed  kto  this 
warmth  of  feeling.  Draw  your  chair  op  to  the  tabk^ 
sir." 

The  dianal  man  readily  complied:  m  cMe  waa  agaia 
formed  sound  the  table,  and  hannony  oooe  more  pre- 
vailed. Some  lingering  kntabililj  Appeared  to  ind  a 
resdqg-plaee  ia  Mr.  Winkle's  bo9o^^  ooeasieaed  possibly 
by  the  temporary  abstraetieo  of  hie  c0at -^  though  k 
is  scarcely  reasonable  to  suppose^  Idiat  do  slight  a  eiroum- 
stattcocan  hare  eiscitad  even  a  ponsing  feeliag  ot  anger 
in  «  Pickwickian  bseast  With  this  esKseptiDi^  tMr 
good  humor  was  comf^tely  jrestoved ;.  a«d  the  eveoiDg 
concluded  with  the  conviviality;  with  wkieh  it  hai 
b^Cn. 
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OHAPTRB  IV. 

k   nSLD-OAT  AKD   BTYOVAO  —  MOBB  1IVW  FBIBllftt 

AMo  AK  nrriTAnoif  «o  Tm  •ommr. 

Makt  aothora  entertain,  not  oolj  «  Ibdigli,  4mt  a 
reallj  cUBhonesI  ohjeetfon,  to  ackaowiedge  the  aovroes 
from  whence  tlief  derhre  math  vahnble  inlbrniatioii. 
We  haTe  no  ^nek  feeling.  We  are  nef<^  endeaTertng 
to  discharge  in  an  upHgkt  manner,  the  TetpontriUe 
daties  of  our  editoriid  ibnotiens ;  snd  wfaatetier  ambition 
we  migfat  hare  f%lt  under  other  dfenmatanoes,  to  lay. 
claim  to  the  authorship  of  these  adTeataret,  a  regard  for 
tmth  forbids  ns  to  do  more,  tiian  etaim  tb»  merit  of  their 
judicious  arrangement,  and  impartial  aarratlon.  The 
mekwidt  papers  are  our  New  River  Head ;  and  we  nay 
be  compai^  to  the  New  River  Company.  The  labors 
of  others  have  raised  for  us  an  immenee  reservoir  of 
important  facts.  We  merely  lay  them  on,  and  eomnHH 
nicato  them,  in  a  clear  and  gentle  stream,  through  the 
me^um  «f  these  numbers,  to  a  world  thirsting  for  Pick 
wickiaa  knowledge. 

Acting  ill  this  splrft,  and  resolutely  proceeding  on  our 
detenninadon  to  avow  our  obligations  to  the  anthoritiei! 
we  have  oonsuhed,  we  frankly  say,  that  to  die  note-book 
ai  Mr.  Snodgrass  are  we  indebted  for  the  particulars  re- 
eorded  in  this,  and  the  succeeding  <^apter —  pardculare^ 
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which,  now  that  we  have  disburdened  our  conscience,  we 
shall  proceed  to  detail  without  further  comment 

The  whole  population  of  Rochester  and  the  adjoining 
towns,  rose  from  their  beds  at  an  early  hour  of  the  fol- 
lowing morning,  m  a  state  of  the  utmost  bustle  and  ex- 
citement A  grand  review  was  to  take  place  upon  the 
Lines.  The  manoeuvres  of  half  a  dozen  regiments  were 
to  be  inspected  bj  the  eagle  eye  of  the  commander -in- 
cbief ;  temponuy  fortifications  had  been  erected,  the  dt- 
adel  was  to  be  attacked  and  taken,  and  a  aiiiie  was  to  be 
sprung. 

Mr.  Piekwiok  was,  as  our  readers  may  have  .gathered 
frooi  the  slight  extract  we  gave  firem  hb  description  of 
Chatham,  an  entitostasde  admirer  of  the  army.  NolMQg 
eoukl  have  beea  more  deHghtM  to  him  <'— nothing  couM 
liave  harmonized  so  well  with  the  peculiar  feeling  of 
each  of  hts  oon^)anions -^  as  this  sight  Accordingly 
they  wore  soon  a-foot,  and  walking  in  the  direction  €£ 
the  scene  of  action^  towards  which  crowds  of  people  were 
already  pouring,  from  a  variety  ai  quarters. 

The  appearance  of  everytliing  on  the  Lines  denoted 
that  the  approadiing  ceremony  .was  one  of  the  utmost 
grandeur  and  unportanee.  There  were  sentries  posted 
to  keep  the  ground  for  the  troops,  and  servants  on  tbe 
batteries  keeping  places  for  the  ladies,  and  sergeants  run- 
ning to  and  fro,  with  v^um-oovered  books  under  their 
arms,  and  Colonel  Bulder,  in  full  military  uniform,  on 
horseback,  galloping  first  to  one  place  and  then  to  an- 
other, and  backing  bis  horse  among  the  peopte,  and 
prancing,  and  curvetting,  and  shouting  in  a  most  alarm- 
ing manner,  and  making  himself  very  hoarse  in  the 
voice,  and  very  red  in  the  face,  without  any  assignable 
cause  or  reason  whatever.    Officers  were  running  back 
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wardb  and  forwards,  first  communicatbig  wilh  Colonel 
Bulder,  and  then  orderiiig  the  sergeants,  and  then  ma- 
ning  away  altogether :  and  even  the  very  prirates  then- 
eelves  looked  firom  behind  their  glazed  stocks  with  an  air 
of  mysterious  solemnity,  which  sufficiently  bespoke  the 
special  nature  of  the  occasion. 

Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  three  companions  statimiM 
themselves  in  the  front  rank  of  the  crowd,  and  patiently 
awaited  the  commenc^nent  of  the  proceediags.  The 
throng  was  increasing  eyecy  moment ;  and  tihe  eibrts 
they  were  compelled  to  make,  to  retain  the  position  tliey 
had  gained,  8ui!iciently  occupied  their  attention  during 
the  two  hours  that  ensued.  At  one  time  there  was  a 
sudden  pressure  iron  behind;  and  then  Mr.  Pid^wiek 
was  jerked  forward  for  aevearal  yards,  with  a  de^;ree  of 
speed  and  elasticity  highly  inconsistent  with  the  general 
gravity  of  his  demeanor ;  at  another  moment  there  was  a 
request  to  ^  keep  back  "  from  the  front,  and  then  the  butt 
end  of  a  musket  was  eidier  dropped  upon  Mr.  Pickwick's 
toe,  to  remind  him  of  the  demand,  or  thrust  into  his  chest 
to  insure  its  being  complied  with.  Then  some  facetious 
gentlemen  on  the  left,  aAer  pressing  sideways  in  a  body, 
and  squeezing  Mr.  Snodgrass  into  the  very  last  extreme 
of  human  torture,  would  request  to  know  *^  vere  he  vos  a 
shovin*  to,"  and  when  Mr.  Winkle  had  done  expressing 
his  excessive  indignation  at  witnessing  this  unprovoked 
assault,  some  person  behind  would  knock  his  hat  over 
his  eyes,  and  beg  the  favor  of  his  putting  his  head  in  his 
pocket  These,  and  other  practical  witticisms,  coupled 
with  the  unaccountable  absence  of  Mr.  Tupman  (who 
had  suddenly  disappeared,  and  was  nowhere  to  be  found), 
rendered  their  situation  upon  the  whole  rather  more  un- 
comfortable, than  pleasing  or  desirable. 
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At  length  dMt  low  roar  of  manj  roices  mn  throng 
4he  croird,  which  muallj  announces  the  arrival  of  what- 
cirer  they  have  been  waiting  for.  All  eyes  were  turned 
in  €ke  directien  of  the  sallj-port  A  few  moments  of 
eager  expectation,  and  colors  were  seen  fluttering  gayfy 
in  the  air,  arms  glistened  bfightly  in  the  smi :  colunn 
aAer  eohioMi  poamd  on  to  the  plain.  'Rie  troops  halted 
and  formed;  the  word  of  eottmaad  rang  through  the 
itne,  there  was  a  general  elash  of  mn^ets,  as  arms  were 
presented ;  and  the  cemniaBder-in-diief,  attended  by  Col- 
onel Bulder  and  nnmeroos  officers,  cantered  to  the  front. 
The  military  bands  strock  np  altogether:  the  horses 
stood  nptm  two  legs  each,  cantered  backwards,  and 
whined  their  tails  about  in  all  directions:  the  dogs 
barked,  the  mdb  screamed,  the  troops  recovered,  and 
sotMng  was  to  be  seen  on  either  side,  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach,  but  a  long  perSpedSve  of  red  coats  and 
white  trousers,  ftxed  and  motionless. 

Mr.  Pickwick  had  been  so  fully  occupied  in  falling 
about,  and  disentangMng  himself,  miraculously,  from  be- 
tween the  legs  of  horses,  that  he  had  not  enjoyed  suffi- 
cient leisure  to  observe  the  scene  before  him,  until  it  a»- 
sumed  the  appearance  we  have  just  described.  Wlien  he 
was  at  last  enabled  to  stand  firmly  on  his  l^s,  his  grati- 
fication and  delight  were  unbounded. 

**  Can  anything  be  finer,  or  more  delightful  ?  "  he  in- 
quired of  Mr.  Wmkle. 

"  Nothing,*  replied  that  gentleman,  who  had  had  a 
short  man  standing  on  each  of  his  feet,  for  the  quarter  of 
an  hour  immediately  preceding. 

«  It  is  indeed  a  noble  and  a  brilliant  sight,"  said  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  in  whose  bosom  a  blaze  of  poetry  was  rapidly 
(mrsdng  forth,  **  to  see  the  gallant  defenders  of  their  coun- 
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trjf  draws  op  Id  bnltiaQi  anrnf  belbre  ita  peacefiil  oiti* 
zeiM :  their  faees  beaming  — *  not  wilh  wiurlike  ferocitf^ 
but  with  civirizied  gentleneM :  tbetr  eyes  flashing  —  not 
with  the  Tude  fire  of  rapine  or  reTBnge,  but  with  the  noh 
light  of  humanity  and  inteUigwioe*'' 

Mr.  Piekwiek  fully  entered  into  the  spirit  of  this 
eulogMBtt,  but  he  could  not  eicactly  retebo  its  tenns; 
for  the  toil  li^t  of  inteiligBnoe  hvamt  rather  feebly  in 
the  ejres  of  the  wanioBSy  inasmudi  as  the  eommaad 
^  ejes  front "  had  been  gi¥en ;  and  ail  the  speotator  saw 
before  faim  was  servral  thoosand  pair  of  q^tioai  ttejring 
Btrught  forward,  wholly  divested  ef  any  eiqwession 
whaterer* 

<*  We  are  in  a  oap^al  sitaatioay  noW,"  said  Mr.  Pickr 
wick,  kM^dng  round  him.  The  orowd  had  gradually 
dispersed  from  their  ianiediate  rioinity,  and  they  were 
nearly  akme. 

"^  Capital  r  echoed  both  Mr*  SnrfdgMSs  and  Mr. 
TIRnkle. 

''Wlal  aara  they  doing  now?"  inquived  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, a^^joeting  his  speela^dce. 

''I— I— rather  think,**  said  Mr.  Winkle^  ohmigiag 
eolbii —  <«  I  raHier  tfaiak  fhey'iB  goa^  to  fboh." 

'^Nonsense,*'  said  Mr.  Pi^wick,  hastily. 

""I— J[— nally  thhik  they  Me,"  urged  Mr.  Saed- 
glass,  somewhat  alanned. 

**  ImpoiBible,''  repUed  Mr.  Pickwick.  He  had  havdly 
ottered  the  w<»d,  when  the  whole  hatf-dezea  regiments 
levelled  tiieir  muskets  as  if  liiey  had  but  one  common 
object,  and  that  object  the  Piokwickians ;  and  burst  forth 
with  the  most  awful  and  tremendous  discharge,  that  erei 
shook  the  earth  to  its  centre,  or  an  elderly  gentleman  off 
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It  WM  hi  this  trjmg  sitiMtlioli,  exposed  to  a  galliii^ 
fire  of  blank  carCridgee,  and  harassed  bj  the  operations 
of  the  military^  a  fi^sh  body  of  whom  had  begun  to  fall 
in,  on  the  opposite  side,  that  Mr.  Pickwick  displajed 
that  peifect  coolness  and  self-possession,  wliich  are  the 
indispensable  accompaniments  of  a  great  mind.  He 
seized  Mr.  Winkle  by  the  arm,  and  placing  himsc^ 
between  that  gentleman  and  Mr.  Snodgrass,  earnestly 
besought  them  to  remember  that  beyond  the  pos^bilitj 
of  being  rendered  deaf  by  the  noise,  there  was  no  inn 
mediate  danger  to  be  i^prehended  fixim  the  firing. 

^  But — but — suppose  some  of  the  men  should  hap- 
pen to  have  ball  cartridges  by  mistake,"  remonstrated 
Mr.  Winkle,  pallicl  at  the  soppontaon  he  was  himself 
conjuring  up.  ^  I  heard  something  whisde  throng  the 
air  just  now  —  so  sharp :  dose  to  my  ear." 

^  We  had  better  throw  ourselves  on  our  foces,  hadn't 
we?"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

"  No,  no  —  if  s  over  now,"  siud  Mr.  Pickwick,  ffis 
lip  might  qiHver,  and  his  eheek  mig^  blanch,  but  no 
expression  of  fear  or  oonoem  escaped  the  lips  €i  that 
immortal  man. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  right :  the  firing  ceased ;  but  lie 
had  scarcely  time  to  oongratnlate  lilmself  on  the  ao* 
curacy  of  his  opinion,  when  a  quick  movement  n^as  visi- 
ble in  the  line :  the  hoarse  shout  of  the  word  of  com* 
mand  ran  along  it,  and  before  either  of  the  party  could 
form  a  guess  at  ike  meaning  of  this  new  manoeuvre) 
the  whole  of  the  half-dozen  r^riments,  with  fixed  bayo- 
nets, charged  at  double  quick  time  down  upon  the 
very  spot  on  which  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  friends  were 
stationed. 

Man  is  but  mortal ;  and  there  is  a  point  beyond  wind) 
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hmnan  oouroge  cannot  eoctisnd.  Mr.  Piekwid^  gazed 
through  hi&  spectacles  for  an  instant  on  the  advancing 
mass;  and  then  fairly  turned  his  back  and  —  we  will 
not  say  fled ;  firstly,  because  it  is  an  ignoble  temit  and, 
secondly,  because  Mr.  Pickwick's  figure  was  by  no 
means  adapted  §or  that  mode  of  retreat  — he  trotted 
away,  at  as  quick  a  rate  as  his  legs  would  convey  him ; 
so  quickly^  indeed,  that  he  did  not  perceive  the  awk- 
wardness of  his  situation^  to  the  fall  extent^  until  too 
late. 

The  c^posite  troops,  whose  &lling-in  had  perplexed 
Mr.  Pickwick  a  few  seconds  before,  were  drawn  up  to 
repel  the  mimic  attack  of  the  sham  besiegers  of  the 
citadel;  and  the  consequence  was,  that  Mr.  Pickwick 
and  his  two  companions  found  Uiemselves  suddenly  en- 
closed between  two  lines  of  great  length ;  the  one  ad- 
vancing at  a  rapid  pace,  and  the  other  firmly  waiting 
the  collision  in  hostile  array. 

"-  Hoi ! "  shouted  the  (^&eers  of  the  advandng  line  — 

^  Get  out  of  the  way,**  cried  the  officers  of  the  station- 
ary one. 

^  Where  are  we  to  go  to?"  screamed  the  agitated 
Pickwickians. 

"  Hoi  —  hoi  —  hoi,"  was  the  only  reply.  There  was 
a  moment  of  intense  bewilderment,  a  heavy  tramp  of 
footsteps,  a  violent  concussion ;  a  smothered  luugh  — 
tlie  half-dozen  regiments  were  half  a  thousand  yards 
ofi*;  and  the  soles  of  Mr.  Pickwick's  boots  were  elevated 
in  air. 

Mr.  Snodgrass  and  Mr.  Winkle  had  each  performed 
a  compulsory  somerset  with  ronarkable  agility,  when 
the  first  object  that  met  the  eyes  of  the  latter  as  he  sat 
on  the  ground,  stannchipg  with  a  yellow  silk  liandker' 
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chi«f  ^e  stream  of  life  Which  issned  from  %»  nt&By  was 
his  renerated  leader  at  some  distance  off,  niniiing  alter 
his  own  hat,  which  was  gambolmg  playfullj  awaj  in 
perspective. 

There  are  veiy  few  moments  in  a  man's  existence, 
when  he  experiences  so  much  ludicnms  distress,  or 
meets  with  so  little  charitable  commiseration,  as  when 
he  is  in  pursuit  of  his  own  liat.  A  vast  deal  of  cool- 
ness, and  a  peculiar  degree  of  judgment,  are  requisite 
in  catching  a  hat  A  man  must  not  be  precipitate,  or 
he  runs  over  it:  he  must  not  rush  into  the  opposite 
extreme,  or  he  loses  it  altogether.  The  best  way  is,  to 
keep  gently  up  with  the  object  of  pursuit,  to  be  wary 
and  caatioas,  to  watdi  yonr  opportunity  weU,  get  grad- 
ually before  it,  then  make  a  rapid  dive,  seise  it  by  the 
crown,  and  istSck  it  firmly  on  your  head :  smiling  pleas- 
antly an  the  time,  as  if  you  thought  it  as  good  a  joke  as 
anybody  else. 

There  was  a  fine  gentle  wind,  and  Mr.  PickMrick*s  hat 
rolled  sportively  before  it  The  wind  puffed,  and  Mr. 
Pickwick  puffed,  and  the  hat  rolled  over  and  over  as 
merrily  as  a  lively  porpoise  in  a  strong  tide  ;  and  on  it 
might  have  rolled,  far  beyond  Mr.  Pickwick's  reach,  had 
not  its  course  been  providentially  stopped,  just  as  that 
gentleman  was  on  the  point  of  resignmg  it  to  its  fate. 

Mr.  Pickwick,  we  say,  was  completely  exhausted,  and 
about  to  ^ve  up  the  chase,  when  the  hat  was  blown  with 
some  violence  agsdnst  the  wheel  of  a  carriage,  ^hich  was 
drawn  up  in  a  line  with  half-a-dozen  other  vehicles,  on 
the  spot  to  which  his  steps  had  been  directed.  Mr. 
Pidcwick,  perceiving  his  advantage,  darted  briskly  for- 
ward, secured  his  property,  planted  it  on  his  head,  and 
paused  to  take  breath.    He  had  not  been  stationary  half 
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a  mumte,  when  he  heard  his  own  name  eagorlj  pro- 
nounoed  bj  a  Toioe,  whieh  he  at  onoe  reoegnised  as  Mr. 
TupaifliB's,  and,  looking  upwards,  he  beheld  a  sigfat  which 
filled  him  with  surprise  and  pleaMire. 

In  aa  open  bai^ud^e^  the  horses  of  whidi  had  been 
taken  out,  the  betler  ta  accdfnmodate  it  to  the  crowded 
place,  «tood  a  stout  old  gentleman,  in  a  blue  coat  and 
bright  buttons,  corduroy  breeches  and  top-boots,  two 
;^u&g  ladies  in  scarfs  and  leaihers,  a  joung  gentleman 
apparently  enamored  of  one  of  the  young  kdies  in  scarfis 
and  feathers,  a  lady  of  doubtful  age,  probably  the  aunt 
of  the  flfbreaaid,  and  Mr.  Tupman,  as  easy  and  uncon- 
cerned as  if  he  had  belonged  to  the  family  from  the  ftrst 
moments  of  his  infancy.  Fastened  up  behind  the  ba- 
rouche was  a  hamper  of  spacious  dimensions -*— one  o£ 
those  hampers  which  always  awakens  in  a  contemplative 
nnad,  assodations  connected  with  cold  fowls,  tongue,  and 
bottles  of  wine  —  and  on  the  box  sat  a  fat  and  red-faced 
boyt  in  a  state  of  somnolency,  whom  no  speenlatiTe  ob- 
server eould  have  regarded  fbr  an  instant  without  setting 
down  as  the  offieial  dispenser  of  the  eontents  of  the  be- 
fore^nentioned  hamper,  when  tiie  proper  time  for  their 
consumption  should  arrive. 

Mr.  Pi<^wiok  had  bestowed  a  hasty  glance  on  these 
interasting  olijects,  when  he  was  again  greeted  by  his 
fintliful  dis^ple. 

"Pickwick  — Pickwick,**  said  Mr.  Tupman;  "come 
ii}»  here.    Make  haste.'' 

"  Come  along,  sir.  Pray,  come  up,"  said  the  stout 
gentleman.  "  Joe  I  —  damn  that  boy,  he's  gone  to  sleep 
again  —  Joe,  let  down  the  steps."  The  fat  boy  rolled 
■ilowly  off  the  box,  let  down  the  steps,  and  held  the  car^ 
fiage  door  invitit>gly  open.  Mr.  Snodgrass  and  Mr. 
WLolde  came  up  at  the  mcHnent 
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^  Hoom  for  joa  all,  gentlemen,"  smd  the  stout  man. 
^  Two  inside,  and  aie  ont.  Joe,  raoke  room  for  one  of 
these  gentlemen  on  the  box.  Now,  sir,  come  along;** 
and  the  stout  gentleman  extended  his  arm,  and  pulled 
first  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  then  Mr.  Snodgrass,  into  flie 
barouche  bj  main  force*  Mr.  Winkle  mounted  to  the 
box,  the  fat  boy  waddled  to  the  same  perch,  and  fell  fittt 
asleep  instantly. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  said  the  stout  man,  ^  very  glad  to 
see  you.  Know  you  veiy  w^  gentlemen,  though  yon 
mayn't  remember  me.  I  spent  some  ev'nin's  at  your 
club  last  winter  ^-*  picked  up  my  fHend  Mr.  Tupman 
here  this  morning,  and  very  glad  I  was  to  see  him. 
Well,  sur,  and  how  are  you  ?  You  do  look  uncommon 
well,  to  be  sure.** 

Mr.  Pickwick  acknowledged  the  compliment,  and  cor- 
dially shook  hands  with  the  stout  gontleman  in  the  top- 
boots. 

"  Well,  and  how  are  you,  sir  ? "  said  the  stout  gentle- 
man, addressing  Mr*  Snodgrass  with  paternal  anxiety. 
^  Charming,  eh  ?  Well,  that's  right— that's  right.  And 
how  are  you,  sir  (to  Mr.  Winkle)  ?  Well,  I  am  glad  to 
hear  you  say  you  are  well ;  very  glad  I  am,  to  be  sure. 
My  daughters,  g^itlemen  —  my  gab  these  are;  and 
that's  my  sister.  Miss  Rachael  Wardle.  She's  a  Miss 
she  is ;  and  yet  she  a'n't  a  Miss  —  eh,  sir  —  eh  I "  And 
the  stout  gentleman  playfully  inserted  his  elbow  be- 
tween the  ribs  of  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  laughed  veiy 
heartily. 

"  Lor,  brother  ?  "  said  Miss  Wardle,  with  a  deprecat- 
ing smile. 

"  True,  true,"  said  the  stout  gentlemen  ;  "  no  one  can 
deay  it.  Gentlemen,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  this  is  my 
friend  Mr.  Trundle.     And  now  3rou  all  know  each  other. 
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let's  be  comfortable  and  bappy,  and  see  what's  going  for- 
ward ;  that's  what  I  saj.*  So  the  stout  gentleman  put 
on  his  spectacles,  and  Mr.  Pickwick  pulled  out  his  glass, 
and  everybody  stood  up  in  the  carriage,  and  looked 
over  somebody  else's  shoolder  at  the  evolutions  of  th^ 
military. 

Astounding  evolutions  they  were,  one  rank  firing  over 
the  heads  of  another  rank,  and  then  running  away ;  and 
then  the  other  rank  firing  over  the  heads  of  another  rank, 
and  running  away  in  their  turn ;  and  then  forming 
sqaai*e8,  with  officers  in  the  centre ;  and  then  descending 
the  trench  on  one  side  with  scaling-ladders,  and  ascending 
it  on  the  other  again  by  the  same  means ;  and  knocking 
down  barricades  of  baskets,  and  behaving  in  the  most 
gHllant  manner  possible.  Then  there  was  such  a  ram- 
ming down  of  the  contents  of  enormous  guns  on  the  bat- 
tery, with  instruments  like  magnified  mops ;  such  a  prep- 
nnition  before  they  were  let  ofi^,  and  such  an  awful  noise 
when  they  did  go,  that  the  air  resounded  with  the  screams 
of  ladies.  The  young  Miss  Wardles  were  so  frightened, 
that  Mr.  Trundle  was  actually  obliged  to  hold  one  of 
them  up  in  die  carriage,  while  Mr.  Snodgrass  supported 
the  other,  and  Mr.  Wardle's  sister  suffered  under  such  a 
dreadful  state  of  nervous  alarm,  that  Mr.  Tupman  found 
it  indispensably  necessary  to  put  his  arm  round  her  waist 
to  keep  her  up  at  alL  Everybody  was  excited,  except 
the  fht  boy,  and  he  slept  as  soundly  as  if  the  roaring  of 
cannon  were  his  ordinary  lullaby. 

"  Joe,  Joe  I "  said  the  stout  gentleman,  when  the  cita- 
del was  taken,  and  the  besiegers  and  besieged  sat  down 
to  dinner.  "  Damn  that  boy,  he's  gone  to  sleep  again. 
Be  good  enough  to  pinch  him,  sir  —  in  the  leg,  if  you 
please;  nothing  else  wakes  him  —  thank  /ou.  Undo 
the  hamper,  Joe.'* 
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The  fat  boy^  who  had  been  effectually  roused  by  the 
compression  of  a  portion  of  his  leg  between  the  finger 
and  thumb  of  Mr.  THnkle,  rolled  off  the  box  once  again, 
and  proceeded  to  unpack  the  hamper,  with  more  expedi- 
tion than  could  have  been  expected  j&om  his  previous 
inactivity. 

^  Now,  we  must  sit  close,"  said  the  stout  gentleman. 
Aider  a  great  many  jokes  about  squeezing  the  ladies' 
sleeves,  and  a  v&9t  quantity  of  blushing  at  sundry  jocose 
proposals,  that  the  ladies  should  sit  in  the  gentlemen's 
laps,  the  whole  party  were  stowed  down  in  the  barouche  ; 
aiid  the  stout  gentleman  proceeded  to  hand  the  things 
from  the  fat  boy  (who  had  mounted  up  behind  for  the 
purpose)  into  the  carriage. 

^  Now,  Joe,  knives  and  forks."  The  knives  and  fori^s 
were  handed  in,  and  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  inside,  and 
Mr.  Winkle  on  the  box,  were  each  furnished  with  those 
useful  implements. 

^  Plates,  Joe,  plates."  A  similar  process  was  employed 
in  the  distribution  of  the  croekery* 

''  Now,  Joe,  the  fowls.  Damn  that  boj ;  he's  gone  to 
sleep  again.  Joe !  Joe ! "  (Sundry  taps  on  the  head 
with  a  stick,  and  the  fat  boy,  with  some  d^&culty,  roused 
&om  his  lethargy).    ^  Come,  hand  in  the  eatables." 

There  was  something  in  the  sound  of  the  last  word, 
which  roused  the  unctuous  boy.  He  jumped  up :  and 
the  leaden  eyes,  which  t¥rinkled  behind  his  mountainous 
cheeks,  leered  horribly  upon  the  food  as  he  unpacked  it 
from  the  basket 

**  Now,  make  haste,"  said  Mr.  Wardle ;  for  the  fat  boy 
was  hanging  fondly  over  a  capon,  which  he  seemed 
wholly  unable  to  part  with.  The  boy  sighed  deeply, 
and,  bestowing  an  ardent  gaze  upon  its  plumpness,  unwil- 
lingly consi^ed  it  to  his  master. 
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^TlMf8righet--^kDkcterp.  Nowtheton^e  —  now 
ike  |yigeofi-pie«  Take  care  of  that  fml  nMdham  —  mind 
Ae  lobsters  -—  teke  the  salad  out  of  the  oloth  —  gire  me 
the  dressing."  Such  were  the  hurried  09>der8  whkh  is- 
Mied  from  the  lips  of  Mr.  Wardle,  as  he  handed  in  the 
different  articles  described,  and  placed  dishes  in  e^mrj* 
body*s  hands,  and  on  everybody's  knees,  m  ettdless  num- 
ber. 

^  Now,  aVt  this  eaphal ! "  inquired  that  jolly  peraoft- 
i^e,  wiien  the  work  of  4eetraetion  had  coramenoed. 

^  Oafnlfi ! "  eaid  Mr.  Winkle,  who  was  carving  a  fowl 
on  the  box. 

^Ghissotfwine?'' 

^  With  the  greatest  pleastwe.* 

^  Teofd  hetter  hai^e  •  botde  'to  yoorseif,  vp  there, 
hadn't  ywi?* 

••Yoi'reverygood,'' 

^^Joe!" 

^  Yes,  sir."  (He  waai't  asleep  tins  time,  having  just 
succeeded  in  abstracting  a  veal  patty.) 

**  Bottle  of  wine  «o  the  gentleman  on  the  box.  Glad 
to  see  yon,  sir." 

'^Thankee.''  Mr.  Winkle  emptied  his  glass,  and 
placed  the  bottle  on  the  coach-box,  by  his  ade. 

*^  Win  ymi  permit  me  to  ha^e  the  pleasure,  sir?  " 
said  Mr.  Tmndle  to  Mr.  Winkle. 

*"  With  great  pleasure,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle  to  Mr. 
Trundle ;  and  then  the  two  gentlemen  took  wine,  after 
which  they  took  a  glass  of  wine  roand,  ladies  and  all. 

^  How  dear  £ai^  is  flirting  with  the  strange  gentle- 
man," whispered  the  spinster  aunt,  with  true  ^(nster- 
aunt-like  envy,  to  her  lnx)ther  Mr.  War^. 

^Oh  1  I  don't  knew,"  said  the  joHy  old  gentleman ; 
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'*all  verj  natural^  I  dare  Bay --^  oothiog  anusiial.  Mr 
Pickwick^  80016  wtne,  sir?''  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  bad 
been  deeply  inveBtigRting  the  interior  of  the  pigeon-pie, 
readily  assented. 

*<  Eniiljy  my  daar,"  said  the  piaster  aunt,  with  a  pat^ 
roaising  air,  ^  don't  talk  «o  lond,  love/* 

"Lor,ajiHt!" 

^  Aunt  and  the  little  old  gentleman  want  to  have  it  all 
(o  tli^nsclves,  I  think,''  whispered  Miss  IsaheUa  Wardle 
to  her  sister  £mily.  The  young  ladies  laughed  T«ry 
heurtily,  and  the  oh!  one  tried  to  look  amiable,  but 
couldn't  manage  it. 

^^  Young  girls  have  siu:h  spirits,"  said  Miss  Wardle 
to  ^f  I*.  Tupman,  with  slA  tar  oi  gentle  eommit^ratlon,  as 
if  animal  apirits  were  eontraband^.and  their  possession 
without  a  permit,  a  high  crime  and  misdenjtejaoor. 

^  Oil,  they  have,"  replied  Mr,  Tupman,  not  exactly 
making  the  sort  of  reply  that  was  expected  from  ^m. 
"It's  quite  delightful" 

<'  Hem  1 "  said  Miss  Wardia,  rather  dubiously. 

''Will  you  pennit  me,"  said  Mr.  Tupman, in  his  bland- 
est manner,  touching  the  enchanting  Rachaers  wrist  with 
one  hand,  and  gently  elevatiBg  the  bottle  with  the  other. 
"  Will  you  permit  me-?  " 

^  Oh,  sir  I "  Mr.  Tupman  looked  most  impresave  ;  and 
Rachael  expressed  her  fear  that  more  guns  were  going 
oil*,  in  which  case,  of  course,  she  would  have  required 
supiK>rt  again. 

**  Do  you  think  my  dear  nieces  pretty  ? "  whispered 
their  affectionate  aunt  to  Mr.  Tupman. 

"  I  shoold  if  their  aunt  wasn^t  here,"  replied  the  ready 
Pickwickian,  with  a  passionate  glance. 

''Oh,  you  nau^ty  man  -^  but  raaUy,  if  their  complex- 
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moB  were  a  Utde  better,  don't  jou  thj^ii  i)^j  would  he 
nice-looking  girls — by  candlc-ligbt  ?  " 

**  Yes ;  I  think  they  would; "  said  Mr*  Tupman,  with 
an  air  of  indifiference. 

**0h,  you  quiz — I  know  what  you  were  going  to  wyr.** 

^What?"  inqoifed.  Mr*  Tapman,  who  bad  not  pre- 
daely  made  up  his  mind  to  say  anythiug  at  alL 

'^You  were  going  to  say,  that  Isabella  stoops  — 1 
know  you  were — you  men  are  such  observers.  Well, 
.so  she  does ;  it  can't  be  denied ;  and  certainly,  if  there  is 
one  thing  more  than  auotlier  that  makes  a  girl  look  ugly, 
it  is  stooping.  I  often  tell  her,  that  when  she  gets  a 
little  oldev,  she'll  be  quite  firightfiil.  Well,  you  are  a 
quiz!*' 

Mr*  ISipman  had  no  objection  to  earning  the  reputa- 
tion at  so  chei^)  a  rate :  so  he  looked  very  kngwlog,  and 
smiled  mysteriously. 

^  What  a  sarcastic  smile,"  said  the  adnuriDg  Baohael ; 
"  I  declare  Tm  quite  afraid  of  you." 

«Afipsid4rfnieI" 

**  Oh,  you  can't  disguise  anything  from  me  -^  I  know 
what  that  snule  means,  very  welL" 

"^ What?"  said  Mr.  Tupman,  who  had  not  the  slight- 
est notion  himself. 

^  You  mean,"  said  the  aiaiable  aunt^  sinking  he?  voice 
stHl  lower  -^  ^  You  mean^  that  you  don't  think  Isabella's 
stoq;ung  is  as  bad  as  Emily's  boldness.  Well,  she  i$ 
boldi  You  cannot  think  how  wretched  it  inakes  me 
sometimes  -^  Pm  sure  I  cry  about  it  for  hours  together 
—  my  dear  brother  is  $o  good,  and  so  unsuspicious,  that 
he  never  sees  it;  if  he  did,  T^a  quite  certain  it  would 
break  his  heart.  I  wish  X  90uld  think  it  was  only 
JWflW^rrlJwfie  it.w^  ^^"  (J^^r^  the. fi^SK^^tP 
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relative  heaved  a  deep  sigb,  and  shook  her  head  de- 
spondinglj). 

Tm  sure  aunt's  talking  about  us,"  whispered  Miss 
Emilj  Wardle  to  her  sbter  —  "  Fm  quite  certain  of  it  — 
she  looks  so  malicious." 

« Is  she?"  replied  Isabella — **  Hem  I  aunt,  dearl" 

"  Yes,  my  dear  love !  ** 

**  Fm  io  afraid  jou'll  catch  cold,  aunt  —  have  a  silk 
handkerchief  to  tie  round  your  dear  old  head — you 
really  should  take  care  of  yourself — consider  your 
age!" 

However  well  deserved  this  piece  of  retaliation  might 
have  been,  it  was  as  vindictive  a  one  as  could  well  have 
been  resorted  to.  There  is  no  guessing  in  wluit  form 
of  reply  the  auntis  indignation  would  have  vented  itself 
had  not  Mr.  Wardle  unconsciously  changed  the  subject, 
by  calling  emphatically  for  Joe. 

^  Damn  that  boy,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  ^  he's  gone 
to  sleep  again." 

"  Very  extraordinary  boy,  that,"  said  Mr.  Pickwii^^ 
**  does  he  always  sleep  in  this  way  ? " 

"  Sleep  I "  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  he*s  alwajrs  asleep. 
*<9oes  on  errands  fast  asleep,  and  snores  as  he  waits  at 
table." 

*«  How  very  odd ! "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**Ah!  odd  indeed,"  returned  the  old  gentleman ;  "  Fm 
proud  of  that  boy  —  wouldn't  part  with  him  on  any  ac- 
•roiint  —  he's  a  natural  curiosity !  Here,  Joe  * —  Joe  — 
take  Uiese  things  away,  and  open  another  bottle  —  d^e 
hear?" 

The  fat  boy  rose,  opened  his  eye.^,  swallowed  the  huge 
piece  of  pie  he  had  been  in  the  act  of  masdcating  when 
he  last  fell  asleep,  and  slowly  oheyed  his  master's  orders 
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—  gloating  languidlj  over  the  remains  of  the  feast,  as 
he  removed  the  plates,  and  deposited  them  in  the  hamper. 
The  fresh  bottle  was  produced,  and  speedilj  emptied: 
the  hamper  was  made  fast  in  its  old  place  —  the  fat  boj 
once  more  mounted  the  box  —  the  spectacles  and  pocket- 
glass  were  again  adjusted — and  the  evolutions  of  the 
military  recommence^.  Thpi)e  wfs^  a  great  flzcing  and 
banging  of  guns,  and  starting  of  ladies  —  and  then  a 
nine  was  spvuitg,  to  the  gratification  of  everybody -^ 
and  when  the  mine  had  gone  off,  the  military  l^ld  .the 
oompaay  foUowed  .its  example,  and  went  off  too. 

^Now,  mind,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  as  he  shpok 
hands  with  Mr.  Pickwick  at  the  conclusion  of  a  conver- 
sation wbicli  liad  been  carried  on  at  intervals,  during  the 
eoncUision  of  the  proceedings  —  ^  we  shall  see  yo^  aj 
to-morrow." 

^  Most  certainly,''  replied  Mr,  Pickwick. 

**  You  liave  g$i  the  address  ?  " 

''Manor  Farm,  Biogley  DeU,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
consulting  his  pocket-book. 

<<  Thafs  it,**  said  the  old  gentlamaii.  "^  I  don't  let  you 
ftt,  miiid»  under  a  week ;  and  undertake  that  you  diaU 
tee  eveiytfaing  worth  seeing.  If  you've  come  down  for 
a  oooAtry  life,  cmoe  to  me,  and  111  give  you  plenty  ^ 
it  Joe — damn  that  b<iy,  heTa  gone  la  ^kep  again -^ 
Joe^  help  Tom  pat  in  the  horses^"  : 

The  herses  were  put  in  —  the  driver  mounfted  «-  the 
fkl  boy  clambered  np  by  bis  fide  —  foreiteUs  were  ej> 
changed  —  and  the  carriage  rattled  o£  As  the  Pickr 
widuans  tumed  round  to  take  a  last  glimpse  of  it,  the 
sfHtvig  sua  cast  a  rich  glow  oa  the  faces,  of  their  enters 
tidaefs,  Bad  fell  iipaa  the  form  of  the  &l  boy*  His 
ted/was  mmk  upon  his  bonom ;  and  b«  slumbered  again* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


W  POfitHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 


CHAPTBft  V* 
HOW  im.  proitwiOK  imtiEttTOOK  to  dbote^  anh 

MR.  ^WlNKLS  TO  Rn>K)   AMO  fiOW  THSIT  ROTH  DID 
It. 

'  Bitrofit  and  pkaaant  wm  (he  eAty,  "biiliiij  the  Air,  iiftd 
beautiful  the  appearance  of  every  ofcject  anmnd,  as  Mj\ 
Pickwick  leant  oyer  the  balustrades  of  Rochester  Bridge^ 
contemplating  nattif^  and  waitkig  for  breakfast-  The 
scene  was  indeed  one,  whieh  might  well  hay«  duintted 
«  flir  less  Feftecliy<e  mmd,  than  that  to  irMch  ie  wtm  {fre- 
sented. 

Oil  the  left  of  the  speetatdr  kj  Ifae  rttiiied'wall^btoken 
ttt  many  placies,  and  in  smm,  overhaAglng  the  narcMr 
beaoh  bekyw  m  rude  afvd  keavy  massei.  Hbge  kndts 
«f  searweed  hm%  upcin  t^  JAgged  and  pointed  eume^ 
tremblkig  in  e^rj  beeadi  of  wAid  ^  and  the  gi«eh  ivy 
clung  mournfully  round  the  4aii:  and,  nibed  Ibattlo- 
m^nts.  B^Arind  it  rose  the  andent  c«rt)e,  H»  Hf^ers 
vo^ftetsBf  and  its  massive  walk  ctHimbldsg  away,  bat  tell^ 
iilg  Us  proudly  of  ite  old  mr^l  aad  streagtlr,  as  when^ 
B^veu  handred  years  ago,  it  ^rang  with  the  dash  of  amn^ 
or  resounded  with  the  noise  of  feasting  and  revelix. 
On  either  side,  tiie  banks  erf*  the  Medway,  covered  with 
ooiQ-fiekli  and  pastares,  w^h  here  ami  tiMve  a  wisd^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


ntyi,  or  a  fbttaii  chwoh,  ^trelcltei  nmtkj  us  for  a$  the 
eye  could  see,  presenting  a  rich  and  yaried  landeCapey 
i<edd«»d  ii}Qrel>eautifiiil  bf  the  changing  ^adifwB  which 
passed  Biriftlj  aa^oss  Hy  as  the  tUn  aad  b«l^^)niied 
clouda  flkidubed  a»7ajf  In  the  Hgllt«f  the  m«mbg  sun. 
Hw  tififiiv  YieflHHiitg  Ihe^dear  bltie^  the  skf,  gUsteaad 
hud  BpvUed  110  it  Himed  mmml^atilj  xm ;  and  Ihe  oan 
of  the  fishermen  dipped  into  the  wnUsr  with  a  clear  and 
lii)tnd  aoHnd)  aa  Ihe  faeftyy  hut  pioture&que  boato  glided 
ali>wfy  down  the  alreanw 

Mr«  Piokwiok  wae  mated  foonn  the  agreeable  r^eiy 
into  which  he  had  been  led  by  the  objects  before  him» 
by  a  deep  sigfa,  and  a  touch  on  hit  shoolden  He  tamed 
MNind :  and  the  diamal  man  was  a$  hit  fade* 

"^Oontemphuthig  the   aocttie?''  Jaqaired  the  disaial 


« I  was,"  said  Mr-  Pickwiok* 

^  And  oobgrali^lattng  yoartcdf  on  beiag  up  to  soon?^ 
Mr.  Pichwick  iMMkled  assent. 

"  Ah !  peo|^  need  to  rite  early,  to  see  the  aua  in  aU 
his  fipfendoi^  for  hit  brigbtitett  aeldom  latls  the  dajF 
through.  The  morning  of  day  and  the  morning  of  Sib 
ate  but  tdo  kMKsh  aUke^"  ... 

"  You  speak  truly,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick* 

^Hawootumm  theBaiyiDg,^<M>ntiiM]ad  tbt  dismal  man, 
^  ^Tbe  tDMBing^a  io(r  fine  to  iMt.'  How  well  nught  il 
be  applied  1^  4mr  every-day  Qzabteaee*  Qodl  what 
would  I  Ibrfeit  to  haya  the  days  of  my  childhood  re«> 
elared,  or  to  be  able  to  ibrget  them  fbreyerl" 

^YoQ  have  teen  much  tMibl^  siry**  said  Mr.  Pick^ 
wick,  c6mpasflionat«ly^ 

''I  haye,"  said  the  diMSed  m«n»  htimedly ;  <' I  bare. 
Biore  than  tiiote  wha'^e^  tte  n^w  would  betieve  poe- 
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Bible/'    He  paused  for  to  histiuil,  and  thwi  said,  ab* 
niptly, 

^  Did  it  ever  strike  yon,  on  soeh  m  itioraing  as  this^ 
that  drowning  would  be  happiness  and  peace  ? " 

^  God  bless  me,  no!**  replied  Mr.  Pidiwick,  edging  a 
Htde  from  the  balustrade,  as  the  possiblUtj  of  the  diamal 
man's  tipping  htm  over,  by  way  of  experiment,  oecnmd 
<o  him  rather  forcibly. 

<*  /  have  thooght  so,  ofien,^  said  the  dismal  man,  withi- 
out  noticing  the  action.  ^  The  calm,  cool  water  aeent 
to  me  to  murtnvir  an  invitation  to  repose  and  rest*  A 
boond,  a  splash,  a  brief  struggle ;  there  is  an  eddy  fbr 
an  instant,  it  gradually  subsiides  into  a  gentle  ripple; 
the  waters  have  closed  above  your  head,  and  the  world 
has  closed  upon  your  miseries  and  misfortunes  Ibrever." 
The  sunicen  eye  of  the  dismal  man  flashed  brightly  at 
he  spoice,  but  the  momentary  excitement  quidcly'  sub* 
sided  \  and  h^  tamed  calmly  away,  as  he  said  — * 

''There  —  enough  of  that  I  wish  to  see  you  on 
another  subject  You  invited  me  to  read  that  paper, 
the  night  before  last,  and  listened  attentively  while  I 
did  so." 

''I  did,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick;  «aad  I  oertamly 
thought " 

**  I  asked  Ibr  no  opinion,"  said  the  dismal  man,  hiter- 
rupting  him,  ''and'  I  want  none.  Too  are  travelling  for 
amusement  and  instruction.  Suppose  I  ibrwarded  you 
a  curious  manuscript  —  observe^  not  curious  because 
wild  or  improbable,  but  curious  as  a  leaf  fttom  the  ro- 
mance of  real  life.  Would  you  communicate  it  to  the 
club,  of  which  you  have  spoken  so  frequently  ? " 

*♦  CeHainly,"  replied  Mr.  PWcwick;  "if  you  wished  it; 
and  it  would  be  entered  on  their  TVansaotions." 
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^  Tou  stmll  have  it,"  replied  the  dismal  man.  ^  Your 
iiddress ; "  and,  Mr.  Pickwick  having  communicated  their 
probable  route,  the  dismal  man  carefully  noted  it  down 
in  a  greasy  podtet-book,  and,  resisting  Mr.  Pickwick's 
pressing  invitation  to  breakfast,  left  that  gentleman  at 
his  inn,  and  walked  ^wlj  awaj* 

Mr.  Pickwick  foond  that  his  three  companioos  had 
risen,  and  were  waiting  his  arrival  to  commence  break- 
fast, which  was  ready  laid  in  tempting  display.  They 
sat  down  to  the  meal ;  and  broiled  ham,  egga,  tea,  coffee, 
.and  sundries  began  to  disappear  with  a  rapidity  which 
at  once  bore  teatmuHiy  to  the  excellence  oi  the  fare,  and 
the  appetites  of  its  consumers. 

'^Now,  about  Maxkor  Fana,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
"How  shall  we  go?** 

^  We  had  better  eonsult  the  waiter,  perhaps,"  said  Mr. 
Tupman,  and  the  waiter  was  summoiied  accordingly. 

^  Dingley  Dell,  gentlemen  — fifteen  miles,  gentlemen 
—  cross-road — poal-chaiae,  sir?" 

"Postpchaise  won't  hold  more  than  two,"  said  Mr. 
.  Pickwidu 

"  True,  sir —  beg  yo«r  paxdon,  sir.  —  Very  nice  fbar- 
. wheel  efaaise,  sir— *8eat  for  two  behind -^one  in  front 
for  the  gwtleman  that  drives — oh  I  beg  your  pardon, 
sir  —  that'll  only  hold  three." 

"^  Whafs  to  be  done ?"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

'^  Perhi^  one  of  the  gentlemen  like  to  ride,  sir^"  sug- 
gesteil  the  waiter,  looking  towards  Mr.  Winkle ;  ^  very 
good  saddle^hoBses,  sir  — ^.any  of  Mr.  Wardle's  men  com- 
ing to  Rochester,  bring  'em  back,  sir." 

"The  very  ibiogT  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  «  Winkle,  will 
you  go  on  horseback  ?" 

Now  Mr.  Winkle  did  entertain.  ronaJdemMe.  misgivingp 
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in  Ihe  verj  lowest  feoesBto  of  his  owb  heeaif  relative  to 
his  equestnan  skill;  bat,  as  he  woald  not  hare  (hem 
ereo  suspected  on  any  aecount,  he  at  once  replied  with 
greait  hardihood,  ^  CSertainfy*  I  should  enjqy  it,  of  all 
thiags." 

Mr.  Winkle  had  rushed  apoB  his  fate ;  there  was  no 
resource.  ^  Let  them  be  at  the  door  hy  eleven,**  said 
Mr.  FifdcwicL 

<«  Very  well,  sir,**  replied  the  waiter. 

The  waiter  retired ;  the  break^Eut  ooBcluded ;  and  ^ 
travellers  ascended  to  their  respeetite  bedrooms,  to  pre- 
pare a  change  of  dothing^  to  take  with  theu  (m  their 
approaching  expedition. 

Mr.  Pickwick.had  made  his  preliaunaty  arrai^ements, 
and  was  looking  over  the  coffee-room  blinds  at  the  pas- 
sengers in  the  street,  when  the  waiter  enteivd,  and  an- 
nounced that  the  chaise  was  ready — an  amocmeem^it 
which  the  ▼ehade  itself  eonfinned,  by  loirdiwiih  appear- 
ing before  the  coffee-room  bfinds  aforesaid. 

It  was  a  oorions  little  greea  box  on  four  whe^  with 
a  low  place  like  a  wine-bin  for  two  behind,  and  an  ele- 
vated pereh  for  one  in  .front,  drawn,  b^  an  inMneose  brown 
horse,  displaying  great  symmetifyof  bone»  An  ho««kM^ 
.  stood  neary  hoUitig  by  the  bndle  another  immoise  horse 

—  i^parently  a  near  relative  of  the  animal  b  ik^  trhaise 

—  ready  saddted  for  Mr.  Winkle. 

''Bless  my  aoull''  said  Mr.  Piekwidk,  as  they  stood 
upon  the  pavement  while  the  coats  wem  being  put  b^ 
>  Bless  my  soul  I  who^s  to  drive  ?  I  never  thougfait  of 
that" 

''  Qhl  you,  of  course,*^  said  Mr.  Topnuuk 

**  Of  course,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

«Ip  €xdaimodJUbr.^Packrwiek. 
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'«  Net  the  ^gfat^t  feai',  sn*,"  interpoeed  tUe  hosAler 
<*  Warrant  him  quiet,  sir ;  a  hinfiEmt  in  bIibs  mtglit  driye 
him." 

^  He  doa^t  shy,  does  he?"  inquired  Mr.  Piokwiek. 

**  Sfaj,  sir  ?  -^  He  wouldn't  shy  if  he  w»  to  meet  a 
▼aggin^^oad  of  monkeys,  with  their  tails  burnt  offi** 

The  last  reeomnieiidatioB  was  indispiiti^le.  Mr. 
Tupman  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  got  into  the  bin ;  Bir. 
Piokwif^  aaoended  to  lits  perch,  and  deposited  his  Feet 
on  a  floor-clothed  shetf,  ereoted  beneath  it^  for  that 
porpose. 

^Ifow,  skiny  YilHam,"  nid  the  hostler  to  the  depttty 
hostler,  <«glTe  dto  genlm^  the  ribbins."  ^  Shhiy  Yil- 
liam  " — so  called,  probably,  from  his  sledc  hair  and  oily 
ccNmteii&]ie6<*^plaoed  the  reins  in  Mt*  Pickwick's  left 
hand ;  and  the  upper  hoslkr  tfamst  a  wMp  into  his 
right 

MWo~o!"  cried  Mr*  Pkskwiok,  as  the  tall  quadra^ 
ped  erinced  a  decided  incfination  to  back  into  the  cofiee* 
roon  window. 

^  Wo-^o!**  edioed  Mr.  INipman  and  Mr.  Snodgrass, 
inm  the  bin. 

<*Ofily  his  playfiihiess,  genlm'n,*'  a&i  the  head  faos* 
tl^,  enootiraghigly }  **  jfat  kitdi  hold  on  bim,  VilRam.*' 
The  deputy  restrained  the  animal's  impetuosity,  and  the 
principal  nm  to  assist  Mr.  Winkle  in  mounting. 

•«  T'other  side^  sir,  if  you  please." 

^  Blowed  if  the  genlm'n  wom't  a  gettia'  up  on  Ae 
wrong  siito,"  whispered  a  grinning  post4x)y)  to  the  inex- 
pressibly gnMeA  waiter. 

Mr.  Winkle,  thus  instructed,  climbed  into  his  saddle, 
wilh  about  as  HMieh  difllcnlty  as  he  wouM  banre  exp^H- 
elioe*  in  gettkig  up  the  side  of  a  firstHrate  tt^n^o^war.    ' 
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«  All  right?''  mqnired  Mr.  "Pidkmfk,  with  an  imraH 
presentimeut  that  It  was  all  wrong. 

"  All  ri^t,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle  faintly. 

"  Let  'em  go,"  cried  the  hostler, — **Hold  him  in,  air;" 
and  away  went  the  chaise,  and  the  saddle-horse,  with  Mr. 
Pickwick  on  the  box  of  the  one,  and  Mr.  Winkle  on  die 
back  of  die  other,  to  the  delight  and  gratification  of  the 
whole  inn-yard. 

^  What  makes  him  go  sideways?  "  said  Mr.  Snodgrasa 
in  tlie  bin,  to  Mr.  Winkle  in  the  saddle. 

^I  can't  imagine,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle.  His  horse 
was  drifting  np  die  street  in  the  most  mysterious  manner 
—  side  first,  with  his  head  towards  one  side  of  die  way, 
and  his  tail  towards  the  other. 

Mr.  Pickwick  had  no  lenore  to  obaerre  either  this,  ot 
any  other  particular,  the  wh<^  of  his  fiiealties  being  con- 
centrated in  the  management  of  the  animal  attached  to 
the  chaise,  who  displayed  yarions  peculiarideB,  highly 
interesting  to  a  by*6lander,  bat  by  no  means  equally 
amusing  to  any  one  seated  behind  him.  Beadea  con- 
standy  jeiking  his  head  op,  in  a  very  unpleasant  and 
uncomfortable  manner,  and  tugging  at  the  reins  to  an 
extent  which  rendered  it  a  matter  of  great  diflUcitlty  for 
Mr.  Hckwick  to  hold  them,  he  had  a  singular  pn^)eiH 
sity  for  darting  suddenly  every  now  and  then  to  the  side 
of  the  road)  then  stopping  short,  and  then  rushing  finv 
ward  for  some  minutes,  at  a  speed  which  it  was  wholly 
impossible  to  eontroL 

*<  What  em  he  mean  by  tMs?"  said  Mr.  Snodgraaa, 
when  the  horse  had  executed  this  nuuKBUvre  for  the 
twentieth  time. 

<"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Mr.  Tupman ;  <"  it  hah 
rery  like  shying,  don't  it  ?  "    Mr.  Snodgrass  was  about 
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to  reply,  when  he  was  interrapted  t>j  a  shout  from  Mr* 

"Woo,''  said  that  gentleman,  ^I  htr.re  dropped  my 
whip* 

^Winkle,"  cried  Mr.  Snodgrass,  as  the  equestrian 
oame  trotting  up  on  the  tall  horse,  With  his  hat  orer  his 
ears;  and  shaking  afl  over,  as  if  he  would  shake  to 
pieces,  with  the  violence  of  the  exercise.  *^Pick  np 
the  whip,  diere's  a  good  fellow."  Mr.  Winkle  pnQed  at 
the  hridle  of  the  tall  horse  till  he  was  hlad:  in  the  fyoe ; 
and  having  at  leng^  sncoeeded  in  stopping  hhn,  dis- 
moonted,  handed  the  whip  to  Mr.  Piekwiek,  and,  grasp- 
ing the  reins,  prepared  to  remotint 

Now,  whether  the  tall  horse,  in  the  natural  playful- 
ness cf  his  disposition,  was  desirous  of  having  a  little 
innoo^t  recreadon  with  Mr.  Wii^Ele,  or  whether  it  oo- 
cinred  to  him  that  he  could  perform  the  journey  as  much 
to  his  own  satisfaction  wiUiont  a  rider  as  wi^  one,  are 
points  upon  which  we  can  arrive  at  no  definite  and  dis- 
tinct conclusion.  By  whatever  motives  the  animal  was 
actuated,  certain  it  is  that  Mr.  Winkle  had  no  sooner 
touched  the  reins,  than  he  slipped  them  over  his  head, 
and  darted  backward  to  their  fhU  lengdi. 

**  Poor  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  soothingly,  —  "  poor 
felk>w — good  old  horse."  The  " poor  feUow"  was  proof 
agflonst  flattery ;  the  more  Mr.  Winkle  tried  to  get  nearer 
him,  the  more  he  si^d  away ;  and,  notwitfastandhig  all 
kinds  of  coaxing  and  wheedling,  there  were  Mr.  Winlt  le 
and  the  good  old  horse  going  round  and  round  each  other 
^  ten  minutes  $  at  the  end  of  which  time,  each  was  at 
precisely  the  same  cKstanoe  from  the  other  as  wh«9  they 
fir^  commenced  —  an  irasatisfilctoty  sort  of  thing  under 
my  ci]wn8taia»%  hot  particularly  so  in  a  lonely  road, 
where  no  assistaKioe  can  be  pfociired. 
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,  ^  WbAt  ajorl  t^io?"  ahwt^  Mr.  WiBkle*  ^r  the 
dodging  had  been  prolonged  for  a  considen^bk  Umo. 
^  What  am  I  lo  do  P    I  caa't  g/stt  on  htm." 

*^  You  had  better  lead  him  till  we  come  to  a  tumpikey'* 
replied  Mr.  Pickwick  from  the  chaise^ 

**  BiH  he  won't  come,**  roared  Mr*  Winl^e.  "  D^  com^ 
imd  bold  Hmm" 

Mr.  Pickwick  w^  the  impe]»;ttation  of  kiadae^s  ail4 
buinaiuij ;  be  threw  the  reina  oa  the  hovse>  backy  a«d 
having  deaceaded  fam  bis  $eatt  Qftveiully  drew  the  ckaiae 
into  tJUe  hedge,  lest  aaything  should  come  aloag  the  road» 
and  stepped  b^  u^  the  assi^taoca  of  his  dwtiressed  oom** 
panion,  leaving  Mr.  Tupmim  and  Mr*  Snodgmas  in  tb$ 

The  horse  ao  sooner  bahekl  Mr.  Pickwick  adTanaag 
towards  him  With  thfi.chaia»A?hq^  in  his  baad,  tJban  h)$ 
exchanged  the  rotatory  molioa  in  which  be  had  pimi* 
ously  indulged,  for  a^  x^tts^^^^^  movement  of  so  ^lerjr 
jdetermined  a  character^  that  it  at  onoe  drew  Mr.  Winkle^ 
who  was  still  at  tbe  end  of  the  bridlei  at  a  mther  quieker 
rate  than  fast  walking,  in  the  dkec^on  &^m  whk)h  they 
had  just  come.  Mr.  Pickwick  ran  to  bis  assistance,  but 
the  faster  Mr.  Pickwick  ran  forwa^rd,  the  £»ster  the  hwfn^ 
-ran  backward. 

There  was  a  great  scraping  of  feet,  aixid  kicking  up  of 
^e  dust;  and  at  laat  Mr^  WinUs,  bis  emps  being  nearly 
pulled  out  of  tbeir  sockets,  fairly  let  gQ  hit  bold.  The 
horse  pauaed,  stared,  shook  bis  bead«  turned  roaad,  an4 
quietly  txoOed  tuu^e  to  Rochester,  leaving  Jttr.  Winkle 
and  Mr.  Pickwick  glaring  on  each  otber  with  countei- 
nances  of  blank  dismay*  A  railing  iw>ise  at  a  little 
distance  attracted  their  attention.  They  looked  up^ 
,  "  Bless  iny  qgMl*'  ftar^rlaiiiiad  the-  qgon«ied  Miv  Pjck- 
wick,  « there's  the  gJbwbws^  inwMWi^  aflray  I ''. 
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L  was  but  too  tnie;  The  mnmii}' W4ift  starthd  1^  ike 
ooise,  and  the  reins  were  on  his  hack,  Th^  reaiUt  may 
be  guessed.  He  tore  off  with  the  fi>ur-wbeeled  cl^Mse 
behind  him,  mid  Mr.  Tupnian  and  Mn  Snodgrass  in  the 
four-wheeled  chaise*  The  heat  wi^  i^  short  one*  Mr« 
Tupman  threw  himself  into  &f  hed^^  Mft  Soodgra^ 
fpBowed  bis,  es^unple,  the  bor^e  dashed  the  {iw9*whoeled 
chaise  against  a  wooden  bridge,  separated  tht  wheela 
from  the  body,  and  the  bin  fi-om  the  perch ;  and  teallj 
stood  stock  still  to  ga;Ke  upon  the  rain  he  had  made. 

The  first  care  of  the  two  unapilt  friends  was  to  extri- 
cate their  onfortunatie  companir>nf  from  their  bed  of 
quickset  —  a  process  which  gave  t^^em  the  unspeakable 
aatisfiiiction  of  discoirering  th|U  tbej  had  sustained  xm^ 
injury,  beyond  sundry  rents  in  their  garments^  and  vari- 
ous lacerations  from  the  brambles*  The  uw^  thing  to 
1^  dose  wa^  to  unharness  the  horse.  This  909iplicate<i 
process  having  been  effecteds  the  party  walked  alowlj 
forward,  leading  thd  horse  among  themj  and  abaadoning 
the  chaise  to  its  ^ie» 

An  hour's  walking  brought  the  travellers  to  a  lilithi 
icoad-side  pubUc-hoijIie,  witli  two  elm*tree%  a ,  horse** 
trough,  and  a  sign-post,  in  front ;  one  or  two  deformed 
hsQ^ricks  behind,  a  kitohen-giMnden  at  the  mie,  and  rot- 
ten sheds  and  mouldering  out-houses  jumbled  m  strange 
ooofusion,  all  i4><>ut  it.  A  red^faded  mau  was  working 
in  the  garden ;  and  to  him  Mr.  Pickwick  caUed  lustily  ^*« 
"JBWk)i  there  r 

The  pod^headed  mai^  raised  his  hQ4j,  ah04ed  his  eyea 
with  his  hand,  and  stared  long  and  coolly,  at  Mr.  Pick" 
wiek  and  hi9>  companions. 

«  HaUo  there  I "  repeiiited  Mr.  Pickwick. 
,  "fliajql"  ^raa  the  red'fceadftl  man's  repjy*.  ,  - 
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•<  How  fer  is  it  to  Dingley  Dell  ?  "* 

**  Better  er  seven  mile.** 

**  Is  it  a  good  road  ?  " 

«No,  'laVt'*  Having  uttered  this  brief  reply,  and 
apparently  satisfied  himself  with  another  scnitiny,  the 
red-headed  man  resumed  his  work. 

"  We  want  to  pnt  this  horse  np  here,"  said  Mr.  Tick" 
wick ;  "  I  suppose  we  can,  can*t  we  ?* 

"  Want  to  put  that  'ere  horse  up,  do  ee  ?  '^  repeated  the 
rod-headed  man,  leaning  on  his  spade. 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  had  by  this 
time  advanced,  horse  in  hand,  to  the  garden  rails. 

*•  Missus**  —  roared  the  man  with  the  red  head,  emerg- 
ing from  the  garden,  and  looking  very  hard  at  the  horse 
—  «  Missus.** 

A  tall  bony  woman  —  straight  all  the  way  down — in 
a  coarse  blue  pelisse,  widi  the  waist  an  inch  or  two  below 
her  armpits,  responded  to  the  calL 

**  Can  we  put  this  horse  up  here,  my  good  woman  ?** 
said  Mr.  Tupman,  advancing,  and  speaking  in  his  most 
seducdve  tones.  The  woman  looked  very  hard  at  the 
whole  party ;  and  the  red-headed  man  whispered  some- 
thing in  her  ear. 

**  No,**  replied  the  woman,  after  a  little  consideration, 
«rmafeerdonit** 

«  Afraid  I  **  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  whaf  s  the  wom- 
an afraid  of  ?*• 

'^It  got  us  in  trouble  last  time,**  said  the  woman, 
turning  into  the  liouse ;  *^  I  woan*t  have  nothin*  to  say 
to  'un.** 

"  Most  extraordinary  thing  I  ever  met  with  in  my  life,* 
said  the  astonished  Mr.  Pickwick. 

«I  — I  — really  believe,**  whispered  Mr.  Winkle,  ai 
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his  friends  g^ered  round  him,  ^  that  thej  think  we  h«r* 
oome  by  this  horse  in  some  dishonest  manner." 

^^Whatl"  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  a  storm  of 
indignation.  Mr.  Winkle  modestly  repeated  his  sugges- 
tion. 

^  Hallo,  jou  fellow  I  **  said  the  angrj  Mr.  Pickwick* 
"  Do  you  think  we  stole  this  horse  ?  " 

^  Tm  sure  ye  did,**  replied  the  red-headed  man,  with 
a  grin  which  agitated  his  countenance  from  one  auricular 
organ  to  the  other*  Saying  which,  he  turned  into  the 
house,  and  banged  the  door  afler  him. 

'^It's  like  a  dream,"  —  ejaculated  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^a 
hideous  dream.  The  idea  of  a  man's  walking  about,  aO. 
day,  with  a  dreadful  horse  that  he  can't  get  rid  of!  ** 
The  depressed  Pickwickians  turned  moodily  away,  with 
the  tall  quadruped,  for  which  they  all  felt  the  most  unmit-. 
igated  disgust,  following  slowly  at  their  heels. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  the  four  friends  and 
their  four-footed  companion,  turned  into  the  lane  leading 
to  Manor  Farm :  and  even  when  they  were  so  near  their, 
place  of  destination,  the  pleasure  they  would  otherwise, 
have  experienced,  was  materially  damped  as  they  re« 
fleeted  on  the  singularity  of  their  appearance,  and  the. 
absurdity  of  their  situation.  Tom  ck>thes,  lacerated 
fiices,  dusty  shoes,  exhausted  looks,  and,  above  all,  the 
horse.  Oh,  how  Mr.  Pickwick  cursed  that  horse:  ho 
had  eyed  the  noble  animal  from  time  to  time  with  looks 
expressive  of  hatred  and  revenge ;  more  tlian  once  he 
had  calculated  the  probable  amount  of  the  expense  he 
would  incur  by  cutting  his  throat ;  and  now  the  temptu* 
tion  to  destroy  him,  or  to  cast  lum  loose  upon  the  world, 
rushed  upon  his  mind  with  tenfold  force-  He  was  roused 
from  a  meditation  on  these  dire  imaginings^  by  the  sud« . 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


tW  po&THmiotis  ^APJEies  6f 

tai  «^peM*aAcft  of  two  'figures,  at  a  turn  of  tbe  hue 
It  was  Mr.  Wapdle,  and  his  fkidifbl  aUeudant,  (he  fat 
boy. 

**Why,  where  hctve  you  been?"  Said  the  hospitable 
old  gentleman,  "Fve  been  wfuting  for  you  all  day. 
Well^  you  do  lock  tired.  What!  Scratches!  Not 
hurt  I  hope  —  eh?  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  — 
rerj.  So  you've  been  spilt,  eh  ?  Never  mind.  Com- 
iBOA  accidents  in  these  parts.  Joe  —  he's  asleep  i^ain  t 
-*-  Joe,  take  that  horse  fh)m  the  gentleman,  and  lead  it 
into  the  stable." 

•  The  fht  boy  sauntered  heavily  behind  tbem  with  th^ 
animal ;  and  the  old  gentleman  condolmg  with  his  guests 
in  homely  phrase,  on  so  much  of  the  day's  adventures  aa, 
they  thought  proper  to  communicate,  led  the  way  to  the 
khehen. 

*^  Well  have  you  pat  to  rights  here,**  said  the  old  gen- 
tleman, ^  and  then  FU  introduce  you  to  the  people  in  the 
pcrior.  Emma,  bring  out  the  cherry-brandy;  now,  Jane, 
a  needle  and  thread  here;  towels  and  water,  Mafy.  Oime, 
giris,  bustle  about" 

Three  or  four  buxom  girls  speedfly  dispensed  in  search 
of  the  different  articles  hi  requisition,  while  a  couple  of 
large-headed,  drcular-visaged  males  rose  fh>m  their  seats 
in  the  chimney-corner,  (for  aldiough  it  was  a  May  even- 
ing, their  attachment  to  the  wood  fire  appeared  as  cordial 
as  if  it  were  Christmas,)  and  dived  into  some  obscure 
recesses,  from  which  they  speedily  produced  a  bottle  of 
blacking,  and  some  half-doxen  brushes. 

^  Bustle,"  said  the  old  gentleman  again,  but  the  admo- 
nition was  quite  unnecessary,  for  one  of  the  girls  poured 
out  the  (Aeiry-braody,  and  another  brought  in  the  towels, 
and  ooi^  of  the  men  suddenly  setting  Mr.  Pickwick  by 
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the  leg,  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  throwing  him  off  \\in 
bahmce,  brushed  away  at  his  boot,  till  his  corns  wei*e 
red-hot ;  while  the  other  shampooed  Mr.  Winkle  witli  a 
heavy  clothes-bmsh,  indulging,  during  the  operation,  m 
that  hissing  sound,  which  hostlers  are  wont  to  produce, 
when  engaged  in  rubbing  down  a  horse. 

Mr.  Snodgrassy  hating  isoneluded  his  ablutions,  took  a 
purvey  of  the  room,  while  standing  with  his  back  to  the 
G^  tUfpjp^  Ids  Gherry-brandy  widi  heartfelt  satlsfh^tion. 
He-dedcribes  it,  as  a  large  apartment,  with  a  red  brick 
floor,  and  a  capacious  chimney;  the  ceiling  garnished 
wMk  ham%  sides  <jf  bftcoft,  and  roped  of  onions.  The 
walls  were  deooraled  wi&  several  huntSng-whips,  two  or 
HHx^e  bfidles,  a  saddle  and  an  old  rusty  blunderbuss,  with 
an  inseriptioti  bekrw  It^  intknating  I9iat  Was  ^  Loaded^ — 
as  it  bad  been^  oh  ^  same  adthorfty,  ibr  half  a  century 
at  least*  An  old  eight^y  do^,  of  solemn  and  sedate 
demeanor,  ticked  gravely  in  one  comer  *,  and  a  silver 
watoh,  of  equal  antlqvrity,  dsngled  from  one  of  the  many 
hook9  whieh  omametvied  the  dresser. 

^  Ready  ?  "  said  the  old  gentleman  inqfdriiigfy,  when 
U»  goedts  had  been  washed,  mended,  brushed,  imd 
bnuidied. 

«  QtUt©,**  repHed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  dome  along  then,"  and  the  party  having  traver^ 
seveml  dark  passages,  and  being  joined  by  Mr.  7\]p- 
man,  who  had  Ungered  behind  to  snatch  a  kiss  from 
Emma,  fbr  which  he  had  been  duly  rewarded  with  sun* 
dry  pcishings  and  scratchings,  arrived  at  the  psrlor-door. 

**  Welcome,"  said  their  hospitable  host,  throwing  it 
open  and  stepping  fbrward  to  announce  them,  "Wel« 
dMne^  gentiemon^  to  Manor  Fann." 
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CHAPTER  VL 

4K  OLD-FASHIONSD  OARD-PABTT — THS  OLBBOTKAX'ft 
TEBSSS  —  THS   STOBT  OF  THS  CONVICT'S  BBTUBN. 

SsYEiux  guests  who  were  assembled  in  the  old  par- 
lor, rose  to  greet  Mr,  Pickwick  and  his  friends  upon  dieir 
entrance ;  and  during  the  performaace  of  the  oeremonj 
of  introduction^  with  all  due  formalities,  Mr.  Pickwick 
had  leisure  to  observe  the  appearaoee,  and  speculate, 
upon  the  characters  and  pursmts,  of  the  persons  bj 
whom  he  was  surrounded  —  a  habit  in  which  he  in  com- 
mon with  many  other  great  men  delisted  to  indulge* 

A  very  old  lady,  in  a  lofVjr  cap  and  faded  silk  gown  — 
no  less  a  personage  than  Mr.  Wardle's  mother — occu- 
pied the  post  of  honor  on  the  right-hand  comer  of  the 
chimney-piece ;  and  various  certificates  of  her  having, 
been  brought  up  in  the  way  she  should  go  when  young, 
and  of  her  not  having  departed  from  it  when  old,  omar 
mented  the  walls,  in  the  form  of  samplers  of  ancient 
date,  worsted  landscapes  of  equal  antiquity,  and  crimson 
silk  teaketUe  holders  of  a  more  modem  period.  The 
aunt,  the  two  young  ladies,  and  Mr.  Wardle,  each  vying 
with  the  other  in  paying  zealous  and  unremitting  atten- 
tions to  the  old  lady,  crowded  round  her  easy  chair,  one 
holding  her  ear-trampet,  another  an  orangey  and  a  thinl 
a  smelling-bottle,  while  a  fourth  was  busily  engaged  in 
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pitting  and  punching  the  pillowf?,  which  were  arranged 
Ibr  her  support  On  the  opposite  side,  sat  a  bald-headed 
old  gentleman,  with  a  good-humored  benevolent  fkce  — 
the  clergyman  of  Dingley  Dell ;  and  next  him  sat  his 
wife,  a  stout  blooming  old  ladj,  who  looked  as  if  Uie 
were  well  skilled,  not  only  in  the  art  and  mystery  of 
manufacturing  home-made  cordials  greatily  to  other  peO' 
pie's  satisfaction,  but  of  tasting  them  occasionally  verj 
much  to  her  own.  A  little  hard-headed,  Ripstone  pip- 
pm-&ced  man,  was  conversing  with  a  fkt  old  gentleman 
in  one  comer;  and  two  or  three  more  old  gentlemen, 
and  two  or  three  more  old  ladies,  sat  bolt-upright  and 
motionless  on  their  chairs,  staring  very  hard  at  Mb. 
Pickwick  and  his  fellow-voyagers. 

^  Mr.  Pickwkk,  mother,"  said  Mr.  Wardle,  at  the  very 
lop  of  his  voice. 

'^  Ah ! "  said  the  old  lady,  shaking  her  head  ;  **!  canH 
4iear  you." 

**  Mr.  Pickwick,  grandma  I*  screamed  both  the  young 
ladies  together. 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  the  old  lady.  "WeH;  it  don't 
much  matter.  He  don't  care  for  an  old  'ooman  like  me, 
I  dare  say." 

"  I  assure  yon,  ma'am,^  siud  Mr.  Pickwick,  grasping 
the  old  lady's  hand,  and  speaking  so  loud  that  the  exer* 
tion  imparted  a  crimson  hue  to  his  benevolent  counte- 
nance ;  **  I  assure  you,  ma'am,  ^at  nothing  delights  me 
more,  than  to  see  a  lady  of  your  time  of  fife  heading  so 
fine  a  fiunily,  and  looking  so  young  and  well.'' 

"Ah!"  said  the  old  lady,  after  a  short  pause;  "ifs 
^M  very  fine,  I  dare  say ;  but  I  can't  hear  him." 

"  Grandma's  rather  put  out  now,"  said  Miss  Isabella 
Wionlk,  in  a  low  tone;  '^but  shell  talk  to  you  presently." 
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Mr.  Pickwick  nodded  bid  re^lirmas  to  ImniDr  the  i 
mities  of  age,  and  entered  iato  a  general  ooaYeraatioa 
vitb  the  odier  members  of  the  drde. 

''  Delightful  situation  this/'  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

'<  Delightful  1 "  echoed  Messrs*  Snadgrass,  TapraaOy 
and  Winkle. 

"^  Well,  I  thiak  it  is,**  aaid  Mr.  Wardls. 

^  There  aVt  a  better  spot  o'  groond  m  all  Kent,  sii!,'' 
said  the  hard-headed  man  with  the  pippin  fiioe ;  *^  there 
aVt  indeed,  sir^-^Pm  sure  there  a'n't,  sir;"  and  &a 
hard-headed  man  looked  triumpkantlj  round,  as  if  ka 
had  been  very  much  oontradioted  bj  somebodj,  but  had 
got  th^  better  of  htm  at  last 

<<  There  a'n't  a  better  spot  o"  ground  hi  all  Kent,"  aaid 
the  hard-headed  man  agaia,  after  a  pause. 

^  'Cept  Mullins's  Meadows,**  observed  the  fiit  mao, 
wlwnaly. 

*^  Mullins's  Meadows !  **  ejaculated  the  othei',  with  pro^ 
fi>und  contempt 

^  Ah,  Mullins*s  Meadows,**  repeated  thfi  hi  man* 

^  Regular  good  land  that,**  interposed  another  fat  man. 

*^  And  so  it  is,  surety,**  said  a  third  fat  man. 

^  Everybody  knows  that,**  said  the  corpulent  host 

The  hard-beaded  man  looked  dubiously  vomid ;  but 
finding  himself  ia  a  miaority,  assumed  a  oompaaaionate 
air,  and  said  ao  more. 

''What  are  they  talking  idwut?"*  bqutrtd  the  oU 
lady  of  one  of  her  grand^daughters,  ia  a  very  audiUa 
voi?e ;  for,  like  many  deaf  people,  she  never  seemed  ta 
caif  ulate  on  the  possibiU^  of  otiier  peraons  heariag  what 
she  said  herselE 

**  About  the  land,  grandma.** 

""What  about  the  land?— NotUng  the  mattar,  ia  there?" 
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^  Na»  no.  Mr»  MiUer  was  ei^ysBg  our  land  waa  beMor 
thskn  Mullins'e  MeiMiows.'' 

^'  How  should  he  know  anything  about  it  ?  "  inqtiiped 
the  old  lady  indignantly.  ^Miller'a  a  conceited  ooxr 
comb,  and  you  may  tell  buoa  I  said  bo."  Saying  which, 
the  old  lady,  quite  uneonaeiou9  that  she  hid  apokea 
above  a  whiaper,  drew  henelf  up,  and  looked  earying 
knives  at  the  hard<*headed  delia^^ioitt. 
,  <^  Com^  ofmfi,'*  said  the  buatling  host^  with  a  natural 
anxiety  to  change  the  conve/sation,  *->  **  What  oaj^  y«f 
to  a  rubber,  Mr.  Pickwick  ?  " 

"*  I  should  like  it  of  aQ  things,**  replied  that  gentle- 
man ;  "  but  pray  don't  make  up  one  on  my  aoeount*" 
.   **  Oh,  I  assure  you,  mothcor'af  very  fond  of  a  rubber," 
said  Mr.  Wardle  ;  "  a'n't  you,  mother  ?  " 

The  old  \s\4y3  viio  was  muoh  lees  deaf  on  this  subject 
than  on  any  other,  repMed  in  the  affirmative. 
.    ^'^o^  Joe,"  said  the  M  geiatleman^-^"  Joe -'--damn 
that  —  oh,  here  he  is !     Put  out  the  card-tables." 

Th^  l^thar^o  youth  eontrived  withoat  any  additional 
rousing,  to  set  out  two  card-tables;  the  one  for  Pop^ 
^oan,  and  ^he  other  for  whiat.  The  i^hist-player*  were, 
Mr.  Pickwick  and  the  old  lady ;  Mr.  Miller  and  the  fi|t 
gentleman.  Tbe  round  game  ooitiprised  the  i^t  of  the 
compai^. 

The  rubber  was  oooduoted  with  ail  tha^  gravity  of 
dvi^oftmmt,  and  sedateoe^  of  deo»eanpr^  which  befit  the 
pursuit  entitled  ^  whist  **  —  a  solemn  observanoe*  to 
whieb»  sa  it  appears  to  us,  the  title  of  *'  g»me  "  haa  been 
very  irreverently  and  ignominious^  applied.  The  roun^- 
game  table,  on  the  otlier  hand»  was  so  boisterously  merry^ 
as  materially  to  interrupt  the  contemplations  of  Mr.  Mil- 
ter, who,  not  being  quite  90  Jiiuch  absorbed  as  he  oi^ht  to 
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liaye  been,  contrived  to  eomnnt  various  high  crimes  and 
misdemeanors,  which  excited  the  wrath  of  the  fat  gentle- 
man to  a  very  great  extent,  and  called  forth  the  good- 
fanmcHr  of  Uie  old  lady  in  a  proportionate  degree. 

^  There !  '*  said  the  criminal  Miller  trinmphantlj,  as 
be  took  up  the  odd  trick  at  the  conclusion  of  a  hand ; 
^  tliat  could  not  have  been  played  better,  I  flatter  myself; 
—  impossible  to  have  made  another  trick  I " 

^  Miller  ought  to  have  trumped  the  diamond,  oughtn't 
fae^.  sir?  "  said  the  t^d  lady. 

Mr.  Pickwick  nodded  assent. 

^ Ought  I,  though?"  said  the  unfortunate,  with  a 
doubdbl  appeal  to  his  partner. 

^  You  ought,  sir,**  said  the  fat  gentleman  in  an  aw^ul 
voice. 

^  Very  sorry,"  said  the  crest-fallen  Millar. 

^  Much  use  that,"  growled  the  &t  gentleman. 

^Two  by  homwB  makes  us  eight,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

Another  hand.  ^  Oan  you  one  ? "  inquired  the  old 
lady. 

^  I  can,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  Double,  single,  and 
the  rub." 

^  Never  was  such  luck,"  said  Mr.  Miller. 

^  Never  was  such  cards,"  said  the  hi  gentleman. 

A  solenm  silence:  Mr.  Pickwick  humorous,  the  old 
lady  serious,  the  fat  genUeman  captions,  and  Mr.  Mrller 
timorous. 

^Another  double,"  said  the  old  lady:  trium[»hantly 
making  a  memorandum  of  the  circumstance,  by  placing 
one  sixpence  and  a  battered  half-penny  under  the  candle* 
■tide. 

^  A  double,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
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^QuHe  ftWttre  ef  the  faet^  sir,"  replied  the  &t  gentle-, 
ouui)  sharpl J. 

Another  game,  with  a  siinilar  result,  was  followed  bj  a 
rcYoke  from  the  unluckj  Miller ;  on  which  the  fat  gentle- 
man burst  into  a  state  of  high  personal  excitement  which 
lasted  until  the  conclusicm  of  the  game,  when  he  retired 
into  a  comer,  and  remained  perfectly  mute  for  one  hour 
and  twentj-eeven  minutes ;  at  the  end  of  which  time  he 
emerged  from  his  retirement,  and  offered  Mr.  Pickwick 
a  puich  of  snuff  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has  madie  up 
his  mind  to  a  Christian  forgiveness  of  injuries  sustained. 
The  old  lady's  hearing  decided^  in^roved,  and  the  un- 
ludcy  Miller  felt  as  much  out  of  his  element  as  a  dol- 
phin in  a  sentiy-box. 

Meanwhile  the  round  game  proceeded  right  merrily. 
Isabella  Wardle  and  Mr.  Tnndle  ^  went  partners,"  and 
Emily  Wardle  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  did  the  same;  and 
even  Mr.  Tupman  and  the  ^inster  aqnt  established  a 
jointrstock  company  of  fish  and  flattery.  Old  Mr.  War- 
dle was  in  ihe  veiy  height  of  his  jollity ;  and  he  was  so 
funny  in  his  management  of  the  board,  and  the  old  ladies 
were  §q  sharp  afier  their  winnrngs,  that  the  whole  table 
was  in  a  perpetual  roar  of  merriment  and  laughter. 
There  was  one  old  lady  who  always  had  about  half  a 
docen  cards  to  pay  for,  at  which  everybody  laughed,  reg- 
ularly every  round ;  and  when  the  old  lady  looked  cross 
at  havii^  to  pay,  they  laughed  louder  than  ever;  on 
which  the  old  lady's  &oe  gradually  brightened  up,  till  at 
last  she  laughed  louder  than  any  of  them.  Then,  when 
(he  spinster  aunt  got  ^matrimony,"  the  young  ladiea 
laughed  afresh,  and  the  spinster  aunt  seemed  disposed 
to  be  pettish;  tiU,  feeling  Mr.  Tupman  squeezing  her 
.  under  the  tabl%  she  brightened  up  too,  and  looked 
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radier  kuovvfvig,  as  if  matrimottjrui  tefAHfm4S/m  not  <|ifft8 
BO  far  ofT  as  some  people  thought  for ;  whereupon  evtty*' 
bbdj  knghed  again,  and  especially  old  Mr.  Wardle,  who 
enjoyed  a  joke  as  mnch  bs  the  youngest  As  to  Mr.  Snod* 
grass,  he  did  nothing  hnt  whisper  poetical  sentiments  into 
his  partner's  ear,  whidi  made  one  old  gentleman  fiiee* 
tiously  sly,  abont  partnerships  at  cards,  and  partnerriiips 
for  life,  a^  caused  the  aforesaid  old  gentleman  to  make 
some  remarks  thereupon,  aooompanied  with  divers  wfnks 
and  chuckles,  which  made  the  company  very  merry,  and 
the  old  gendeman'fl  wifb  especially  so.  And  Mr.  Winkle 
c&me  out  with  jokes  which  are  very  well  known  in  town, 
btit  are  not  at  all  known  in  the  coun^  i  and  as  every* 
body  laughed  at  them  very  heardly,  and  said  they  were 
very  capital,  Mr.  Winkle  was  m  a  state  of  great  honorand 
glory.  And  the  benevolent  clergytnan  looked  pleasantly 
on ;  for  the  happy  feces  which  surrounded  the  table 
made  the  good  old  man  fbel  happy  too;  and  thongh 
the  merriment  was  rather  boisterous,  still  it  ctme  from. 
the  heart  and  not  from  the  lips :  and  this  is  the  right  sort 
of  merriment,  after  aU. 

The  evening  glided  swiftly  away,  in  these  cheerfbl 
recreations;  and  when  the  substantial  though  homely 
supper  had  been  despatched,  and  the  little  party  fomied 
a  social  circle  round  the  fire,  Mr.  Pickwick  thought  he 
had  never  felt  so  happy  in  his  life,  and  at  no  thne  so 
much  disposed  to  enjoy,  and  make  the  most  of,  the  pass* 
ing  moments.  *^  Now  this,**  said  the  hospitable  host^  wh* 
was  sitting  in  great  state  next  the  old  lady's  arm-chaiis 
with  her  hand  fast  clasped  in  his — "This  is  ju?t  what 
I  like  —  the  happiest  moments  of  my  life  have  been 
passed  at  this  old  fireside :  and  I  am  so  attached  to  it, 
that  I  keep  up  a  blazing  fire  here  eveiy  evening,  until  4t' 
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actually  grows  too  hot  to  bear  it.  Whj,  my  poor  old 
mother,  here,  used  to  sit  btfore  this  fireplace  upon 
that  little  stool,  when  she  was  a  girl — didn't  you, 
mother?" 

The  tear  wloeli  sterte  cmbidden  to  the  eye  when  the 
recollection  of  old  times  and  the  happhiess  of  many  years 
ago,  is  suddenly  recalled,  stole  down  the  old  lady's  face, 
as  she  sbook  her  head  with  a  naelancholy  smile. 

^  You  must  excuse  my  talking  about  ^lis  old  place, 
Mr.  Pickwick,"  resumed  the  host,  after  a  short  pause  -^ 
''for  I  love  it  dearly,  and  know  no  other  —  the  old  houses 
and  fields  seem  like  living  firiends  to  me  t  and  so  does 
oar  little  church  with  the  ivy,  —  about  which,  by-the-by, 
our  excellent  fiiend  there,  made  a  song  when  he  first 
came  amongst  us.  Mr.  Sno^^rass,  have  yon  «iything  in 
your  glass  ?  " 

^Plenty,  thank  you,"  replied  that  gentleman,  whose 
poetic  cuTionly  had  beaa  greasy  exetted  by  the  last  ob« 
servations  of  his  entertainer.  "'  I  beg  your  pardon,  but 
you  were  talking  about  the  song  of  the  Ivy»" 

^  You  must  ask  oar  firiend  opposite  about  that,"  said 
the  host  knowingly :  hidicadng  the  clergytnan  by  a  nod 
of  his  head. 

^May  I  say  that  I  should  like  to  hear  you  repeat  it, 
sir?"  said  Mr.  Snodgrtm. 

''Why,  really,"  replied  the  clergyman,  *it's  a  very 
slight  afiair ;  ai»d  the  o»ly  excuse  I  h^ive  for  having  ever 
perpetrated  it  is,  that  1  was  a  young  man  at  the  time. 
ftooh  as  tt  is,  however,  yo«  shall  hear  it  if  you  wbh." 

A  murmur  of  curiosity  was  of  course  the  reply ;  and 
^  old  gentleman  proceeded  to  reeite,  with  the  aid  i)f 
MunAcy  pran^ings  from  his  wife,  the  lines  in  qwestHMi' 
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TBOE  lYY  GBSEN. 

Oh,  m  dainty  pUnt  is  the  Ivy  green, 

That  creepeth  o*er  ruins  old  I 

Of  right  choice  ftmd  are  his  mmik  I  ween, 

In  his  cell  so  lone  and  cold. 

The  wail  must  l>e  crumbled,  the  stone  decayed, 

To  pleasure  his  dainty  whim: 

And  the  mouldering  dost  that  yean  have  nadA, 

Is  a  merry  meal  for  him. 

Creeping  where  no  life  is  seen, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  Ivy  green. 

Fwt  he  Btealeth  on,  though  he  wears  no  wings, 

And  a  staunch  old  heart  has  he. 

How  closely  he  twineth,  how  tight  he  dings. 

To  his  friend  the  huge  Oak  Tree  I 

And  slyly  he  traileth  along  the  ground, 

And  his  leaves  he  gently  waves. 

As  he  joyously  hugs  and  crawleth  round 

The  rich  monld  of  dead  men*s  graves. 

Creeping  wkere  gifan  death  has  beoi, 
A  rare  old  plant  la  the  Ivy  green. 

Whole  ages  have  fled  and  their  works  decajreft 

And  nations  have  scattered  been; 

But  the  stout  old  Ivy  shall  never  fkde, 

From  its  hale  and  hearty  green. 

The  brave  old  plant  in  its  lonely  days. 

Shall  fatten  upon  the  past: 

For  the  stateliest  building  man  can  raise, 

It  the  Ivy*s  food  at  last. 

Creeping  on,  where  time  has  been, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  tiie  Ivy  green. 

While  the  old  gentleman  repeated  these  lines  a  second 
time,  to  enable  Mr.  Snodgrass  to  note  them  down,  Mr 
Pickwick  perused  the  lineaments  of  his  face  with  an  ex- 
pression of  great  interest  The  old  gentkman  having 
conduded    Ms    dictation,  and   Mr.  .Snodgrass    having 
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returned  his  note-book  to  hia  pockety  Mr.  Pickwkk 
said: 

^  Excuse  me,  sir,  Ibr  making  &e  remark  on  fio  ahort 
an  acquaintance ;  but  a  gentleman  like  jouraelf  cannot 
fail,  I  should  think,  to  have  observed  many  scenes  and 
bcidents  worth  recording,  in  the  course  of  your  experi- 
ence as  a  minister  of  the  Go^l.'' 

'^I  have  witnessed  some,  certainlj,"  replied  the  old 
gentleman ;  '^  but  the  incidents  and  characters  kave  been 
0f  a  homety  and  ordinarj  nature,  mj  sphere  of  action  be- 
ing 80  very  limited." 

^You  did  make  some  notes,  I  think,  about  John 
Edmunds,  did  jou  not  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Wa>dle,  who  ap* 
peared  desirous  to  draw  his  firiend  out,  fer  the  edification 
of  his  new  visitors. 

Hie  old  gentleman  slighdy  nodded  his  head  in  token 
of  assent,  and  was  proceeding  to  change  the  subject, 
when  Mr.  Picdnprick  said : 

^  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir ;  but  pray,  if  I  may  venture 
to  inquire,  who  was  John  Edmunds  ?  " 

^  The  very  thing  I  was  about  to  ask,"  said  Bir.  Snod- 
grasB,  eagerfy.      " 

'^  Yon  areftdrly  in  for  it,"  said  the  joUy  host.  <^  Yoift 
must  satisfy  the  curiosi^  of  ^ese  gentlemen,  sooner  or* 
later ;  so  you  had  better  take  advantage  of  tliis  &.vorar 
ble  opportunity,  and  do  so  at  once." 

Hie  old  gentleman  smiled  good*humoredly  as  he  drew 
his  chair  forward ;  the  remainder  of  the  party  drew  their 
diafrs  closer  together,  especially  Mi^.  Tupman  and  the 
ipinster  aunt,  who  were  possibly  rather  hard  of  hearing 
ttd  the  old  lady's  ear-trumpet  having  been  duly  ac^usliedy 
and  Mr.  Miller  {who  had  fallen  asleep  during  the  recital 
of  the  verses)  nmaed  itom  his  slumbers  by  an  admoni* 
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torj  pbchy  ndnilBiBteoed  beaeatii  the  table  by  Iua  ex* 
partner  the  solemn  fat  man,  the  old  gentleman,  witliout 
Amlier  ppefa«e>  oommAoed  ihe  folloifrbig  tale,  to  which 
!«« take  Ihe  liberty  of  preftdDg  tihe  dtle  of 


THE  CONVICT'S  RETUBH. 

^  When  Ifirst  settled  in  thisTilkge/'  Mid  the  old  geiK 
tteman)  ^  whidi  is  now  jvst  fiveittid^iw^ttl^  yeacs  sgpf 
the  most  notorious  person  among  my  {MirishionerB  was  a 
man  of  the  name  of  Edramids,  who  lelised  a  smaU  farm 
nen*  this  spot  He  was  a  morose,  aavage^ieaited,  bad 
man:  idle  and  dissolute  in  his  hafails;  <arudl  and  fero^ 
cious  in  his  disposition.  Beyond  the  few  la^j  a^  reck^ 
less  inagabonds  with  whom  he  sattntered  awajr  his  t}me 
in  the  fields,  or  sotted  in  the  ale^hoofle,  he  had  not  a 
single  friend  or  acquaintance ;  no  one  tmred  to  $pe$dc  to 
die  man  whom  thanj-  feaared,  and  ererj  one  deteelted  — 
and  Edmunds  was  shunned  by  dU« 

^  This  man  had  a  wife  and  one  s6n,  who,  when  I  first 
came  here,  was  about  twelve  years  old.  Of  ^  aeule- 
leet  Df  that  woman^s  stiffi»*ihgs,  of  ihe  ^&n4h  and  en- 
during manner  in  whi<di  she  bore  iheni,  of  the  agoay 
of  sdittitade  widi  whM^  the  reared  that  boy,  no^ne  oan 
form  an  adequate  concep4ion«  H^ten  fbrgiye  me  the 
supposition,  if  it  be  an  onehjaritable  one,  but  I  do  firmly 
ai^  in  my  scnl  believe,  that  tho  man  systematie^y  'Uied 
fyt  many  years  to  break  her  heart ;  but  she  bore  it  aU 
for  h^  child's  sake,  and,  however  strange  it  may  seem 
to  many,  for  his  father'e  too ;  for  brute  as  he  was  and 
ctntetty  as  he  had  treated  her,  she  had  feved  him  ftniyb* 
and  the  x)eeollectk)ii  of  what  he  had  hew  to  her^  awakt 
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tfig  in  faer  bosomci,  to  irKich  lA  God^  creattiireft,  btrt 

*  They  were  poor  *— they  tionM  not  be  oflierwlse  wheti 
the  wui  pardued  mc^  eourdes ;  Imt  tiie  wonuufs  tmeeasr* 
hig  imd  unweaaied  exertionB,  early  imd  late,  morning, 
noaft,  and  night,  kept  tkem  abore  actual  trant.  Those 
exertfons  were  bat  ifl  repaid.  People  who  passed  the 
flpot  fn  the  erening^—i-sometlnies  at  a  late  honr  of  the 
fUght  — reported  that  they  had  heard  the  moans  and 
M^bs  of  a  woman  m  distress,  and  the  sonnd  of  blows  t 
and  more  than  once,  when  it  was  past  midnight,  the  boy 
knocked  softly  at  the  door  of  a  neighbor's  house,  whither 
he  had  been  sent,  to  escape  the  drunken  fury  of  his  un*- 
natural  flrther. 

**  Dmring  the  whole  of  this  time,  and  when  the  poor 
ereatare  often  bore  al>odt  her  marks  of  91-usage  and 
rkfienae  whidi  she  could  not  wholly  conceal,  she  was  a 
constant  attendant  at  our  little  church.  Regularly  erery 
Sunday,  morning  and  afternoon,  she  occupied  the  same 
scat  with  the  boy  at  her  sWe ;  and  though  lfhey  were 
both  poorly  dressed  —  nmch  more  so  than  many  of  their 
neighbors  who  were  hi  a  fewer  station  —  they  were  al^ 
ways  neat  and  clean.  Every  one  had  a  IHendTy  nod 
and  a  kind  word  Ibr  'poor  Mrs.  Bdmunds  ;*  and  some- 
liimes,  when  she  stopped  to  ext^ange  a  f&w  words  with 
a  neighbor  at  the  oonchisAon  of  the  service,  in  the  llttlo 
row  of  ehn-trees  wlndi  leads  to  Ae  church-pOrch,  or 
lingeted  behind  to  gaze  with  a  raother^s  pride  and  fond- 
ness upon  her  healthy  boy,  as  he  sported  bofbre  her  with 
fCftttt  little  companions,  her  care-worn  face  would  Tighten 
up  wWi  an  expression  of  heartfelt  gratitude ;  and  ?^he 
would  took,  ff  not  cheerful  and  happy,  at  least  tranquH 
and  contented. 
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^  Five  or  six  years  passed ;  the  boj  had  become  a  ro- 
bust and  welL-grcmn  youth.  The  time  that  had  strength- 
ened the  child's  slight  frame  and  knit  his  weak  limbs 
into  the  strength  of  manhood,  had  bowed  his  mother's 
form,  and  enfeebled  her  steps ;  but  the  arm  that  shouU 
hare  supported  her  was  no  longer  locked  in  hers;  the 
face  that  should  have  cheered  her,  no  more  looked  upon 
her  own.  She  occupied  her  old  seat,  but  there  was  a 
vacant  one  beside  her.  The  Bible  was  kept  as  carefully 
as  ever,  the  places  were  found  and  folded  down  as  th^ 
used  to  be ;  but  there  was  no  one  to  read  it  with  her ; 
and  the  tears  fell  thick  and  £Eist  upon  the  book,  and 
blotted  the  words  from  her  ejea^  Neighbors  were  as 
kind  as  they  were  wont  to  be  of  old,  but  she  shunned 
their  greetings  with  averted  head.  There  waa  no  lin- 
gering among  the  old  elm-trees  now  —  no  cheering 
anticipations  of  happiness  yet  in  store*  The  desolate 
woman  drew  her  bonnet  closer  over  her  facei,  and 
walked  hurriedly  away. 

**  Shall  I  tell  you,  that  the  young  man,  who,  looking 
back  to  the  earUest  of  his  childhood's  days  to  which 
memory  and  consciousness  extended,  and  carrying  hia 
recollectbn  down  to  that  moment,  could  remember  noth- 
ing which  was  not  in  some  wv^y  connect^  with  a  long 
series  of  voluntary  privations  suffered  by  hia  mother 
tar  his  sake,  with  ill-usage,  and  insult,  and  violence,  and 
all  endured  for  him ;  *-  shall  I  tell  you,  that  he,  with  a 
reckless  disregard  of  her  breaking  heart,  and  a  sullen 
wilful  forgetfulness  of  all  she  had  done  and  borne  for 
him,  had  linked  himself  with  depraved  and  abandoned 
men,  and  was  madly  pursuing  a  headlong  career,  which 
must  bring  death  to  him,  and  shame  to  her  ?  Alas  foi 
human  nature !     You  have  anticipated  it  long  since. 
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''The  measure  of  the  unhappy  woman's  misery  and 
misfbrtune  was  about  to  be  completed.  Numerous  of- 
fences had  been  committed  in  the  neighborhood;  the 
perpetrators  remained  undiscovered,  and  their  boldness 
increased.  A  robbery  of  a  daring  and  aggravated  na- 
ture occasioned  a  vigilance  of  pursuit,  and  a  strictness 
of  search,  they  had  not  calculated  on.  Young  Edmunds 
was  suspected  with  three  companions.  He  was  appre- 
hended —  committed  —  tried  —  condemned  —  to  die. 

**  The  wild  and  piercing  shriek  from  a  woman's  voice, 
which  resounded  through  the  court  when  the  solemn 
sentence  was  pronounced,  rings  in  my  ears  at  this  mo- 
ment That  cry  struck  a  terror  to  the  culprit's  heart, 
whidi  trial,  condemnation  —  the  approadi  of  death  it- 
self, had  failed  to  awaken.  The  Hps  which  had  been 
compressed  in  dogged  sullenness  throughout,  quivered 
and  parted  involuntarily;  ibe  fWce  turned  ashy  pale  as 
the  cold  perspiradon  broke  £»rth  fnm  every  pore ;  the 
sturdy  Hmbs  of  tiie  fekm  trembled,  and  he  staggered  in 
the  dock. 

''In  the  first  transports  of  her  mental  anguish^  the 
suffering  mother  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  at  my 
feet,  and  fervently  besought  the  Almighty  Being  who 
had  hitherto  supported  her  in  all  her  troubles,  to  release 
her  from  a  world  of  woe  and  misery,  and  to  spare  the 
life  of  her  only  child.  A  burst  of  grief,  and  a  violent 
struggle,  such  as  I  hope  I  may  never  have  to  witness 
again,  succeeded.  I  knew  that  her  heart  was  breaking 
from  that  hour ;  but  I  never  once  heard  complaint  or 
murmur  escape  her  lips. 

^  It  was  a  piteous  spectacle  to  see  that  woman  in  the 
prison-yard  fVxjm  day  to  day,  eageriy  and  fervently  at- 
tempting, by  affection  and  entreaty,  to  sofWn  the  hard 
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bwH  of  lier  obdufaie  don.  It  wfie  in  Tain.  Be  re- 
maiiaed  moody,  obstoiatfty  am)  immovQ4*  Not  eyen  tJae 
imlooi(«d<for  oonunutatioo  of  }m  eeateaee  to  tmnBporta- 
tioa  for  fourteeu^  yearsi  aofteood  for  an  instant  tbe  aulkp 
hardihood  of  hi$  demeaoor. 

"  But,  tlie  spirit  of  resignation  and  endtuanoe  that 
had  so  long  upheld  her,  was  unable  to  contend  against 
bodily  Y^eakoess  and  infirmity.  SJie  fell  sick*  She 
draped  her  tottering  limbs  from  the  bed  to  visit  her 
son  oiice  saoie,  but  her  strength  fiuled  her,  and  ahe  sank 
powerless  on  the  ground. 

^  And  aow,  the  boa^ted  ooldneas  and  inference  of 
the  young  man  were  tested  indeed  s  and  the  netribution 
that  fell  heavily  upon  him,  nearj^  diove  bim  mad.  A 
day  passed  away  aod  his  motiheer  wa&  «ot  there)  another 
flew  by,  and  she  came  not  near  him}  a  thfrd  evening 
arrived^  and  yet  he  had  not  seen  hens  and  tn  fi>ur-and- 
twenty  bours>  he  was  to  be  separated  from  her --r  per- 
haps forever.  Oh  I  how  the  loog^foigptten  iJhovghts  of 
former  days  rushed  upon  his  mind,  as  he  almost  mn  op 
and  down  the  narrow  yard  —  as  if  intsUigeiiee  would 
arrive  the  sooner  for  his  hurrying**- and  how  bitliarly 
a  sense  of  bia  helplessiaess  and  desohition  n^bed  upon 
him,  when  he  heard  the  truth !  His  motixer>  the  only 
parent  he  had  ever  known,  lay  ill  —  it  might  be,  dyix^ 
'— •  within  one  mile  of  the  gronnd  he  stood  on ;  were  he 
free  and  unfett^^  a  few  minutes  would  i^ace  him  by 
her  side.  He  rushed  to  tlie  gate,  and  grasping  tlie  iron 
rails  with  the  energy  of  desperation,  shook  it  till  it  rang 
again,  and  threw  himself  against  the  thick  wall  as  if  to 
force  a  passage  through  the  stone ;  but  the  sUt>ng  l>ttild- 
ing  mocked  his  feeble  efforts,  and  he  beat  bis  bauds 
tO!0etiM^  apd  wept  like,  a  cUijkL 
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**  I  bore  the  mother's  forgiveness  and  blessing  to  her 
son  in  prison ;  and  I  carried  his  solemn  assurance  of 
repentance,  and  his  fervent  supplication  for  pardon,  to 
her  sick  bed.  I  heard,  with  pity  and  compassion,  the 
repentant  man  devise  a  thousand  little  plans  for  hor 
comfort  and  support,  when  he  returned ;  but  I  knew 
that  many  months  before  he  could  reach  his  place  of 
destination,  his  mother  would  be  no  longer  of  this 
world. 

"He  was  removed  by  night  A  few  weeks  after- 
wards the  poor  woman's  soul  took  its  flight,  I  confidently 
hope,  and  solemnly  believe,  to  a  place  of  eternal  happi- 
ness and  rest  I  performed  the  burial  service  over  her 
renuuns.  She  lies  in  our  little  church-yard.  There  is 
no  stone  at  her  grave's  head.  Her  sorrows  were  known 
to  man ;  her  virtues  to  God. 

"It  had  been  arranged  previously  to  the  convict's 
departure,  that  he  should  writ^  to  his  mother  so  soon  as 
he  could  obt^n  permission,  and  that  the  letter  should  be 
addressed  to  me.  The  father  had  positively  refused  to 
see  his  son  from  the  moment  of  his  apprehension ;  and 
it  was  a  matter  of  indifference  to  him  whether  he  lived 
or  died.  Many  years  passed  over  without  any  intelli- 
gence of  him ;  and  when  more  than  half  his  term  of 
transportation  had  expired,  and  I  had  received  no  letter, 
I  concluded  him  to  be  dead,  as,  indeed,  I  almost  hoped 
he  might  be. 

"Edmunds,  however,  had  been  sent  a  considerable 
distance  up  the  country  on  his  arrival  at  the  settlement ; 
and  to  this  circumstance,  perhaps,  may  be  attributed  the 
fact,  that  though  several  lettei*s  were  despatched,  none 
of  them  ever  reached  my  liand*^.  He  remained  in  the 
same  place  during  the  whole  fourteen   years.     At  the 
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expiration  of  the  term,  steadily  adhering  to  hts  old 
resolution  and  the  pledge  he  gave  his  mother,  he  made 
bis  way  back  to  England  amidst  innumerable  diflSculties, 
and  returned,  on  foot,  to  his  native  plaoe, 

"  On  a  fine  Sunday  evening,  in  the  month  of  Angusty 
John  Edmunds  set  foot  in  the  village  he  had  left  with 
ehame  and  disgrace  seventeen  years  before.  His  near- 
est way  lay  through  the  church-yard.  The  man's  heart 
swelled  as  he  crossed  the  stile.  The  tall  old  elms, 
through  whose  branches  the  declining  sim  cast  here  and 
there  a  rich  ray  of  light  upon  the  shady  path,  awakened 
the  associations  of  his  earliest  days.  He  pictured  him- 
self as  he  was  then,  clinging  to  his  mother's  hand,  and 
w^ing  peacefully  to  church.  He  remembered  how  he 
used  to  look  up  into  her  pale  face ;  and  how  her  eyes 
would  sometimes  fill  with  tears  as  she  gazed  upon  his 
features  ^  tears  which  feU  hot  upon  his  forehead  as  she 
stooped  to  kiss  him,  and  made  him  weep  too,  although 
he  little  knew  then  what  bitter  tears  hers  were.  He 
thought  how  often  he  had  run  merrily  down  that  paUi 
with  some  childish  playfellow,  looking  back,  ever  and 
again,  to  catch  his  mother's  smile,  or  hear  her  gentle 
voice ;  and  then  a  veil  seemed  lifted  from  his  memory, 
and  words  of  kindness  unrequited,  and  warnings  de- 
spised, and  promises  broken,  thronged  upon  his  recol- 
lection till  his  heart  failed  him,  and  he  could  bear  it 
no  longer. 

"  He  entered  the  church.  The  evening  service  was 
concluded,  and  the  congregation  had  dispersed,  but  it 
was  not  yet  closed.  His  steps  echoed  <  through  the  low 
building  with  a  hollow  sound,  and  he  almost  feared  to 
be  alone,  it  was  so  still  and  quiet.  He  looked  round 
him.    Nothing  was  chftnged.    The  place  yarned  smaller 
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thftn  it  iised  to  be,  biit  &m  were  t&e  old  meiramenti 
on  whidi  he  liad  giuwd  witii  ehitdish  ftire  m  tbonswid 
tinker;  the  fittte  polpit with  iti  Isided  eaBhkm;  the  Com- 
mtmioiHxible  before  whieh  he  htd  so  dhexk  repeated  the 
OomlmiodideRts  he  had  ireirereitced  as  a  child,  and  ibr- 
gottKii  a«  a  man.  He  approaehed  the  old  Beat;  it  looked 
cold  and  desolate,  l^e  cnsMonhad  been  remored,  and 
the  Bible  was  not  there.  Perhaps  his  mother  now  oO' 
copied  «  poorer  seat,  or  possibly  she  had  grown  infirm 
and  coaM  not  reach  the  chnrch  alone.  He  dared  not 
think  of  whet  he  feared.  A  cold  feeling  crept  over 
him,  and  he  trembled  violently  as  he  turned  awaj. 

^  An  old  man  entered  the  porch  jnst  as  he  reached 
it.  EdmwNl A  started  back,  for  he  knew  him  well ;  many 
a  time  he  had  watched  him  digging  graves  in  the  charch- 
yard.    Wimt  would  he  say  to  the  returned  convict  ? 

^  The  old  man  raised  his  eyes  to  the  stranger's  fiiee, 
Wd  him  ^  Good^evening,'  and  walked  slowly  on.  He  had 
forgotten  him. 

**  He  walked  down  the  hiU,  and  through  the  village. 
The  weather  was  warm,  and  the  people  were  sitth^  at 
atmr  doors,  or  stx^Uing  in  thdr  little  gardens,  as  he 
passed,  enjoying  tfie  serenity  of  the  evening,  and  tl^hr 
rest  firam  labor.  Many  a  \o€k  was  turned  towards  him, 
and  many  a  doubtful  glance  he  caM  on  either  sidiB,  to 
4ee  whether  any  knew  and  diunned  him.  There  wero 
strange  fhoes  in  ahnost  every  house ;  in  some  Im  reeog> 
olsed  the  burly  form  of  some  old  sehoc^-feHow — A  b^ 
when  he  last  saw  him  —  surroimded  by  a  troop  of  meti^ 
childrein ;  in  others  he  siaw,  seated  in  an  easy^ehair  at  a 
cottage-door,  a  feeble  and  infirm  old  man,  wlH)m  he  only 
remembered  aa  a  hale  and  hearty  laborer ;  but  Ihey  hari 
afl  forgotten  him,  and  he  passed  on  unkaaws. 
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«The  laat  soft  light  of  the  aetting  son  hAd  fhlien  on 
the  earth)  casting  a  rich,  glow  on  the  jeUow  com  riieavesi 
and  lengthening  the  shadows  of  the  orchard  trees,  as  he 
stood  before  the  M  hoqse — the  home  of  his  infimcj— <- 
to  which  his  heart  had  yearned  with  aa  iatensi^  of  af- 
fection not  to  be  described,  through  long  and  weary  years 
of  captivity  and  sorrow.  The  palkig  was  low,  thou^ 
he  well  remembered  the  time  when  it  had  seemed  a  high 
wall  to  him :  and  he  looked  over  into  the  old  garden* 
There  were  more  seeds  and  gayer  flowers  than  there 
used  to  be,  but  there  were  the  old  trees  still  —  the  very 
tree  under  which  he  had  lain  a  thousand  times  when 
tired  of  playing  in  the  sun,  and .  felt  the  mA  mild  sleep 
of  happy  boyhood  steal  gently  upon  him.  Th^re  were 
voices  within  the  bouse.  He  listened,  but  they  fell 
strangely  upon  his  ear ;  he  knew  them  not.  They  were 
merry  too ;  and  he  well  knew  that  his  poor  old  mother 
could  not  be  cheerful,  and  he  away.  The  door  opened, 
and  a  group  of  little  children  bounded  out,  shouting  and 
romping.  The  father,  with  a  little  boy  in  his  arms, 
appeajred  at  the  door,  and  they  crowded  round  him, 
clapping  their  tiny  hands,  and  dragging  him  out,  to 
join  their  joyous  sports.  The  oonvict  thought  .oii  the 
many  times  he  had  shrunk  from  his  father's  sight  in 
that  very  place.  He  remembered,  how  often  he  had 
buried  his  trembling  head  beneath  the  bed-dothes,  and 
heard  the  harsh  word,  and  the  hard  styipe,  and  his 
mother's  wailing  s  and  diough  the  man  sobbed  aloud 
witli  agony  of  mind  as  he  left  the  spot,  his  fist  was 
clenclied,  and  his  teeth  were  set,  in  fierce  and  deadly 
passion. 

''And  such  was  the  return  to  whidi  he  had  looked 
through  the  weary  perspective  of  many  years,  and  for 
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which  he  had  ondergone  so  moeh  Bofferipg!  No  face 
oi  welcome,  no  look  of  forgtveneflB,  no  house  to  receive, 
no  hand  to  help  him  —  and  this,  too^  in  the  old  Tillage* 
What  was  his  loDeliness  in  the  wild  thick  woods,  where 
man  was  neyer  seen,  to  this  I    ' 

^  He  feU  that  in  the  distant  land  of  his  bondage  and 
infamy,  he  had  thought  of  his  native  place  as  it  was 
when  he  left  it  >  not  as  it  would  be,  when  he  returned. 
The  sad  reality  struck  coldly  at  his  heart,  and  his  spirits 
sank  within  him.  He  had  not  courage  to  make  inqui- 
ries, or  to  present  himself  to  the  only  person  who  was 
likely  to  receive  him  with  kindness  and  compassion. 
He  walked  slowly  on ;  and  shunning  the  road-side,  like 
a  guilty  man,  turned  into  a  meadow  he  well  remem- 
bered; and,  covering  his  face  with  his  hands,  threw 
himself  upon  the  grass. 

"  He  had  not  observed  that  a  man  was  lying  on  the 
bank  beside  him;  his  garments  rustled  as  he  turned 
round  to  steal  a  look  at  the  new-comer ;  and  Edmunds 
nused  his  head. 

'^The  man  had  moved  into  a  sitting  posture*  His 
body  was  much  bent,  and  his  face  was  wrinkled  and 
yellow.  His  dress  denoted  him  an  inmate  of  the  work- 
house :  he  had  the  appearance  of  being  very  old,  but 
it  looked  more  the  effect  of  dissipation  or  disease,  than 
length  of  years.  He  was  staring  hard  at  the  stranger 
and  though  his  eyes  were  lustreless  and  heavy  at  first, 
they  appeared  to  glow  with  an  unnatural  and  alarmed 
expression  after  they  had  been  fixed  upon  him  for  a 
short  time,  until  they  seemed  to  be  starting  from  their 
sockets.  Edmunds  gradually  raised  himself  to  his  knees, 
and  looked  more  and  more  earnestly  upon  the  old  man's 
face.    They  gazed  upon  each  other  m  silence. 
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*^  Hie  old  man  was  ghastly  pale.  He  shuddered  and 
tottered  to  his  feet  Edmands  sprang  to  his.  He  stepped 
back  a  pace  or  two.    Edmunds  advanced. 

^ '  Let  me  hear  joo  speak,'  said  the  convict  in  a  thidk 
broken  voice. 

««8tand  off!'  cried  the  old  man,  with  a  dreadAil  oath. 
The  convict  drew  doeer  to  him. 

"<< Stand  off!'  shrieked  the  old  man.  Furious  with 
terror  he  raised  his  stick,  and  struck  Edmunds  a  heavy 
bk>w  across  the  face. 

"'Father  —  devil!'  murmured  the  convict,  between 
his  set  teeth.  He  rushed  wildlj  forward,  and  clenched 
the  old  man  hj  the  throat  —  but  he  was  his  fiither ;  and 
his  aim  fell  powerless  hy  his  side. 

^  The  old  man  tittered  a  loud  jell  which  rang  through 
the  lonely  fields  like  the  howl  of  an  evil  spirit  His 
face  turned  black :  the  gore  rushed  from  his  mouth  and 
nose,  and  dyed  the  grass  a  deep  dark  red,  as  he  stag- 
gered and  felL     He  had  ruptured  a  blood-vessel;  and 

he  was  a  dead  man  before  his  son  could  i^se  him. 

«  •  •       '     «  •  •   ' 

**In  that  comer  of  the  church^yard,*  said  the  old  gen- 
tleman, after  a  silence  of  a  few  minutes,  "in  that  comer 
of  the  church-yard  of  which  I  have  before  spoken,  there 
lies  buried  a  man,  who  was  in  my  employment  for  three 
years  after  this  event :  and  who  was  traly  contrite,  pen- 
itent, and  humbled,  if  ever  man  was.  No  one  save  my- 
self knew  in  that  man^s  lifetime  who  he  was  or  whence 
he  came:  —  it  Was  John  Edmunds  the  retumed  con* 
vict" 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

BOW  MB.  WIHXtBy  tN«TKAD  Of  SHOOTIKO  AT  Tfil 
PIOBON  Aino  KILLINO  THE  OSOW,  SHOT  AT  THS 
GROW  AND  WOUNPBD  THB  PIOBON  ;  HOW  THE 
PtlNOLBT  DBLI.  CttlCKBX  CLUB,  PIRATED  ALL  MUO- 
OLBTON,  AKD  HOW  ALL  JfUOOLBTOM  DdTBD  AT 
THB  DINOLBT  PELL,  BXPBII8B:  WITH  OTHBft  IN- 
TEBBBTING  AXD  IMSTBUOTIYB  MATTBB& 

Thb  fatiguing  adveatuies  id  Ihe  day  or  the  aonnifer- 
oas  influence  of  the  derg^rman's  taie^  operated  so  atronf^ 
\j  on  the  4niws7  teivfenoiee  of.  Mr.  Piokwick,  that  in 
less  than  five  minutes  after  he  had  been  shown  to  his 
eomfi>rtable  bedroom,  he  fell  into  a  sound  and  dreamless 
sleep,  from  which  he  was  only  awakened  by  the  morning 
snn  darting  his  bright  belong  reproaehfully  into  the 
apartment,  2(r.  Piokwicjc  was  no  sUiggard;  and  he 
sprang  like  an  ardent  warrior  from  his  tent  —  bed- 
stead. 

^  Pleasant,  pleasant  country t"  sighed  the  enthosiastie 
gentleman,  as  he  opened  his  lattice  windowi^  *^Who 
could  live  to  gaxe  from  day  to  day  on  bricks  and  slates, 
who  had  once  felt  the  influence  of  a  scene  like  this  ? 
Who  could  continue  to  exist,  where  there  are  no  cows 
but  the  cows  on  the  chimney-pots ;  notliing  redolent  of 
Pan  but  pan-tiles  i  no  crop  Uit  stone  crop  ?    Who  could 
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bear  to  drag  oat  a  life  in  such  a  ispot?  Who  I  ask 
could  endure  it  ?  "  and,  having  cross-examined  solitude 
after  the  most  approved  precedents,  at  considerable 
length,  Mr.  Pickwick  thrust  his  head  out  of  the  lat- 
tice, and  looked  around  him. 

The  rich,  sweet  smeU  of  the  hay-ricks  rose  to  his 
chamber-window;  the  hundred  peifumes  of  the  little 
flower-garden  beneath,  scented  the  air  around ;  the  deep- 
green  meadows  shone  in  the  morning  dew  that  glistened 
on  every  leaf  as  it  trembled  in  the  gentle  air ;  and  the 
birds  rang  as  if  every  sparkling  drop  were  a  fountain  ci 
inspiration  to  them.  Mr.  Pickwick  fell  into  an  enchant- 
ing, and  delicious  revery. 

^  Hallo  I "  was  the  sound  that  roused  him. 

He  looked  to  the  right  bat  he  saw  nobody ;  his  eyes 
wandered  to  the  leit,  and  pierced  the  prospect;  he 
stared  into  the  sky,  but  he  wasn't  wanted  there;  and 
then  he  did  what  a  eonmion  mind  would  have  done  at 
once  —  looked  kito  the  garden,  and  there  saw  Mr. 
Wardle. 

"How  are  you?"  said  that  good-humored  individual, 
out  of  breath  with  his  own  anticipations  of  pleasure. 
^  Beautiful  morning,  a'n't  it  ?  Glad  to  see  you  up  so 
early.  Make  haste  down,  and  ccnne  out  Fll  wait  for 
you  here." 

Mr.  PickMrick  needed  no  second  invitation.  Ten  min« 
utes  sufficed  for  the  completion  of  his  toilet,  and  at  the 
expiration  of  that  time  he  was  by  the  old  gendeman's 
side. 

"HaDo!"  said  Mr.  Pickwick  in  his  turn :  seeing  that 
his  companion  was  armed  with  a  gun,  and  that  another 
lay  ready  on  the  gross.     **  What's  going  forward  ?  " 

**  Why,  your  Mnnd  and  I,"  replied  the  host,  "  are  go- 
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ing  out  rook-ehootmg  before  brealifiist.  He's  a  verj 
gpod  shot,  aVt  he  ?" 

**  IVe  heard  him  say  he's  a  Cf4)ital  one,"  replied  Mr. 
Pickwick ;  "  but  I  never  saw  him  aim  at  anything." 

**  Well,"  said  the  host,  "  I  wish  he'd  come.  Joe  — 
Joel" 

The  fat  boj,  who  under  the  exciting  influence  of  the 
morning  did  not  i4)pear  to  be  more  than  three  parts  and 
a  fraction  asleep,  emerged  from  the  house. 

^Gro  up,  and  call  the  gentleman,  and  tell  him  hell 
find  me  and  Mr.  PickwidL  in  the  rookeiy.  Show  the 
gentleman  the  way  there ;  d'ye  hear  ?" 

The  boy  departed  to  execute  his  commission ;  and  the 
host,  carrying  both  guns  like  a  second  Robinson  Crusoe 
led  the  way  from  the  garden. 

'^  This  is  the  place,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  pausing 
after  a  few  minutes'  walking,  in  an  avenue  of  trees.  The 
information  was  unnecessary;  for  the  incessant  cawing 
of  the  unconscious  rooks,  sufficiently  indicated  their 
whereabout 

The  old  gentleman  laid  one  gun  on  the  ground  and 
loaded  the  other. 

"Here  they  are,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick;  and  as  he 
spoke,  the  forms  of  Mr.  Tupman,  Mr.  SnOdgrass,  and 
Mr.  Winkle  appeared  in  the  distance.  The  fat  boy,  not 
being  quite  certain  which  gentleman  he  was  directed  to 
call,  had  with  peculiar  sagacity,  and  to  prevent  the  pos- 
sibility of  any  mistake,  called  them  alL 

^  Come  along,"  shouted  the  old  gentleman,  addressing 
Mr.  Winkle ;  ^  a  keen  hand  like  you  ought  to  have  been 
up  long  ago,  even  to  such  poor  work  as  this." 

Mr.  Winkle  responded  with  a  forced  raaile,  and  took 
lip  the  spare  gun  with  an  expression  of  countenance 
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which  a  metaphysical  rook,  impressed  with  a  foreboding 
of  his  approaching  death  by  violence,  may  be  supposed 
to  assume.  It  might  have  been  keenness,  but  it  looked 
remarkably  like  misery. 

The  old  gentleman  nodded  ;  and  two  ragged  boys  who 
had  been  marshalled  to  the  spot  under  the  direction  of 
the  infant  Lambert,  forthwith  commenced  climbing  up 
two  of  the  trees. 

**  What  are  those  lads  for  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick 
abruptly.  He  was  rather  alarmed ;  for  he  was  not 
quite  certain  but  that  the  distress  of  the  agricultural 
interest,  about  which  he  had  often  heard  a  great  deal, 
might  have  compelled  the  small  boys  attached  to  the 
soil,  to  earn  a  precarious  and  hazardous  subsistence  by 
making  mari^s  of  themselves  for  inexperienced  sports* 
ihen. 

"Only  to  start  the  game,**  repKed  Mr.  Wardle,  laugh* 
lag. 

«  To  what?*  inquired  Mr.  Piekwick. 

**  Why,  in  plain  English,  to  frighten  the  rooks." 

«0b!    Is  that  an?" 

«You  are  satisfied?" 

«  Quite." 

**  Very  weU.     Shall  I  begin  ?  " 

**  If  you  please,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  glad  of  any  res- 
pite. 

"  Stand  aside,  then.    Now  for  it" 

The  boy  shouted,  and  shook  a  branch  with  a  nest  on 
it  Half  a  dozen  young  rooks  in  violent  conversation, 
flew  out  to  ask  what  the  matter  was.  The  old  gentle- 
man fired  by  way  of  reply.  Down  fbll  one  bird,  and  off 
flew  the  others. 

"  Take  him  up,  Joe,"  said  the  old  gentleman. 
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There  was  a  smile  uspoa  the  jouth's  faee  as  he  id* 
vanoed.  Indistinot  visions  of  n>ok-pie  floated  through 
his  imagination.  He  laughed  as  he  retired  with  tJbe 
bird  —  it  was  a  plump  one. 

^  Now,  Mr.  Winkle,"  said  the  host,  reloading  his  own 
gun.    "  Fire  away." 

Mr.  Winkle  adranced,  and  levelled  his  gun.  Mr. 
Pickwick  and  his  friends  cowered  involuntarily  to  esoa^ 
damage  from  the  heavy  fall  of  rooks^  which  th^y  felt 
quite  certain  would  be  oocaskoed  by  the  devastating 
l^arrel  of  their  friend.  There  was  a  solemn  panse «—  a 
sl^out — a  flapping  of  wings -^a  fidni  dfek 

^  HaUo  I "  sadd  the  old  gentleman. 

"Won't  it  go ? "  mquired  Mr.  PickwiA. 

"Missed  fire,"  said  Mr,  Winkle,  who  was  very  pale 
probably  from  di8iq>pointment. 

"Odd,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  taking  the  gun. 
"  Never  knew  one  of  them  ogiss  fire  before.  Why,  I 
don't  see  anything  of  the  cap»" 

"  Bless  my  soul,"  s«d  Mv.  Winkle*  "  I  deekre  I  lb»- 
got  the  cfq> ! " 

The  sHght  omission  was  rectified*  Mr.  Pid^wick 
doudied  again.  Mr.  Winkle  stuped  Ibrwwrd  wiUi  an 
air  of  determination  and  resolution  i  and  Mr.  Topnan 
looked  out  from  behind  a  tree.  The  boy  shouted ;  ^ 
four  birds  flew  out.  Mr.  Wmkla  flred.  There  was  a 
scream  as  of  an  individual— « not  a  xook'^-^in  eorporeal 
anguish.  Mr.  Tupman  had  saved  the  lives  of  inaumera- 
Ue  un9>Send&^  birds  by  receiving  a  portion  of  the  oharge 
n  his  left  arm. 

To  describe  the  oonfrisioQ  that  ensued  woitld  be  im- 
possible. To  ten  how  Mr.  Pickwick  in  the  first  trans- 
ports of  his  emodon  called  Mr.  Winkle  "  Wretdil"  how 
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Mr.  Tupman  lay  prostrate  on  the  ground ;  and  how  Mr. 
Winkle  knelt  horror-etrieken  beside  him ;  how  Mr.  Tup- 
man  called  distractedly  upon  some  feminine  Christian 
name,  and  then  opened  first  one  eye,  and  then  Uie  other, 
and  then  fell  ba<^  and  shut  ^m  both ;  —  all  this  would 
be  as  difficult  to  describe  in  detiul,  as  it  would  be  to  d^ 
pict  the  gradual  recovering  of  the  unfortunate  individual, 
Hie  tnnding  up  of  his  arm  with  pocket-handkerchiefs, 
and  the  conveying  him  bade  by  slow  degrees  supported 
by  the  arms  of  his  anxious  friends. 

They  drew  near  the  honse.  The  ladies  were  at  ike 
garden-gate,  waiting  for  their  amval  and  their  breakfast. 
The  spinster  aunt  appeared ;  she  smiled,  and  beckoned 
them  to  walk  quicker.  'Twas  evident  she  knew  not  of 
die  disaster.  Poor  thing  I  There  are  times  when  igno- 
rance is  bliss  indeed. 

'They  approached  nearer. 

*<  Why,  what  is  the  matter  with  the  little  old  gentle- 
man ?  "  said  Isabella  Wardle.  The  spinster  aunt  heed- 
ed not  the  remark ;  she  thought  it  applied  to  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. In  her  eyes  Tracy  Tupman  was  a  youth ;  she 
viewed  his  years  through  a  diminishing  glass. 

«  Don't  be  frightened,"  called  out  the  old  host,  fearftil 
of  alarming  his  daughters.  The  Kttle  party  had  crowded 
M>  completely  round  Mr.  Tupman,  that  tiiey  could  not 
yet  clearly  discern  the  nature  of  the  accident 

**  Don't  be  frightened,"  said  the  host. 

<<  What's  the  matter?"  screamed  the  ladies. 

^  Mr.  Tupman  has  met  with  a  little  accident ;  thatTs 
all." 

The  spinster  annt  uttered  a  piercing  scream,  burst  into 
an  hysteric  laugh,  and  fell  badcwards  in  the  arms  of  her 
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^  Urow  some  cold  water  over  her,"  said  the  old  gen- 
tleman. 

^  No,  no,^  mamrared  the  spinster  aunt ;  ^  I  am  better 
now.  Bella,  Emily  —  a  surgeon  !  Is  he  wounded  ? —« 
Is  he  dead ?  —  Is  he ^ ha,  ha,  ha !"  Here  the  spin- 
ster annt  burst  into  a  fit  number  two,  of  hjsierie  laugh- 
ter, interspersed  with  screams. 

*^  Calm  yourself,"  said  Mr.  Tupman,  afFteted  almost  to 
tears  by  this  expression  of  sympathy  with  his  sufferings. 
**  Dear,  dear  madam,  calm  yourself." 

^It  is  his  voice !^  exclaimed  the  spinster  aunt;  and 
strong  symptoms  of  fit  number  three  developed  them- 
selves forthwith. 

**  Do  not  agitate  yourself  I  entreat  you,  dearest  mad- 
am," said  Mr.  Tupman,  soothingly,  "I  am  very  little 
hurt,  I  assure  you." 

"  Then  you  are  not  dead  I "  ejaculated  the  hysterical 
lady.    "Oh,  say  you  are  not  dead!" 

<*  Don't  be  a  fool,  Rachael,"  interposed  Mr.  Wardlc, 
rather  more  roughly  than  was  quite  consistent  with  the 
poetic  nature  of  the  scene.  **  What  the  devil's  the  use 
of  his  iOffing  he  isnH  dead  ?  " 

*^  No,  no,  I  am  not,"  said  Mr.  Tupman.  ^  I  require 
DO  assistance  but  yours.  Let  me  lean  on  your  arm " 
He  added,  in  a  whisper, "  Oh  Miss  Rachael ! "  The  ag- 
itated female  advanced,  and  offered  her  arm.  They 
tamed  into  the  bi«akikst  parlor.  Mr.  Tracy  Tupman 
g^itly  pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and  sank  upon  the 
•ofo. 

"Are  you  faint?"  inquired  the  anxious  Rachael. 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Tupman.  "  It  is  nothing.  I  shall  be 
better  presently."     He  closed  his  eyes. 

"  He  sleeps,"  murmin'ed  the    spinster   aimt.     (His 
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>igftn8  of  viskm  had  been  closed  nearly  twentj.  seO" 
onds.)     "Dear  —  dear  —  Mr.  Tupman!" 

Mr.  Tupman  jumped  up — '^^Qh,  $aj  those  words 
again  !  ^  he  exclaimed. 

The  lady  started.  ^  Sorelj  you  did  not  hear  them  I " 
she  said,  bftsbfliHy. 

''Oh  yes  I  did!"  replied  Mr.  Tupman;  ''repeal 
them.    If  you  would  have  ma  recover^  repeat  them." 

"  Hash  I "  said  the  lady.     "  My  brother." 

Mr.  Tracy  Tupman  resumed  his  former  position ;  and 
Mr.  Wardle  accompanied  by  a  surgeon  entered  the 
room. 

The  arm  was  examined,  the  wound  dressed,  and  pro- 
oounced  to  be  a  very  slight  one ;  and  the  minds  o£  the 
company  having  been  thus  satisfied,  they  proceeded  to 
satisfy  their  appetites  with  countenances  to.  which  an  ex- 
pression of  cheerfulness  was  again  restored.  Mr.  Pick- 
wick alone  was  silent  and  reserved.  Doubt  anddistmsjt 
wei*e  exhibited  ii^  his  countenance.  His  confidepce  in 
Mr.  Wmkle  had  been  shaken — greatly  shaken — by  the 
proceedings  of  the  morning. 

''Are  you  a  cricketer?"  inquired  Mr.  Wardle  of  the 
marksman. 

At  any  other  time,  Mr.  Winkle  would  have  replied  in 
the  affinnatlvei.  He  fdl  |^e  delicaqy  of  his  sitaatioo, 
and  modestly  relied,  "  Na" 

"  Art  you,  lii: ?^  in))uired  Mr.  Snpdgraes.. 

"J  was  cmoe  up<m  a  time,"  replied  the  host;  "but  I 
have  given  it  up  now.  I  subscribe  to  the  club  here,  biit 
I  dou't  play.'* 

"The  grand  match  is  phgred  to-d^,  I  believe,^  said 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

''Itis,"Yep]ied  ihehoett-  "  Of  course  you  would  like  to 
leeit." 
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•  •*  I,  snr,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  am  deHghied  to  view 
way  sports  which  maj  be  saf^l j  indulged  in,  and  in  which 
the  impotent  effects  of  unskilfal  people  do  not  endanger 
human  life.**  Mr.  Pickwick  paused,  and  looked  steadily 
on  Mr.  Winkle,  who  quailed  beneath  his  leader's  search- 
ing glance.  The  great  man  withdrew  his  eyes  after  a 
few  minutes,  and  added :  "  Shall  we  be  justified  in  leav* 
iftg  our  wounded  friend  to  the  care  of  the  ladies  ?  " 

•  '^You  cannot  leave  me  in  better  hands,**  smd  Mr. 
Tupman. 

^  Quite  impossible,^  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

It  was  therefore  settled  that  Mr.  Tupman  should  be 
left  at  home  in  charge  of  the  females ;  and  that  the  re- 
mainder of  the  guests  under  the  guidance  of  Mr.  Wardle 
should  proceed  to  the  spot,  where  was  to  be  held  that 
trial  of  skill  which  had  roused  all  Muggleton  fh>m  its 
torpor,  and  inoculated  I^gley  Dell  with  a  fever  of 
excitement. 

As  their  walk,  which  was  not  above  two  miles  long, 
lay  through  shady  lanes,  and  sequestered  foot-paths; 
and  as  their  conversation  turned  upon  the  delightful 
scenery  by  which  they  were  on  every  side  surrounded, 
Mr.  Pickwick  was  almost  inclined  to  regret  the  expedi- 
tion they  had  used,  when  he  found  himself  in  the  main 
street  of  the  town  of  Muggleton. 

Everybody  whose  genius  has  a  topographical  bent^ 
knows  perfectly  well,  that  Muggleton  is  a  corporate 
town,  with  a  mayor,  burgesses,  and  freemen ;  and  any- 
body who  has  consulted  the  addresses  of  the  mayor  to 
the  freemen,  or  the  fireemen  to  the  mayor,  or  both  to  the 
corporation,  or  all  three  to  Parliament,  will  learn  from 
thence  what  they  ought  to  have  known  before,  that 
Muggleton  i^  an  andent  and  loyal  borough,  mingling  a 
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sealous  advocacj  of  Christian  principles  with  a  deiRot* 
ed  attachment  to  commercial  rights;  in  demonstration 
whereof,  the  mayor,  corporation,  and  other  inhabitants, 
have  presented  at  divers  times,  no  fewer  than  one  thoa* 
sand  four  hundred  and  twenty  petitions,  against  the  con- 
tinuance of  negro  slaveiy  abroad,  and  an  equal  number 
against  any  interference  with  the  factory  system  at 
home;  sixty-eight  in  fiivor  of  the  sale  of  livings  in 
the  church,  and  eightynsix  for  abolishing  Sunday  trad- 
ing  in  the  streets. 

Mr.  Pickvrick  stood  in  the  principal  street  of  this 
illustrious  town,  and  gaced  with  an  air  of  curiosity  not 
unmixed  with  interest,  on  the  objects  around  him. 
There  was  an  open  square  for  the  market-place;  and 
in  the  centre  of  it,  a  large  inn  with  a  sign-post  in  front, 
displaying  an  object  very  common  in  art,  but  rarely  met 
with  in  nature —  to  wit,  a  blue  lion  with  three  bow  l^;a 
in  the  air,  balancing  himself  on  the  extreme  point  of  the 
centre  claw  of  his  fourth  foot  There  were,  within  sight, 
an  auctioneer's  and  fire-agency  office,  a  corn-factor's,  a 
linen-draper^s,  a  saddler's,  a  distiller's,  a  grocer's,  and  a 
shoe-shop  —  the  last-mentioned  warehouse  being  also 
appropriated  to  the  diffusion  of  hats,  bonnets,  wearing 
apparel,  cotton  umbrellas,  and  useful  knowledge.  There 
was  a  red-brick  house  with  a  small  paved  court-yard  in 
front,  which  anybody  might  have  known  belonged  to  the 
attorney:  and  there  was,  moreover,  another  red-brick 
house  with  Venetian  blinds,  and  a  lai^  brass  door-plate, 
with  a  very  legible  announcement  that  it  belonged  to  tho 
■orgeon.  A  few  boys  were  making  their  way  to  the 
cricket-field;  and  two  or  three  shopkeepers  who  were 
standing  at  then:  doors,  looked  as  if  they  should  like  to 
be  makiug  their  way  to  the  same  spot^  as  indeed  to  aU 
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■ppearaooe  thej  miglit  have  dime,  without  losing  any 
great  amount  of  custom  thereby.  Mr.  Pickwick  haying 
paused  to  make  these  observations,  to  be  noted  down  at 
a  more  convenient  period,  hastened  to  rejoin  his  friends, 
who  had  turned  out  of  the  main  street,  and  were  already 
within  ttght  of  the  field  of  battle. 

The  wickets  were  pitched,  and  so  were  a  couj^e  of 
marquees  for  the  rest  and  refreshment  of  the  contending 
parties.  The  game  had  not 'yet  commenced.  Two  or 
three  Dingiey  Dellers,  and  All-Muggletonians,  were 
amusing  tiiemselves  with  a  migestic  air  by  throwing 
the  ball  carelessly  frx>m  hand  to  hand ;  and  several  other 
gentlemen  dressed  like  them,  in  straw  hats,  fiannel  jack* 
els,  and  "white  trousers,' — a  costume  in  which  they 
looked  very  mnch  like  amateur  stone-masons  —  were 
sprinkled  about  the  tents,  towards  one  of  which  Mr. 
Wiudle  conducted  the  par^. 

Several  dozen  of  ^  How-are-you's  ? "  hailed  the  old 
gentleman's  arrival ;  and  a  general  rainng  of  the  straw 
hats,  and  bending  forward  of  the  flannel  jackets,  fol* 
lowed  his  introduction  of  his  guests  as  gentlemen  frt>m 
London,  who  were  extremely  anxious  to  witness  the 
proceedings  of  the  day,  with  which,  he  had  no  doubt, 
they  would  be  greatly  delighted. 

^  Tou  had  better  step  into  the  marquee,  I  think,  sir," 
Bud  one  very  stout  gentleman,  whose  body  and  legs 
looked  like  half  a  gigantic  roll  of  flannel,  elevated  on 
a  couple  of  inflated  pillow-cases. 

^  You'll  find  it  much  pleasanter,  sir,"  urged  another 
stout  gentleman,  who  strongly  resembled  the  other  half 
of  the  roll  of  flannel  aforesaid. 

**  You're  very  good,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

'^This  way,"  said  the  first  speaker;  '^they  notch  in 
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here  —  ifs  the  best  place  in  the  whole  field;*  and 
the  crid^eter,  panting  on  before,  preceded  them  to  the 
tent 

**  Capital  game — smart  sport -^fine  exercise — very," 
were  the  words  which  fell  upon  Mr.  Pickwick's  ear  as 
he  entered  the  tent;  and  the  first  object  that  met  his 
ejes,  was  his  green-coated  friend  of  the  Rochester  coach, 
holding  forth,  to  the  no  small  deHght  and  edification  iji  a 
select  circle  of  the  chosen  of  All-Mnggleton.  His  dress 
was  slightly  improyed,  and  he  wore  boots ;  bnt  there  was 
no  mistaking  him. 

The  stranger  recognised  his  friends  immediately :  and, 
darting  forward  and  seising  Mr.  PidcwidL  by  the  hand, 
dragged  him  to  a  seat,  with  his  osoal  impetaosity,  talking 
all  the  while  as  if  the  whole  of  the  arrangements  were 
under  his  espedal  patronage  and  direction. 

**  This  way  —  this  way  —  capital  fun  —  lots  of  beer 
—  hogdieads;  rounds  of  beef  —  bullocks ;  mustard  — 
cart-loads;  glorioos  day —down  with  you  —  make  yonr- 
seif  at  home  —  glad  to  see  you  — « yery.** 

Mr.  Pickwick  sat  down  as  he  was  bid,  and  Mr.  Win- 
kle and  Mr.  Snodgrass  also  complied  with  the  directions 
of  their  mysterious  friend.  Mr.  Wardle  looked  on,  in 
silent  wonder. 

^Mr.  Wardle  —  a  friend  of  mme,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

**  Friend  of  yours  I  —  My  dear  sir,  how  are  you  ?  — 
Friend  of  my  friend's  —  give  me  your  hand,  sir  " — and 
the  stranger  grasped  Mr.  Wardle's  hand  with  all  the 
fervor  of  a  dose  intimacy  of  many  years,  and  then 
stepped  back  a  pace  or  two  as  if  to  take  a  friU  survey 
of  his  &ce  and  figure,  and  then  shook  hands  with  him 
again,  if  possible,  more  warmly  than  before. 
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"Well;  and  how  came  you  here?"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
in<^  with  a  smile  in  which  benevolence  struggled  with 
surprise. 

"  Come,"  replied  the  strwiger  — "  stopping  at  Cro^n 
—  Crown  at  Muggleton  —  met  a  parQr  —  :flannel  jack- 
ets-»  white  trousers  —  aachoYj  sandwiches  —  devilled 
kidnejs  —  splendid  fellows  —  glorious.** 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  suf^cdentlj  versed  in  the  stranger^s 
sjstem  of  stenography  to  infer  from  this  rapid  and  diii- 
jpinted  communication  that  he  had,  somehow  or  other, 
contracted  an  acquaintance  with  the  All-MuggletonSy 
which  he  had  converted]  by  a  process  peculiar  to  him- 
self into  that  extent  of  good  feUowsl^p  on  which  a  gen- 
eral invitation  may  be  easily  founded.  His  curiosity 
was  therefore  satisfied,  and  putting  on  his  spectacles,  he 
prepared  himself  to  watch  the  play  which  was  just  com- 
mencing. 

All-Mugg^eton  had  the  first  innings ;  and  the  interest 
became  intense  when  Mr.  Dumkins  and  Mr.  Podder, 
two  of  the  most  renowned  members  of  that  most  dis« 
tinguished  club,  walked,  bat  in  hand,  to  their  respective 
wickets.  Mr.  Lufiey,  the  highest  ornament  of  Dingley 
Dell,  wa4  pitched  to  bowl  against  the  redoubtable  Dum- 
kins, and  Mr.  Struggles  was  selected  to  do  the  same 
kind  office  for  the  hitherto  unconquered  Fodder.  Sev- 
eral players  were  stationed  to  "  look  out,"  in  difierent 
parts  of  the  field,  and  each  fixed  himself  into  the  proper 
attitude  by  placing  one  hand  on  each  knee,  and  stooping 
very  much  as  if  he  were  '^  making  a  back  "  for  some  be* 
ginner  at  leap-frog.  All  the  regular  players  do  this 
sort  of  thing;  —  indeed  it's  generally  supposed  that  it 
is  quite  impossible  to  look  out  properly  in  any  oth^x 
position. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


146  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

The  umpires  were  stationed  behind  the  wickets ;  th# 
scorers  were  prepared  to  notch  the  runs;  a  breathless 
silence  ensued.  Mr.  Luffey  retired  a  few  paces  behind 
the  wicket  of  the  passive  Fodder,  and  applied  the  ball 
to  his  right  eye  for  several  seconds.  Dnmkins  confi- 
dently awaited  its  coming,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  die 
motions  of  Luffey. 

"Play,"  suddenly  cried  the  bowler.  The  ball  flew 
from  his  hand  straight  and  swift  towards  the  centre 
stump  of  the  wicket  The  waiy  Dumkins  was  on  the 
alert ;  it  fell  upon  the  tip  of  the  bat,  and  bounded  far 
away  over  the  heads  of  the  scouts,  who  had  just  stooped 
low  enough  to  let  it  fly  ovet  them. 

"  Run  —  run  —  another.  —  Now,  then,  throw  her  up 
—  up  with  her  —  stop  there  —  another  —  no  —  yes  — 
no  —  throw  her  up,  throw  her  up !  **  —  Such  were  the 
shouts  which  followed  the  stroke ;  and,  at  the  conclusion 
of  which  All-Muggleton  had  scored  two.  Nor  was  Fod- 
der behindhand  in  earning  laurels  wherewith  to  garnish 
himself  and  Muggleton.  He  blocked  the  doubtful  balls, 
missed  the  bad  ones,  took  the  good  ones,  and  sent  them 
flying  to  all  parts  of  the  field.  The  scouts  were  hot  and 
tired ;  the  bowlers  were  changed  and  bowled  till  their 
arms  ached  ;  but  Dumkins  and  Fodder  remained  unoon- 
quered.  Did  an  elderly  gentleman  essay  to  stop  the 
progress  of  the  ball,  it  rolled  between  his  legs,  or  slipped 
between  his  fingers.  Did  a  slim  gentleman  try  to  catdi 
it,  it  struck  him  on  the  nose,  and  bounded  pleasantly  ofT 
with  redoubled  violence,  while  the  slim  gentleman's  eyoa 
Oiled  ¥rith  water,  and  his  form  writhed  with  anguish. 
Was  it  thrown  straight  up  to  the  wicket,  Dumkins  had 
reached  it  before  the  ball.  In  short,  when  Dnmkini 
was  caught  out,  and  Fodder  stumped  out,  AU-Muggletoo 
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had  notched  0ome  fifty-foar,  while  the  score  of  the  Ding- 
ky-Dellers  was  as  blank  as  their  faces.  The  adTaaUge 
was  too  great  to  be  recovered.  In  Tain  did  the  eager 
Liiffej,  and  the  enthusiastic  Straggles,  do  aU  that  ekiU 
and  experience  could  suggest,  to  regain  the  ground  Ding- 
ley  Deli  had  lost  in  the  contest ;  —  it  was  of  no  arail 
and  in  an  earij  period  of  the  winning  game  Dinglej 
Deli  gave  in,  and  allowed  tiie  superior  prowess  of  All- 
Bfaggleton. 

The  stranger,  meanwhile,  had  been  eating,  drinking, 
and  talking,  without  cessation.  At  every  good  stroke 
he  expressed  his  satisfootion  and  iqyproval  of  the  player 
in  a  most  condescending  and  patronising  manner,  which 
oould  not  fail  to  have  been  hig^y  gratifying  to  ^e  party 
concerned ;  while  at  every  bad  attempt  at  a  catch,  and 
eveiy  failure  to  stop  the  bidl,  he  launched  his  personal 
displeasure  at  the  head  of  the  devoted  individual  in  such 
denunciations  as  —  "Ah,  ah!  — stupid"  —  •'Now  but- 
ter-fingers "  —  « Muff "—*  Humbug"  —  and  so  forth  — 
ejaculations  which  seemed  to  establish  him  in  the  opin- 
ion of  all  around,  as  a  most  excellent  and  undeniable 
judge  of  the  whole  art  and  mystery  of  the  noble  game 
of  cricket. 

••Capital  game  —  wtSk  pkyed  —  some  strokes  admi- 
rable," said  the  stranger  as  both  sides  crowded  into  the 
tent,  at  the  condusion  of  the  game. 

••  Tou  have  phiyed  it,  sir  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Wardle,  who 
had  been  much  amused  by  his  loquacity. 

••  Played  it!  Think  I  have  —  thousands  of  times— 
not  here — West  Indies — exciting  thing  —  hot  work  — 
very." 

••  It  must  be  rather  a  warm  pursuit  in  such  a  climate  " 
observed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

VOL.  I.  10 
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<«  Warm!  — red-hot  —  aoorching  —  glowing.  Plajed 
a   match   once  —  single  widLet  —  firiend    the   Colontl 

—  Sir  Thomas  Blaeo  —  who  should  get  the  greatest 
number  of  runs. — Won  the  toss — first  innings  — seven 
o'clock,  A^M.  —  six  natives  to  look  out  •—  went  in ;  kept 
in  —  heat  int«ase-*  natives  all  fainted — taken  awaj-^ 
fresh  half-dosen  ordered -^-fiEunted  also  —  Blazo  bowl- 
ing—  supported  bj  two  natives — couldn't  bowl  me  oat 
•^fainted  too  —  cleared  away  the  Colonel —* wouldn't 
give  in  —  faithful  attendant -*  Quanko  Samba — last 
man  left — sun  so  hot,  bat  in  bUsterSy  ball  scorched 
brown — five  hundred  and  seventy  runs  —  rather  ex- 
hausted —  Quanko  mustered  up  lost  remaining  strength 

—  bowled  me  out — had  a  bath,  and  went  out  to 
dinner." 

^  And  what  became  of  whatfs-his-name,  sir?"  inquired 
an  okl  gentleoiaii. 

"Blaao?" 

<'No  —  the  other  gentknum." 

<<  Quanko  Samba?'' 

«  Yes  sir," 

^Poor  Quanko— never  recovered  it  —  bowled  on,  oo 
my  account — bowled  off,  on  his  own  —  died  sir."  Here 
•the  stranger  buried  his  countenance  in  a  brown  jug,  but 
whether  to  hide  his  emotion  or  imbibe  its  contenls,  we 
cannot  distinctly  affirm*  We  only  know  that  he  paused 
suddealy,  drew  a  long  and  deep  breath,  and  looked  anx- 
iously on,  as  two  of  the  principal  members  of  the  Dingio^ 
Dell  dub  approadied  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  said  — 

<^  We  are  about  to  partake  of  a  i^ain  dinner  at  the 
Blue  Lion,  sir ;  we  hope  you  and  your  friends  will  join 
us." 

^Of  course,"  said  Mr.  Wardle,  '^  among  our  frtenda 
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•re  include  Mr.  — ;"  and  he  looked  towards  tlie 
stranger. 

"Jingle,"  said  that  versatile  gentleman,  taking  the 
hint  at  once.  "Jingle  —  Alfred  Jingle,  Esq.,  of  No 
Hall,  Nowhere." 

**I  shall  be  very  happy,  I  am  sure,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

"  So  shall  I,"  said  Mr.  Alfred  Jingle,  drawing  one  arm 
through  Mr.  Pickwick's,  and  another  through  Mr.  War- 
die's,  as  he  whispered  confidentially  in  the  ear  of  the  foiv 
mer  gentleman :  — 

"Devilish  good  dinner  —  cold,  but  capital — peeped 
into  the  room  this  morning — fbwls  and  pies,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing  —  pleasant  fellows  these  —  well  be- 
haved, too — very.** 

There  being  no  fbrther  preliminaries  to  arrange,  the 
company  straggled  into  the  town  hi  little  knots  of  twos 
and  threes ;  and  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  were  all 
seated  in  the  great  room  of  the  Blue  Lion  Inn,  Muggle- 
ton  —  Mr.  Dumkins  acting  as  chairman,  and  Mr.  Luffey 
officiating  as  vice. 

There  wsa  a  vast  deal  of  talking  and  rattling  of  knives 
and  forks,  and  plates :  a  great  running  about  of  three 
ponderous  headed  waiters,  and  a  rapid  disappearance  of 
the  substantial  viands  on  the  table ;  to  each  and  every  of 
which  item  of  confusion,  the  facetious  Mr.  Jingle  lent 
the  aid  of  half-a-dozen  ordinary  men  at  least  When 
everybody  had  eaten  as  much  as  possible,  the  cloth  was 
removed,  bottles,  glasses,  and  dessert  were  placed  on 
the  table;  and  the  waiters  withdrew  to  "clear  away," 
or  in  other  words,  to  appropriate  to  their  own  private 
jse  and  emolimient,  whatever  remnants  of  the  eatables 
uid  diinkables  they  could  contrive  to  lay  their  hands  on. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


150  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

Amidst  the  general  hum  of  mirth  and  conversation 
that  ensued,  there  was  a  little  man  with  a  puffy  Say- 
nothing-to-me,-or-ril-contndict-7ou  sort  of  countenance, 
who  remained  very  quiet;  occasionally  looking  round 
him  when  the  conversation  slackened,  as  if  he  contem- 
plated putting  in  something  very  weighty :  and  now  and 
then  bursting  into  a  short  cough  of  inexpressible  gran* 
deur.  At  length,  during  a  moment  of  comparative  si* 
lence,  the  little  man  called  out  in  a  very  loud,  solemn 
voice, 

**Mr.  Luffeyl'' 

Everybody  was  hushed  into  a  profound  stillness  as  the 
individual  addressed,  replied, 

**Sirl" 

**  I  wish  to  address  a  few  words  to  you  sir,  if  you  will 
entreat  the  gentlemen  to  fill  up  their  glasses." 

Mr.  Jingle  uttered  a  patronizing  ^  hear,  hear,"  which 
was  responded  to,  by  the  remainder  of  the  company: 
and  the  gUsses  having  been  filled  the  Vice-President 
assumed  an  air  of  wisdom  in  a  state  of  profound  atten- 
tion ;  and  said, 

**  Mr.  Staple." 

^  Sir,"  said  the  little  man,  rising,  ^  I  wish  to  address 
what  I  have  to  say  to  you  and  not  to  our  worthy  chair- 
man, because  our  worthy  chairman  is  in  some  measure 
—  I  may  say  in  a  great  degree  —  the  subject  of  what  I 
have  to  say,  or  I  may  say  to  —  to  —  " 

^  State,"  suggested  Mr.  Jingle. 

—  ''Tes,  to  state,"  said  the  little  man,  ^l  thank  my 
honorable  friend,  if  he  will  allow  me  to  call  ]iim  so  — 
(four  hears,  and  one  certainly  from  Mr.  Jingle)  —  for 
the  suggestion.  Sir,  I  am  a  Deller  —  a  Dingley  Deller, 
(cheei*s).     I  cannot  lay  claim  to  the  honor  of  forming  an 
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item  in  the  population  of  Maggleton ;  nor  sir,  I  will 
frankly  admit,  do  I  covet  that  honor :  and  I  will  tell  jon 
why  sir,  (hear)  ;  to  Maggleton  I  will  readily  concede  all 
Uiose  honors  and  distinctions  to  which  it  can  fiurly  lay 
claim  —  they  are  too  numerous  and  too  well  known  to 
require  aid  or  recapitulation  finom  me.  But  sir,  while 
we  remember  that  Muggleton  has  given  birth  to  a  Dum« 
kins  and  a  Podder,  let  us  never  forget  that  Dingley  Dell 
can  boast  a  Luffey  and  a  Struggles.  (Vociferous  cheer- 
ing.) Let  me  not  be  considered  as  wishing  to  detract 
from  the  merits  of  the  former  gentlemen.  Sir,  I  envy 
them  the  luxury  of  tlieir  own  feelings,  on  this  occasion. 
(Cheers.)  Every  gentleman  who  hears  me,  is  probably 
acquainted  with  the  reply  made  by  an  individual,  who 
—  to  use  an  ordinary  figure  of  speech  —  *  hung  out '  in 
a  tub,  to  the  emperor  Alexander :  -^  <  If  I  were  not  Di- 
ogenes,' said  he,  '  I  would  be  Alexander.'  I  can  well 
imagine  these  gentlem^i  to  say,  <  11 1  were  not  Dum- 
kins  I  would  be  Luffey ;  if  I  were  not  Podder  I  would 
be  Struggles.'  (Enthusiasm.)  But  gentlemen  of  Mug- 
gleton is  it  in  (Ticket  alone  that  your  fellow-townsmen 
stand  preeminent  ?  ELave  you  never  heard  of  Dumkins 
and  determination?  Have  you  never  been  tauglit  to 
associate  Podder  with  property?  (Great  applause.) 
Have  you  never,  when  struggling  for  your  rights,  your 
liberties,  and  your  privileges,  been  reduced,  if  only  for 
an  instant,  to  misgiving  and  despair  ?  And  when  you 
have  been  thus  depressed,  has  not  the  name  of  Dumkins 
laid  afresh  within  your  breast,  the  fire  which  had  just 
gone  out ;  and  has  not  a  word  from  that  man,  lighted  it 
again  as  brightly  as  if  it  had  never  expired  ?  (Great 
cheering.)  Gentlemen,  I  beg  you  to  surround  with  a 
rich  hab  of  enthusiastic  cheering, -the  united  names  of 
*  Dumkins  and  Podder.*" 
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Here  the  little  man  oessed,  and  here  the  company 
oommenced  a  raiBing  of  voices,  and  thumpuig  of  tables, 
whioh  lasted  with  little  intermission  during  the  remainder 
of  the  evening.  Other  toasts  were  drank.  Mr.  Luffey 
and  Mr.  Struggles,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Jingle,  were, 
each  in  his  turn,  the  subject  of  unqualified  eulogium ; 
and  each  in  due  course  returned  thanks  for  the  honor. 

Enthusiastic  as  we  are  in  the  noble  cause  to  which  ?re 
have  devoted  ourselves,  we  should  have  felt  a  sensation 
of  pride  which  we  cannot  express,  and  aconscioosness  of 
having  done  something  to  merit  immortality  of  whiqh  we 
are  now  deprived,  could  we  have  laid  the  faintest  outline 
of  these  addresses  before  our  ardent  readers.  Mr.  Snod- 
grass,  as  usual,  took  a  great  mass  of  notes,  which  would  no 
doubt  have  affiurded  most  useful  and  valuable  infiurma- 
tion,  had  not  the  burning  eloquence  of  the  words  or  the 
feverish  influence  of  the  wine  made  that  gentleman's 
hand  so  extremely  unsteady,  as  to  render  his  writing 
nearly  unintelligible,  and  his  style  wholly  ao«  By  dint 
of  patient  investigatioii,  we  have  been  enabled  to  trace 
some  characters  bearing  a  faint  resemblance  to  the 
names  of  the  speakers:  and  we  can  idso  discern  an 
entry  of  a  song  (supposed  to  have  been  sung  by  Mi*. 
Jingle),  in  which  the  words  ^^bowl"  ^  sparkling  "  *^  ruby'' 
^  bright,"  and  ^  wine "  are  frequently  repeated  at  short 
intervals.  We  £uicy  too,  that  we  can  discern  at  the 
very  end  of  the  notes,  some  indistinct  reference  to 
^broiled  bones;"  and  then  the  words  ^oold"  ^with- 
out "  occur :  but  as  any  hypothesis  we  could  found  upon 
them  must  necessarily  rest  upon  mere  coi^jecture,  we  are 
not  disposed  to  indulge  in  any  of  the  speculations  to 
which  they  may  give  rise. 

We  will  therefore  retun    to  Mr.  Ti^unan;  merdy 
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adding  that  within  some  few  minntee  before  twelre 
o'clock  that  night,  the  eonyocation  of  worthies  of  Ding- 
ley  Dell  and  Mnggleton,  were  heard  to  sing  with  great 
feeling  and  emphasis,  the  beaatiful  and  pathetic  national 
air,  of 

Wt  won*t  go  home  till  morning, 

We  woa^i  |po  lione  till  mtniifig, 

We  wont  go  home  till  morning, 

'Tin  dayliglU  doth  appenr. 
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CHAPTER  Vm 

B7B0NOLT    ILLUSTRATIYB     OF    THE     POSITION,    THAI 
THE   COUB8E  OF  TRUE   LOVE  IS   NOT  A  RAILWAY. 

The  quiet  seclusion  of  Dingley  Dell,  the  presence 
of  so  many  of  the  gentler  sex,  and  the  solicitude  and 
anxiety  they  evinced  in  his  behalf,  were  all  favorable 
to  the  growth  and  development  of  those  softer  feelings 
which  nature  had  implanted  deep  in  the  bosom  of  Mr. 
Tracy  Tupman,  and  which  now  appeared  destined  to 
centre  in  one  lovely  object.  The  young  ladies  were 
pretty,  their  manners  winning,  their  dispositions  unex- 
ceptionable ;  but  there  was  a  dignity  in  the  air,  a  touch- 
me-not-ishness  in  the  walk,  a  majesty  in  the  eye  of  the 
spinster  aunt,  to  which,  at  their  time  of  life  they  could 
lay  no  claim,  which  distinguished  her  from  any  female 
on  whom  Mr.  Tupman  had  ever  gazed.  That  there  was 
something  kindred  in  their  nature,  something  congenial 
in  their  souls,  something  mysteriously  sympathetic  in 
their  bosoms,  was  evident  Her  name  was  the  first  that 
rose  to  Mr.  Tupman's  lips  as  he  lay  wounded  on  the 
grass;  and  her  hysteric  laughter,  was  the  first  sound 
that  fell  upon  his  ear,  when  he  was  supported  to  the 
house.  But  had  her  agitation  arisen  from  an  amiable 
and  feminine  sensibility  which  would  have  been  equally 
•rrepressible  in  any  case;  or  had  it  been  called  forth 
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by  a  more  ardent  and  paadoaat^  feeling,  which  he,  of 
ail  men  living,  could  alone  awaken  ?  These  were  the 
doubts  which  racked  his  brain  ias  he  lay  extended  on 
the  sofa :  these  were  the  doubts  which  he  determined 
should  be  at  once  and  forever  resolved. 

It  was  evening.  Isabella  and  Emily  had  strolled  out 
with  Mr.  Trundl<e ;  the  deaf  old  lady  had  fallen  asleep 
in  her  chair ;  the  snoring  of  the  fat  boy,  penetrated  in 
a  low  and  monotonous  sound  from  the  distant  kitchen  ; 
the  buxom  servants  were  lounging  at  the  nde-door, 
ei\joying  the  pleasantness  of  the  hour,  and  the  delights 
of  a  flirtation,  on  first  principles,  with  certain  unwieldy 
animals  attached  to  the  farm ;  and  there  sat  die  inter- 
esting pair,  uncared  for  by  all,  caring  for  none,  and 
dreaming  only  of  themselves :  there  they  sat,  in  short, 
like  a  pair  of  carefully-f<Med  kid-gloves -— bound  up 
in  each  other. 

*^  1  have  forgotten  my  flowers,"  said  the  spinster  aunt 

'*  Water  them  now,"  said  Mr.  Tnpman  in  accents  of 
persuasioii. 

"  You  will  take  cold  in  the  evening  air,"  urged  the 
spinster  aunt,  affectionately. 

<<  No,  no,"  dud  Mr.  Tupman,  rising ;  ^  it  will  do  me 
good.    Let  me  accompany  yon." 

The  lady  paused  to  ad^t  the  sling  in  which  the  left 
arm  of  the  youth  was  placed,  and  td^ing  his  right  arm 
led  him  to  the  garden. 

There  was  a  bower  at  the  farther  end,  with  honey- 
sudde,  jessamine^  and  creeping  plants  —  one  of  those 
sweet  retreats,  which  humane  men  erect  for  the  accom- 
*nodation  of  spiders. 

The  stMiister  aimt  took  up  a  large  wafering-pot  which 
lay  in  one  comer,  and  was  about  to  leave  the  arbor. 
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Mr.  Thptnaii  detained  her,  and  drew  ker  to  a  seat  be- ' 
Bide  him. 

<<BG88WanHeI'' saidhe. 

The  ^inster  Haht  trembled,  till  some  pebbles  wliicfa 
had  acddentallj  foimd  th^  Waj  hito  the  large  water- 
iiif»p6t,  shook  Vke  an  infiuit^  rattle. 

<^lCs8  Wardle,"  said  Mr.  Tnpmiin,  <*joa  are  an 
augeL*' 

^  Mr.  Tnpman ! "  ezchdmed  Bachael,  blushing  as  red 
as  the  Watering-pot  itself* 

^  Nay,"  told  the  eloquent  Pickwickian  —  «<  I  know  it 
bat  U>o  welL** 

^  All  women  are  angels,  they  saj,**  mannnred  the  lady, 
playfoUj. 

<*Then  what  can  yw«  be;  or  to  what,  without  pre 
sumption,  can  I  compare  jou  ?  **  replied  Mr.  Tupman. 
"  Where  was  the  woman  ever  seen,  who  resembled  you  ? 
Where  else  could  I  hope  to  find  so  rare  a  combination 
of  excellence  and  beauty?  Where  else  could  I  seek  to 
—  Oh  ! "  Here  Mr.  Tupman  paused,  and  pressed  the 
hand  wbid^  diNBped  the  handle  of  the  hi^py  watering- 
pot 

The  lady  tamed  aside  her  head.  ^Men  are  such 
deceivers,"  she  softly  whispered. 

^ They  are,  they  are,"  ejaculated  Mr.  Tuptnim  i  «but 
not  all  men.  There  lives  ftt  least  one  being  who  can 
never  change  —  one  being  who  would  be  content  to 
devote  his  whole  ezistem^e  to  your  happiness  —  who 
lives  but  in  your  eyes  —  who  breathes  but  in  your 
smiles -<- who  beam  the  heavy  burden  of  life  itself, 
only  for  you." 

^Oould  such  an  individual  be  found,"  said  the  lady 

^  But  he  con  be  fi>uQd,''  said  the  ardent  Mr.  Tupman^ 
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inteiposing.  "  He  u  foond.  He  is  here  Miss  Wardle." 
And  ere  the  lady  was  aware  of  his  intentioiiy  Mr.  Tup- 
man  had  sunk  upon  his  knees  at  her  feet. 

'*  Mr.  Tupman,  rise,"  said  BachaeL 

"  Never ! "  was  the  valorous  reply.  "  Oh,  Raefaael ! " 
—  He  seized  her  passive  hand,  and  the  waterin^pot  fell 
to  the  ground  as  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips.  —  ^  Oh,  Ra- 
chael !  say  you  love  me." 

^  Mr.  Tupman,"  said  the  spinster  aunt,  with  averted 
head  —  "I  can  hardly  speak  the  words ;  but  —  but  — 
you  are  not  wholly  indifferent  to  me." 

Mr.  Tupman  no  sooner  heard  this  avowal,  than  he 
proceeded  to  do  what  his  enthusiastic  emotions  prompted, 
and  what,  for  aught  we  know,  (for  we  are  but  little  ac- 
quainted with  such  matters,)  people  so  circumstanced 
always  do.  He  jumped  up,  and,  throwing  his  arm  round 
the  neck  of  the  spinster  aunt,  imprinted  upon  her  lips 
numerous  kisses,, which  after  a  due  show  of  struggling 
and  resistance^  she  received  so  passively,  that  there  is 
no  telling  how  many  more  Mr.  Tupman  might  have 
bestowed,  if  the  lady  had  not  given  a  very  unaffected 
start  and  exclaimed  in  an  affrighted  tone, — 

"Mr.  Tupman,  we  are  observed!  — we  are  discov- 
ered!" 

Mr.  Tupman  looked  round.  There  was  the  fat  boy, 
l>erfectly  motionless,  with  his  large  circular  eyes  staring 
into  the  arbor,  but  without  the  slightest  expression  on 
Ills  face  that  the  most  expert  physiognomist  could  have 
rirferred  to  astonishment,  curiosity,  or  any  other  known 
passion  that  agitates  the  human  breast  Mr.  Tupman 
gazed  on  the  fat  boy,  and  the  fat  boy  stared  at  him ; 
and  the  longer  Mr.  Tupman  observed  the  utter  vacancy 
of  the  fat  boy's  countenance,  the  more  convinced  lie  be- 
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came  that  he  either  did  not  know,  or  did  not  understand 
anything  that  had  been  going  forward.  Under  this  im- 
pression, he  said  with  great  firmness,  — 

**  What  do  you  want  here,  sir?" 

"  Supper's  ready,  sir,"  was  the  prompt  reply. 

"  Have  you  just  come  here,  sir?**  inquired  Mr.  Tup- 
man,  with  a  piercing  look. 

"  Just,"  replied  the  fat  boy. 

Mr.  Tupman  looked  at  him  very  hard  agabi ;  but 
there  was  not  a  wink  in  his  eye,  or  a  curve  in  his 
face. 

Mr.  Tupman  took  the  arm  of  the  spinster  aunt, 
and  walked  towards  the  house ;  the  fat  boy  followed 
behind. 

^  He  knows  nothing  of  what  has  happened,"  he  whis- 
pered. 

"  Nothing,"  said  the  spinster  aunt 

There  was  a  sound  behind  them,  as  ^  an  imperfectly 
suppressed  chuckle.  Mr.  Tupman  turned  sharply  round. 
No ;  it  could  not  have  been  the  fat  boy ;  there  was  not 
a  gleam  of  mirth,  or  anything  but  feeding  in  his  whole 
visage. 

**  He  must  have  been  fast  asleep,"  whispered  Mr. 
Tupman. 

"  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  of  it,"  replied  the  spinster 
aunt. 

They  both  laughed  heartily. 

Mr.  Tupman  was  wrong.  The  fat  boy,  for  once,  had 
not  been  fast  asleep.  He  was  awake  —  wide  awake  — 
to  what  had  been  going  forward. 

The  supper  passed  off  without  any  attempt  at  a  gen- 
eral conversation.  Hie  old  lady  had  gone  to  bed ;  Isa- 
bella Wardle  devoted  herself  exclusively  to  Mr.  Trundio ; 
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tfi^  Blaster  auntfs  attendons  were  reserved  for  Mr. 
Tupman ;  and  Ernil/s  thoughts  'appeared  to  be  en- 
grossed  hy  some  distinct  object  —  possibly  they  were 
with  the  absent  Snodgrass. 

Eleven  —  twelve  —  one  o'dock  had  stmck,  and 
the  gentlemen  had  not  arrived.  Consternation  sat  on 
every  face.  Could  they  have  been  waylaid  and  robbed  ? 
Should  they  send  men  and  lanterns  in  every  direction 
by  which  they  conld  be  supposed  likely  to  have  travelled 

home  ?  or  should  they Hark !   there  they  were. 

What  could  have  made  them  so  late  ?  A  strange  voice, 
too !  To  whom  could  it  belong  ?  They  rushed  into  the 
kitchen  whither  the  truants  had  repaired,  and  at  once 
obtained  rather  more  than  a  Simmering  of  the  real  state 
of  the  case. 

Mr«  Pickwick  with  his  hands  in  his  pod^ets  and  his 
hat  cocked  completely  over  his  left  eye,  was  leanhig 
against  the  dneatt,  shaking  his  head  from  side  to  side, 
and  pt>dhici]ig  a  constant  succession  of  the  blandest  and 
most  benevolent  smiles  without  being  moved  thereunto 
by  any  discernible  cause  or  pretence  whatsoever;  old 
Mr.  Wardle  with  a  highly  inflamed  countenance,  was 
grasping  the  hand  of  a  strange  gentleman  muttering 
protestations  of  eternal  friendship ;  Mr.  Winkle,  sup- 
porting himself  by  the  eight-day  clock,  was  feebly  in- 
voking destructioii  upon  the  head  of  any  member  of  the 
fimiily  who  should  suggest  the  propriety  of  his  retiring 
for  the  ni^t ;  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  had  sunk  into  a  chair 
with  an  eiqpression  of  the  most  abject  and  hopeless 
miseiy  thai  ike  human  mind  can  imagine,  portrayed  in 
every  lineament  of  hi»  expressive  face. 

^  Is  anythmg  the  matter?''  inquired  the  three  la^es. 

«MoUiia'  the  matter,"  repfied  Mn  Pickwick.    •'We 
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—  we're  —  all  right — I  say,  Wardle,  we're  all  ri|^y 
aVtwe?" 

^'I  should  think  so,"  replied  the  jolly  ho6t» —  '^  M/ 
dears,  here's  mj  friend  Mr.  Jingle — Mr.  PidLwick't 
friend,  Mr.  Jingle,  come  'pon  —  little  visit*" 

^  Is  anything  the  matter  with  Mr.  Snodgrasa,  sir  ? " 
inquired  Emily,  with  great  anxiety. 

^  Nothing  the  matter,  ma'am,"  replied  the  stranger. 
^  Cricket  dinner  —  glorious  party  —  capital  songs  — 
old  port  —  claret — good  —  very  good  —  wine,  Ma'am 

—  vrine." 

"  It  wasn't  the  wine,"  murmured  Mr.  Snodgrass,  in  a 
broken  voice.  ^  It  was  the  salmon."  (Somehow  or 
other,  it  never  is  the  wine  in  these  cases.) 

^Hadn't  they  better  go  to  bed  ma'am?"  inquired 
Emma.  ^  Two  of  the  boys  will  carry  the  gentlemen 
up-stairs." 

<<I  won't  go  to  bed,"  said  Mr.  Winkle  firmly. 

^  No  living  boy  shall  carry  me,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick* 
stoutly  ;  —  and  he  went  on  smiling  as  before. 

*"  Hunah  I "  gasped  Mr.  Winkle  faintly. 

"  Hurrah  I "  echoed  Mr.  Pickwick,  taking  off  his  hat 
and  dashing  it  on  the  floor,  and  insanely  casting  his 
spectacles  into  the  middle  of  the  kitchen.  —  At  this 
humorous  feat  he  laughed  outright 

"  Lijt's— have— 'nother— bottle,"  cried  Mr.  Winkle, 
commencing  in  a  very  loud  key,  and  ending  in  a  very 
faint  one.  His  head  dropped  upon  his  breast;  and, 
muttering  his  invincible  determination  not  to  go  to  his  bed, 
and  a  sanguinary  regret  that  he  had  not  ^  done  for  old 
Tupraan  "  in  the  morning,  he  fell-  fast  asleep ;  in  which 
condition  he  was  borne  to  his  apartment  by  two  yoong 
giants  under  the  personal  superintendence  of  the  fitt 
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boy,  to  whose  protecting  care  Mr.  Snodgrass  shortl/ 
afterwards  confided  his  own  person.  Mr.  Pickwick  ac- 
cepted the  proffered  arm  of  Mr.  Tupman,  and  quietlj 
disappeared,  smiling  more  than  ever ;  and  Mr.  Wardle, 
afler  taking  as  affectionate  a  leave  of  the  whole  familj 
as  if  he  were  ordered  for  immediate  execution,  consigned 
to  Mr.  Trundle  the  honor  of  convejing  him  up  staira, 
and  retired,  with  a  verj  futile  attempt  to  k)ok  imprea* 
aively  solemn  and  dignified. 

^  What  a  shocking  scene ! "  said  the  spinster  aunt. 

^  Dis — gusting  I  **  ejaculated  both  the  young  ladies. 

**  Dreadful  —  dreadful  I "  said  Jingle,  looking  very 
grave ;  he  w:is  about  a  bottle  and  a  half  ahead  of  any 
of  his  companions.    "  Horrid  spectacle  —  very." 

^  What  a  nice  man  I "  whispered  the  spinster  aunt  to 
Mr.  Tupman. 

"  Good-looking,  too  I  **  whispered  Emily  Wardle, 

<*  Oh,  decidedly,"  observed  the  spinster  aunt. 

Mr.  Tupman  thought  of  the  widow  at  Rochester :  and 
his  mind  was  troubled.  The  succeeding  half-hour^s  con- 
versation was  not  of  a  nature  to  calm  his  perturbed 
spirit.  The  new  visitor  was  very  talkative,  and  the 
number  of  his  anecdotes  was  only  to  be  exceeded  by 
the  extent  of  his  politeness.  Mr.  Tupman  felt,  that  as 
Jingle's  popularity  increased,  he  (Tupman)  retired  far- 
ther into  the  shade.  His  laughter  was  forced — his 
merriment  feigned ;  and  when  at  last  he  laid  his  aphing 
temples  between  the  sheets,  he  thought,  with  horrid  de- 
light on  the  satisfaction  it  would  afford  him,  to  have 
Jingle's  head  at  that  moment  between  the  feather  bed 
and  the  mattress. 

The  indefatigable  stranger  rose  betimes  next  morning, 
lod,  although  his  companions  remained  in  bed  overpow- 
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r     * 

ered  with  the  disaipatum  o£  the  previous  nighty  exerted 
himself  most  successfully  to  promote  the  hilarity  of  the 
breakfast-table.  So  successful  were  his  efforts,  that  even 
the  deaf  old  lady  insisted  on  having  one  or  two  of  hia 
best  jokes  retailed  through  the  trumpet ;  and  even  she 
condescended  to  observe  to  the  spinster  aunt,  that  ^  he  " 
(meaning  Jingle)  '<was  an  impudent  young  feUow:" 
a  sentiment  in  which  all  her  relations  then  and  there 
present  thoroughly  coincided^ 

It  was  the  old  lady's  habit  on  the  fine  summer  iDom^ 
ings  to  repair  to  the  arbor  in  which  Mr.  Tupman  had 
already  signalized  himself  in  form  aad  manner  follow- 
ing :  first,  the  fkt  boy  fetched  from  a  peg  behind  the  old 
lady's  bedroom  door,  a  close  black  satin  bonnet,  a  warm 
cotton  shawl,  and  a  thick  stick  with  a  capacious  handle ; 
and  the  old  lady  having  put  on  the  bonnet  and  shawl  at 
her  leisure,  would  lean  one  hand  on  the  stick  and  the 
other  on  the  fat  boy's  shoulder,  and  walk  leisurely  to 
the  arbor,  where  the  fat  boy  would  leave  her  to  enjoy 
the  fresh  air  for  the  space  of  half  an  hour ;  at  the  ex* 
piration  of  which  time  he  would  return  and  reconduct 
her  to  the  house. 

The  old  lady  was  very  precise  and  very  particular  ; 
and  as  this  ceremony  had  been  observed  for  three  suc- 
cessive summers  without  the  slightest  deviation  from  the 
accustomed  form,  she  was  not  a  little  surprised  on  this 
particular  morning,  to  see  the  fat  lx)y,  instead  of  leaving 
the  arbor,  walk  a  few  paces  out  of  it,  look  carefully 
round  him  in  every  direction,  and  return  towards  her 
with  great  stealth  and  an  air  of  the  most  profound 
mystery. 

The  old  lady  was  timorous  —  most  old  ladies  are  -— > 
and  her  first  impression  was  that  the  bloated  lad  waa 
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about  to  do  her  some  grievous  bodily  hann,  with  the  view 
of  possessing  himsdf  of  her  loose  ccnn.  She  would  have 
cried  for  assistanoe,  but  age  and  inflrouijF  had  long  ago 
deprived  her  of  the  power  of  screaming ;  she,  therefore, 
watched  his  Qiotions  with  feelings  of  intense  terror,  which 
were  in  no  degree  diminished  by  his  coming  dose  up  to 
her,  and  shouting  in  her  ear  in  an  agitated,  and,  as  it 
seemed  to  her,  a  threatening  tone: 

"Missus  I" 

Now  it  so  happened  that  Mr.  Jingle  was  walking  in 
Uie  garden  close  to  the  arbor  at  this  moment.  He  too 
heard  the  shout  of  "  Missus,"  and  stopped  to  hear  more. 
There  were  three  reasons  for  his  doing  so.  In  the  first 
place,  he  was  idle  and  curious ;  secondly,  he  was  l^  no 
means  scrupulous ;  thirdly,  and  lastly,  he  was  concealed 
from  view  by  some  flowering  Shrubs.  So  there  he  stood, 
and  there  he  listened. 

"  Missus  I "  shouted  the  fat  boy. 

**  Well,  Joe,"  said  the  trembling  old  lady.  •*  Fm  sure 
I  have  been  a  good  mistress  to  yoa,  Joe.  Tou  have 
invariably  been  treated  very  kindly.  You  have  never 
had  too  much  to  do ;  and  you  hi^ve  always  had  enough 
to  eat." 

This  hist  was  an  appeal  to  the  &t  boy's  most  sensi- 
tive feelings.  He  seemed  touched,  as  he  replied  emphat- 
ically : 

"  I  knows  I  has." 

"Then  what  can  you  want  to  do  now?"  said  the  old 
lady,  gaining  courage* 

"1  wants  to  make  your  flesh  cveep,"  replied  the 
boy. 

This  sounded  like  a  very  bloodthirsty  mode  of  show- 
ing one's  gratitude  $  and  as  the  old  lady  did  not  precisely 
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understand  the  process  bj  whidi  such  a  result  was  to  be 
attained,  all  her  former  horrors  returned. 

«*What  do  you  think  I  see  in  this  very  arbor  last 
night?"  inquired  the  boy. 

**  Bless  us!  What?"  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  alarmed 
at  the  solemn  manner  of  the  corpulent  youth* 

^The  strange  gentleman — him  as  had  his  arm  hurt— 
a  kissin'  and  huggin' * 

"  Who,  Joe  ?    None  of  the  servants,  I  hope." 

«  Worser  than  "that,"  roared  the  fbt  boy  in  the  old 
lady's  ear. 

•*  Not  one  of  my  grand-da*aters  ?  " 

«  Worser  than  that" 

**  Worse  than  that^  Joe  I "  said  the  old  lady,  who  had 
thought  this  the  extreme  limit  of  human  atrocity.  ^  Who 
was  it,  Joe  ?    I  insist  upon  knowing." 

Tlie  fat  boy  looked  cautiously  round,  and  having  con* 
eluded  his  survey,  shouted  in  the  old  lad/s  ear : 

«  Miss  Rachael." 

*^  What ! "  said  die  old  lady  in  a  shrill  tone.  '^  Speak 
louder." 

«  Miss  Rachael,"  roared  the  fat  boy. 

**Myda*ater?" 

The  train  of  nods  which  the  fint  boy  gave  by  way  of 
assent,  communicated  a  blcme-mange  like  motion  to  liis 
fat  cheeks. 

^  And  she  suffered  him ! "  exclaimed  the  old  lady. 

A  grin  stole  over  the  fkt  boy's  features  as  he  said : 

•*  I  see  her  a-kissin'  of  him  ag'in." 

If  Mr.  Jingle,  from  his  place  of  concealment,  could 
have  beheld  the  expression  which  the  old  lad/s  fiice 
assumed  at  this  conmiunication,  the  probability  is  that 
a  sudden  burst  of  laughter  would  have  betrayed   hia 
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close  vicmitj  to  the  smomer-lioiiae*  He  listened  atten- 
tively. Fragments  of  angry  sentences  snch  as,  ^  With- 
out my  permission ! "  —  "At  her  time  of  life."  —  **  Mis- 
erable old  'ooman  like  me** — "Might  hare  waited  till 
I  was  dead,"  and  so  forth,  reached  his  ears ;  and  then 
he  heard  the  heels  of  the  fat  boy's  boots  crunching  the 
gravely  as  he  retired  and  left  the  old  lady  alone. 

It  was  a  remarkable  coincidence  perhapc^  but  it  was 
nevertheless  a  fact,  that  Mr.  Jingle,  within  five  minutes 
after  hb  arrival  at  Manor  Farm  on  the  preceding  night, 
had  inwardly  resolved  to  lay  siege  to  the  heart  of  the 
spinster  aunt  without  delay.  He  had  observation  enou^ 
to  see,  that  his  c^-hand  manner  was  by  no  means  disa- 
greeable to  the  fair  object  of  his  attack;  and  he  bad 
more  than  a  strong  suspicion  that  she  possessed  that 
most  desirable  of  all  requisites,  a  small  independence. 
The  imperative  necessity  of  ousting  his  rival  by  some 
means  or  other,  flashed  quiddy  upon  him,  and  he  iin- 
mediately  resolved  to  adopt  certain  proceedings  tending 
to  that  end  and  object,  without  a  moments  delay.  Find- 
ing tells  us  that  man  is  fire,  and  woman  tow,  and  the 
Prince  of  Darkness  sets  a  light  to  'em.  Mr.  Jingle 
knew  that  young  men  to  spinster  aunts  are  as  lighted 
gas  to  gunpowder,  and  he  determined  to  essay  the  effect 
of  an  explosion  without  loss  of  time. 

Full  of  reflections  upon  this  important  decision, 
he  crept  from  his  place  of  concealment,  and,  under 
cover  of  the  shrubs  before  mentioned,  approached  the 
house.  Fortune  seemed  determined  to  favor  his  design. 
Mr.  Tupman  and  the  rest  of  the  gentlemen  left  the  gar- 
den by  the  side  gate  just  as  he  obtained  a  view  of  it ; 
and  the  young  ladies  he  knew,  had  walked  out  alone, 
3oon  afler  bresjLfast    The  coast  was  clear. 
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The  breskfasUparior  do<nr  was  psrtiallj  open.  He 
peeped  is.  The  spioBler  fliint  was  Imitting.  He 
oou^ed ;  she  locked  up  and  smiled.  Hesitation  formed 
no  part  of  Mr.  AlfMI  Jingle's  character.  He  laid  his 
finger  on  his  lips  mjBterioasly,  walked  in,  and  dbsed  the 
door 

<<  Miss  Wardle,**  said  Mr.  tHngle,  with  affected  earnest- 
ness,  ^  fbrgive  intrusion  —  short  acquaintance  —  no  time 
for  ceremony  —  all  discovered." 

^  Sir  I "  said  the  sjHnster  annl^  rather  astonished  by 
the  unexpected  apparition  and  somewhat  doubtfld  of  Mr. 
Jingle's  sanity. 

^Hush!"  said  Mr.  tHngle,  in  a  stage  whisper;  — 
^kige  boy — dumpling  hce  —  round  eyes — rascal!* 
Here  he  shook  his  head  expressivdyy  and  the  spinster 
aont  tnmbled  with  agitation. 

^  I  presume  you  allude  to  Joseph, sir ?**  said  the  lady, 
making  an  effiNrt  ta  appear  composed. 

^Tes,  ma'am — damn  that  Joe!  —  treacherous  do^ 
Joe — told  the  old  lady — iM  lady  furious  —  wfld  — 
ravings* arbor — Tupman  —  kissing  and  hugging  — all 
that  sort  of  thing -^  eh,  ma'am  —  eh?" 

^  Mr.  ^ngle,"  said  the  spinster  aunt^  ^  2f  you  come 
here,  sir,  to  insult  me  " 

^  Not  at  all — by  no  means,"  replied  the  unabashed 
Mr.  Jingle;  —  ^overheard  the  tale — came  to  warn  you 
of  your  danger — tender  my  services — prevent  the 
hubbub.  Nevermind — think  it  an  insult  —  leave  the 
room  "  —  and  he  turned,  as  if  to  carry  the  threat  into 
execution. 

*^  What  shall  I  do  I "  said  the  poor  spinster,  burslbig 
into  tear».    **  My  brother  will  be  furious  I " 

^  Of  course  lie  will,"  said  Mr.  Jingle  pausing  — ^  out- 
rageous." 
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*  Oh  Mr.  Jingle,  what  can  I  say  I "  exckumdd  the 
8pinster  aimt,  ib  another  flood  of  deq>air. 

**  Say  he  4i*eamt  it,"  replied  Mr.  Jingle,  coolly. 

A  ray  of  eomfort  darted  across  the  mind  of  the  spin* 
ster  aunt  at  this  suggestion.  Mr.  Jingle  peroeired  it, 
and  followed  up  his  advantage. 

^'  Pooh,  pooh !  —  nothing  more  easy  —  hlackgoard  hoy 
—  lovely  wonuux  —  fat  hoy  hcursewhipped  —  yon  be- 
liered  —  end  of  the  matter  —  all  comfortable.'' 

Whether  the  probability  of  escaping  from  the  oonse* 
quences  of  this  ill-timed  discovery  was  delightful  to  the 
spinstei^s  feelings,  or  whether  the  hearing  herself  de- 
scribed as  a  '*  lovely  woman  "  soflened  the  asperity  of 
her  grief,  we  know  not  She  blushed  sli^tly,  and  oast 
a  gratefol  look  on  Mr.  Jingle. 

That  insinuating  gentleman  sighed  deeply,  fixed  his 
eyes  on  Uie  spinster  aunt's  &ce  for  a  couple  of  minutes, 
started  melodramatically,  and  then  suddenly  withdrew 
them. 

**  Tou  seem  unhappy,  Mr.  Jingle,"  said  the  lady,  in  a 
plaintive  v<nce.  "  May  I  show  my  gratitude  for  your 
iund  interference,  by  inquiring  into  the  cause,  with  a 
view,  if  possible,  to  its  removal  ?  " 

^  Ha  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jin^e,  with  another  start*— 
**  removal !  remove  m^  unhappiness,  and  your  love  be- 
stowed upon  a  man  who  is  insensible  to  the  blessing — 
who  even  now  contemplates  a  design  upon  the  affections 
of  the  niece  of  the  creature  who  —  but  no ;  he  is  my 
friend;  I  will  not  expose  his  vices.  Miss  Wardle-^ 
farewell  I "  At  the  conclusion  of  this  address,  the  most 
consecutive  he  was  ever  known  to  utter,  Mr.  Jingle  ap 
plied  to  his  eyes  the  remnant  of  a  handkerchief  before 
^loticed,  and  turned  towards  the  door. 
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**  Stay,  Mr.  Jingle ! "  said  the  spinster  aunt  emphad- 
callj.  ^  You  have  made  an  allusion  to  Mr.  Tupman  — 
explain  it." 

<*  Never ! "  exclaimed  Jingle,  with  a  professional  (i.e. 
theatrical)  air.  "  Never  1"  and,  by  way  of  showing  that 
he  had  no  desire  to  be  questioned  further,  he  drew  a 
chair  close  to  that  of  the  spinster  aunt  and  sat  down. 

^  Mr.  Jingle,"  said  the  aunt,  ^I  entreat — I  implore 
you,  if  there  is  any  dreadful  mystery  connected  with  Mr. 
Tupman,  reveal  it." 

^  Can  I,"  said  Mr.  Jingle,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  aunf  s 
fape — "  Can  I  see  —  lovely  creature  — r  sacrificed  at  the 
shrine  —  heartless  avarice  I "  He  appeared  to  be  strug- 
gling with  various  conflicting  emotions  for  a  few  seconds, 
and  then  said  in  a  low  deep  voice  — 

**  Tupman  only  wants  your  money." 

**  The  wretch  I  **  exclaimed  the  spinster,  with  energetie 
indignation.  (Mr.  tHngle's  doubts  were  resolved.  She 
had  money.) 

.  **  More  than  that,"  said  Jingle  —  "  loves  another." 

**  Another ! "  ejaculated  the  spinster.    ♦*  Who  ?  " 

**  Short  girl  —  black  eyes  —  niece  Emily." 

There  was  a  pause. 

Now,  if  there  were  one  individual  in  the  whole  world, 
of  whom  the  spinster  aunt  entertained  a  mortal  and 
deeply-rooted  jealousy,  it  was  this  identical  niece.  The 
color  rushed  over  her  &ce  and  neck,  and  she  tossed  her 
head  in  silence  with  an  air  of  ineffable  contempt.  At 
last,  biting  her  thin  lips,  and  bridling  up,  she  said,  — 

« It  can't  be.    I  won't  believe  it" 

«*  Watch  'em,"  s^d  Jmgle, 

« I  win,"  said  the  aunt 

«  Watch  his  looks." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  HCKWICK  CLUB.  169 

"IwilL" 

^  His  whispers.'* 

^^IwilL" 

<<  He'U  sit  next  her  at  table.* 

"  Let  him." 

«  He'U  flatter  her." 

*•  Let  him." 

^  He'll  pay  her  every  possible  attention." 

«  Let  him." 

«  And  he'll  cut  you." 

^Cutf?M/"  screamed  the  spinster  aunt  ''JKcutnM;— « 
wiUhe  I "  and  she  trembled  with  rage  and  disappointment 

"  You  will  convince  yourself?"  said  Jingle.  * 

"IwiU." 

"  You'll  show  your  spirit?  " 

**Iwill." 

^  You'll  not  have  him  afterwards  ?  " 

«  Never." 

*^  Youll  take  somebody  else  ?  ** 

-*Yes." 

«  You  shall" 

Mr.  Jingle  fell  on  his  knees,  remained  thereupon  for 
ftve  minutes  thereafter :  and  rose  the  accepted  lover  of 
the  spinster  aunt :  conditionally  upon  Tupman's  peijury 
being  nuu^t^  dear  and  manifest 

The  burden  of  proof  lay  with  Mr.  Alfred  Jingle ;  and 
he  produced  his  evidence  that  very  day  at  dinner.  The 
spinster  aunt  could  hardly  believe  her  eyes.  Mr.  Tracy 
Tupman  was  established  at  Emily's  side,  ogling,  whisper* 
ing,  and  smiling,  in  opposition  to  Mr.  Snodgrass.  Not  a 
frord,  not  a  look,  not  a  glance,  did  he  bestow  upon  his 
heart's  pride  of  the  evening  before. 

*"  Damn  that  boy ! "  thou^t  old  Mr.  Wardle  to  him- 
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self.  —  He  had  heard  the  story  from  his  mother. 
^  Damn  that  boy  I  He  must  have  been  asleep.  It*8  all 
unagination." 

^  Traitor !  "  thought  the  spinster  aunt.  *^  Dear  Mr. 
Jingle  was  not  deceiving  me.  Ugh  I  how  I  hate  the 
wretch  ! " 

The  following  conversation  may  serve  to  explidn  to 
aar  readers,  this  apparently  unaccountable  alteration  of 
deportment,. on  the  part  of  Mr.  Tracy  Tupman. 

The  time  was  evening ;  the  scene  the  garden.  There 
were  two  figures  i^alking  in  a  side  path ;  one  was  rather 
Bhort  and  stout ;  liie  other  rather  tall  and  slim.  They 
were  Mr.  Tupman  and  Mr.  Jingle.  The  stout  figure 
commenced  the  dialogue. 

«How  did  I  do  it?"  he  inquired. 

^Splendid — capital — couldn't  act  better  myself — 
you  must  repeat  the  part  to-morrow  ^-«  every  evening, 
tin  further  notice." 

*"  Does  Bachael  still  wish  it?" 

^  Of  course  —  she  don't  Hke  it — but  must  be  done  — 
avert  suspicion  —  afraid  of  her  brother — says  there's  no 
help  fbr  it— only  few  dajrs  more — when  M  folks 
blinded  —  crown  your  happiness." 

**  Any  message?" 

'^Love — best  love — kindest  regards -^uni^teraUe 
affection.    Can  I  say  anything  for  you  ?  " 

^  My  dear  fellow,"  replied  the  unsu^idous  Mr.  Tap- 
man,  fervently  grasping  his  ^  fiiend's  "  hand  —  ^  carry 
my  best  love  —  say  how  hard  I  find  il  to  dissemble- 
say  anything  that^s  kind :  but  add  how  sensible  I  am  of 
the  necesdty  of  the  suggestion  she  made  to  me,  througli 
you,  this  morning.  Say  I  applaud  hw  wisdom  and  ad- 
mire her  discretioiu" 
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^  I  win.    Anything  more  ?  ** 

^  Nothing ;  only  add  how  ardently  I  long  for  the  time 
when  I  may  call  her  mine,  and  all  dissimulation  may  be 
unnecessary." 

**  Certainly,  certainly.     Anything  more  ?  " 

"Oh,  my  friend!*  said  poor  Mr.  Tupman,  again 
grasping  the  hand  of  his  companion,  "  receive  my  warm* 
est  thanks  for  your  disinterested  kindness;  and  forgive 
me  if  I  have  ever,  even  in  thought,  done  you  the  injus- 
tice of  supposing  that  you  catdd  stand  in  my  way.  My 
dear  friend  can  I  ever  repay  you  ?  ** 

"Don't  talk  of  it,"  replied  Mr.  Jingle.  He  stopped 
short,  as  if  suddenly  recollecting  something,  and  said,  — 
*  By-the-by  —  can't  spare  ten  pounds,  can  you  ?  —  very 
particular  purpose  —  pay  you  in  three  days." 

"  I  dare  say  I  can,"  replied  Mr.  Tupman,  in  the  ftd- 
ness  of  his  heart    "  Three  days,  you  say  ?  " 

"  Only  three  days  —  all  over  then  —  no  more  difficul- 
ties." 

Mr.  Tupman  counted  the  money  into  his  companion's 
liand,  and  he  dropped  it  piece  by  piece  into  his  pocket, 
as  they  walked  towards  the  house. 

«  Be  careful,"  said  Mr.  Jmgle  —  "  not  a  look." 

"  Not  a  wink,"  said  Mr.  Tupman. 

«  Not  a  syllable." 

"  Not  a  whisper." 

"  All  your  attentions  to  the  niece  — •  rather  rude,  than 
odierwise,  to  the  aunt — only  way  of  deceiving  the  old 
ones." 

"  m  take  care,"  said  Mr.  Tupman,  aloud. 

"  And  jPll  take  care,"  said  Mr.  Jingle  internally ;  and 
they  entered  the  house. 

The  scene  of  that  afternoon  was  repeated  that  even- 
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ing,  and  on  the  three  afUrnoons  and  evenings  next 
ensuing.  On  the  fourth,  the  host  was  in  high  spiritSi 
for  he  had  satisfied  himself  that  there  was  no  ground  for 
the  chai^ge  against  Mr.  Tupman.  So  was  Mr.  Tupman, 
for  Mr.  Jingle  had  told  him  that  his  affair  would  soon 
be  brought  to  a  crisis.  So  was  Mr.  Pickwick,  for  he 
was  seldom  otherwise.  So  was  not  Mr.  Snodgrass,  for 
he  had  grown  jealous  of  Mr.  Tupman.  So  was  the  old 
lady,  for  she  had  been  winning  at  whist.  So  were  Mr. 
Jingle  and  IMQss  Wardle,  for  reasons  of  sufficient  impor- 
tance in  this  eventful  history,  to  be  narrated  in  another 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  DL 

A  DI8C0TERT  AND   A   CHA8B. 

The  supper  was  ready  laid,  the  chairs  were  drawn 
nmnd  the  table,  bottles,  jugs,  and  glasses  w^te  arranged 
upon  the  sideboard,  and  everything  betokened  the  ap- 
proach of  the  most  oonviTial  period  in  the  whole  four^ 
and-twenty  hours. 

«  Where's  Rachael ?-  said  Mr.  Wai^e. 

**  Aye,  and  Jingle  ?"  added  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Dear  me,**  said  the  host,  « I  wonder  I  haven't  missed 
him  before.  Why,  I  don't  think  Pve  heard  his  voice  for 
two  hours  at  least    Emily,  my  dear,  ring  the  belL" 

The  bell  was  rung,  and  the  fiit  boy  appeared. 

«  Where's  Miss  Rachael  ?  "    He  couldn't  say. 

«  Where's  Mr.  Jingle,  then  ?  *     He  didn't  know. 

Everybody  looked  surprised.  It  was  late  —  past 
eleven  o'clock.  Mr.  Tupman  laughed  in  his  sleeve. 
They  were  loitering  somewhere,  talking  about  kirn* 
Ha,  ha!  capital  notion  that — flinny. 

"Never  mind,"  said  Wardle,  after  a  short  pause, 
"theyTl  turn  up  presently,  I  dare  say.  I  never  wait 
supper  for  anybochf ." 

<<  Excellent  rule,  that,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  «admi- 
rable." 

^  Pray,  ait  down,"  said  the  host 
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^  Certainljy"  said  Mr.  Pickwick :  and  down  they  sat 

There  was  a  gigantic  round  of  cold  beef  on  the  table, 
and  Mr.  Pickwick  was  supplied  with  a  plentiful  portion 
of  it.  He  had  raised  his  fork  to  his  lips,  and  was  on  the 
▼ery  point  of  opening  his  mouth  for  the  reception  of  a 
piece  of  beef,  when  the  hum  of  many  voices  suddenly 
arose  in  the  kitchen.  Hie  paused,  and  laid  down  his 
fork.  Mr.  Wardle  paused  too,  and  insensibly  released 
his  hold  of  the  canrii^g-knife,  which  remained  inserted 
m  the  beef.  He  looked  at  Mr.  Pickwick.  Mr.  Pick- 
wick  }ooked  at  him. 

Heavy  footsteps  were  heard  in  the  passage ;  the  par^ 
lor-door  was  suddenly  burst  open ;  and  the  man  who  had 
cleaned  Mr.  Picki|n<^'s  boots  on  Im  first  arrival,  rushed 
into  the  room,  followed  by  the  fat  boy,  and  all  the  do- 
mestics. 

<<  What  th^  devil'-s  the  meaning  of  this?"  exclaimed 
the  host 

**  The  kitchen  chimney  aVt  a^fire,  is  it^  Emma  ?  **  in* 
quired  the. old  lady. 

**  Lor  grandma !  No,**  spreamed  both  the  young  la- 
dies. 

<<What'8  the  matter?**  roared  the  master  of  the 
house. 

The  man  gasped  for  breath,  and  iaintly  ^aoulated  — 

•*  They  ha'  gone,  Mas'r !  —  gone  ri^t  clean  off,  sir ! " 
(At  this  juncture,  Mr.  Tupman  waa  observed  to  lay  down 
his  knife  and  fork,  and  to  turn  very  pale.) 
•      "  Who's  gone  ?  "  said  Mr.  Wardle,  fiercely. 

^  Mus'r  Jingle  and  Miss  Rachael,  in  a  po'-chay,  from 
Blue  Lion,  Muggleton.  I  was  there;  but  I  couldn't 
stop  'em;  so  I  run  off  to  tell  'ee." 

"  I  paid  his  expenses  1 "  said  Mr,  TupfniMci,  jiunping 
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up  frantiQallj.  **  He's  got  ten  pounds  of  mine! —  atop 
him !  —  he's  swindled  me  ^I  won't  bear  it !  —  Til  have 
justicj^  Pickwick  I  —  I  won't  stand  it  I "  and  with  sun- 
dry incoherent  exclamations  of  the  like  nature,  the 
unhappy  gentleman  spun  round  and  round  the  ^art* 
ment,  in  a  transport  of  frenzj. 

"  Lord  preserve  us  I"  ejaculafted  Mr.  Pickwick,  eying 
the  extraordinary  gestures  of  his  friend  with  terrified 
surprise.    ^He's  gone  mad!    What  shall  we  do!" 

"  Do ! "  said  the  stout  old  host,  who  regarded  only  the 
last  words  of  the  sentence.  ^  Put  the  horse  in  the  gig ! 
m  get  a  chaise  at  tSe  Lion,  and  follow  'em  instantly. 
W^re  "  —  he  exclaimedi  as  the  man  ran  out  to  execute 
the  commission  —  **  Where's  that  villain,  Joe  ?  " 

^  Here  I  am ;  but  I  ha'n't  a  willin,"  replied  a  voice. 
It  was  the  fat  boy's. 

*^  Let  me  g^t^at  lum,  Pickwick ! "  cried  Wardle,  as  he 
ruslied  at  the  ill-starred  youth.  ^  He  was  bribed  by  thai 
scoundrel,  Jingle,  to  put  me  on  a  wrong  scent,  by  telling 
a  cQck«and-a-bull  story  of  my  sister  and  your  friend  Tup- 
man  ! "  (Here  Mr.  Tupman  sunk  into  a  chair.)  **  Let 
me  get  at  him ! " 

^ Don't  let  him!"  screamed  all  the  women,  above 
whose  exclamations,  the  blubbering  of  the  fat  boy,  was 
distinctly  andible. 

**  I  won't  be  held !"  cried  the  old  man.  " Mr.  Winlle, 
take  your  hands  off  I    Mr.  Pickwick,  let  me  go,  sir  ! " 

It  was  a  beautiful  sight,  in  that  moment  of  turmoil 
and  confusion,  to  behold  the  placid  and  philosophical 
expression  of  Mr.  Pickwick's  face,  albeit  somewhat 
flushed  with  exertion,  as  he  stood  with  his  arms  firmly 
clasped  round  the  extensive  waist  of  their  corpulent  host, 
thus  restraining  the  impetuosity  of  his  passion,  while  the 
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fat  hoj  was  scratdbied,  and  pulled,  and  pushed  from  the 
room  by  all  the  females  conpregated  therein.  He  had 
no  sooner  released  his  hold,  than  the  man  entered  to 
announce  that  the  gig  was  readj. 

^ Don't  let  him  go  alone!"  screamed  the  females. 
«He'U  kill  somebody  l** 

**  111  go  with  him,"  smd  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"You're  a  good  fellow,  Pickwick,"  said  the  host, 
gprasping  his  hand.  "  Emma,  give  Mr.  Pickwick  a  shawl 
to  tie  round  his  neck  —  make  haste.  Look  after  your 
grandmother,  giris;  she  has  faint^  away.  Now  then, 
are  you  ready?" 

Mr.  Pickwick's  mouth  and  chin,  having  been  hastily 
enveloped  in  a  large  shawl :  his  hat  having  been  put  on 
his  head,  and  his  great-coat  thrown  over  his  arm,  he  re- 
plied in  the  affirmative. 

They  jumped  into  the  gig.  "  Give  her,  her  head, 
Tom,"  cried  the  host ;  and  away  they  went,  down  the 
narrow  lanes:  jolting  in  and  out  of  the  cart-ruts,  and 
bumping  up  against  the  hedges  on  either  side,  as  if  they 
would  go  to  pieces  every  moment 

"How  much  are  they  ahead?"  shouted  Wardle,  as 
they  drove  up  to  the  door  of  the  Blue  Lion,  round  which 
a  little  crowd  had  collected,  late  as  it  was. 

"Not  a]x>ve  thr^  quarters  of  an  hour,"  was  every- 
body's reply. 

"  Chaise  and  four  directly  I  —  out  with  'em  I  Put  up 
the  ^g  afterwards." 

"  Now,  boys ! "  cried  the  landlord  —  "  chaise  and  four 
out  —  make  haste  —  look  alive  there  1 " 

Away  ran  the  hostlers,  and  the  boys.  The  lanterns 
glimmered,  as  the  men  ran  to  and  fh) ;  the  horses'  hoo& 
clattered  on  the  uneven  paving  oi  the  yard ;  the  chaise 
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rumbled  as  it  was  drawn  out  of  the  coach-house ;  and 
a]^  was  noise  and  bustle. 

^  Now  then  I  —  is  that  chaise  coming  out  to-night  ?  ^ 
cried  Wardle, 

^  Coming  down  the  jard  now,  sir,^  replied  the  hostler. 

Out  came  the  chaise  —  in  went  the  horses  — •  oo 
sprung  the  bojs  —  in  got  the  travellers. 

^Mind  —  the  seven-mile  stage  in  less  than  half  an 
hour!"  shouted  Wardle. 

"Off  with  you  I" 

The  bojs  applied  whip  and  spur,  the  waiters  shouted, 
the  hostlers  cheered,  and  awaj  thej  went,  fast  and  furi- 
ously. 

"Pretty  situation,**  thought  Mr.  Pickwick,  when  he 
had  had  a  moment's  time  for  reflection.  "  Pretty  situa- 
tion &r  the  Greneral  Chairman  of  the  Pickwick  Club. 
Damp  chaise  —  strange  horses  —  fifteen  miles  an  hour 
—  and  twelve  o'clock  at  night  I  ** 

For  the  first  three  or  four  miles,  not  a  word  was 
spoken  by  either  of  the  gentlemen,  each  being  too  much 
immersed  in  his  own  reflections,  to  address  any  observa- 
ti<ms  to  his  companion.  When  they  had  gone  over  that 
much  ground,  however,  and  the  horses  getting  thoroughly 
warmed  began  to  do  their  work  in  really  good  style, 
Mr.  Pickwick  became  too  much  exhilarated  with  the 
rapidiQr  of  ,the  motion,  to  remain  any  longer  perfectly 
mute. 

"  We're  sure  to  catch  them,  I  think,**  said  he. 

"  Hope  so^"  replied  his  companion. 

"  Fine  night,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  up  at  the 
moon,  which  was  shining  brightly. 

"  So  much  the  worse,"  returned  Wardle ;  "  for  they'll 
have  had  all  the  advantage  of  the  moonlight  to  get  the 
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Btart  of  us,  and  we  shall  lose  it  It  will  have  gone  down 
in  another  hour."  * 

^  It  will  be  rather  unpleasant  going  at  this  rate  in  the 
dark,  won't  it  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  I  dare  say  it  will,"  replied  hb  friend  dryly. 

Mr.  Pickwick's  temporary  excitement  began  to  sober 
down  a  little,  as  he  reflected  upon  the  inconveniences  and 
dangers  of  the  expedition  in  which  he  had  so  thought- 
lessly embarked.  He  was  roused  by  a  loud  shouting  of 
the  post-boy  on  the  leader. 

**  Yo  —  yo — yo  —  yo  —  yoe,"  went  the  first  boy. 

**  To  —  yo  —  yo  —  yofe  ! "  went  the  second. 

**  Yo  —  yo  —  yo  —  yoe !  ^  chimed  in  old  Wardle  him- 
self, most  lustily,  with  his  head  and  half  his  body  out  of 
the  coach-window. 

"  Yo  —  yo  —  yo  —  yoe  I  *  shouted  Mr.  Pickwidc,  tak- 
ing up  the  burden  of  the  cry,  though  he  had  not  the 
slightest  notion  of  its  meaning  or  object  And  amidst 
the  yo  —  yoing  of  the  whole  four,  the  chaise  stopped. 

"  Whafs  the  matter?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwidt. 

"There's  a  gate  here,"  replied  old  Wardle.  « We 
shall  hear  something  of  the  ^gitives." 

After  a  lapse  of  five  minutes,  consumed  in  incessant 
knocking  and  shouting,  an  old  man  in  his  shirt  and  trou- 
sers emerged  from  the  turnpike-house,  and  opened  the 
gate. 

*<How  long  is  it  since  a  post-chaise  went  through 
here  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Waidle- 

«Howk)ng?" 

"Ah!" 

"  Why,  I  don't  rightly  know.  It  wom't  a  long  time 
ago,  nor  it  wom't  a  t»hort  time  ago — just  between  the 
two,  perhaps.** 
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'  Haa  anj  chaise  been  by  at  all  ?  " 
♦  *•  Oh  yes,  there's  been  a  chay  by.* 

*^  How  long  ago,  my  friend,**  interposed  Mr.  Rckwick, 
"anhour?** 

^Ahy  I  dare  say  it  might  be,**  replied  the  man. 

^Or  two  hours?"  inquired  the  po0t4>oy  on  the 
wheeler. 

^  Well,  I  shoaMnH  wonder  if  it  was,*  retamed  the  old 
man  doubtfully. 

^ Drive  on,  boys,"  cried  the  testy  old  gentleman: 
''don't  waste  any  more  time  with  that  old  idiot!" 

^  Idiot ! "  exclaimed  the  old  man  with  a  grin,  as  he 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  road  with  the  gate  half-closed, 
watching  the  chaise  which  rapidly  diminished  in  the  in- 
creasing distance.  ^No — not  much  o'  that  either ;  youVe 
lost  ten  minutes  here,  and  gone  away  as  wise  as  you 
came  arter  all  If  every  man  on  the  line  as  has  a  guinea 
give  him  earns  it  half  as  well,  you  won't  catch  t'other 
chay  thie  side  Mich'lmas,  old  short  and  fat"  And  with 
another  prolonged  grin,  the  old  man  closed  ^e  gate,  re- 
entered his  house,  and  bolted  the  door  after  him. 

Meanwhile  the  cbanse  proceeded,  without  any  slacken-* 
iag  of  pace,  towards  Hhe  conclusion  of  the  stage.  The 
moon,  as  Wardle  had  foretold,  was  rapidly  on  the  wane ; 
large  tiers  c^  dark  heavy  douds  which  hand  been  gradu- 
fdly  overspreading  the  sky  for  some  time  pa»t,  now 
formed  one  hlaxk  mass  overhead ;  and  large  drops  of 
-lain  wbidi  pattered  every  now  and  then  against  the  win- 
iowB  of  the  chaise,  seemed  to  warn  the  travellers  of  the 
rapid  approach  of  a  stormy  night  The  wind,  too,  which 
was  directly  against  them,  swept  in  furious  gusts  down 
the  narrow  nMd,  and  howled  dismally  througli  the  trees 
which  skirted  the  pathway.     Mr.  Pickwick  drew  his 
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coat  closer  about  him,  coiled  himself  more  snugly  up 
into  the  corner  of  the  chaise,  and  fell  into  a  sound  sleep, 
from  which  he  was  only  awakened  by  the  stopping  of  the 
vehicle,  the  sound  of  the  hostler's  bell,  and  a  loud  cry  of 
"  Horses  on  directly ! " 

But  here  another  delay  occurred.  The  boys  weie 
sleeping  with  such  mysterious  soundness,  that  it  took  five 
minutes  apiece  to  wake  them.  The  hostler  had  some- 
how or  other  mislaid  the  key  of  the  stable,  and  even 
when  that  was  found,  two  sleepy  helpers  put  the  wrong 
harness  on  the  wrong  horses,  and  the  whole  process  of 
harnessing  had  to  be  gone  through  afresh.  Had  Mr. 
Pickwick  been  alone,  these  multiplied  obstacles  would 
have  completely  put  an  end  to  the  pursuit  at  once,  but 
old  Wardle  was  not  to  be  so  easily  daunted ;  and  he  laid 
about  him  with  such  hearty  good-will,  cuffing  this  man, 
and  pushmg  that ;  strapping  a  buckle  here,  and  taking  in 
a  link  there,  that  the  chaise  was  ready  in  a  much  shorter 
time  than  could  reasonably  have  been  expected,  under  so 
many  difficulties. 

They  resumed  their  journey ;  and  certainly  the  pros- 
pect before  them  was  by  no  means  encouragmg.  The 
stage  was  fifteen  miles  long,  the  «ni^t  was  dark,  the 
wind  high,  and  the  ram  pouring  in  torrents.  It  was  im- 
possible to  make  any  great  way  against  such  obstacles 
miited :  it  was  hard  upon  one  o'ddek  already ;  and  near- 
ly two  hours  were  consumed  in  getting  to  the  end  of  the 
stage.  Here,  however,  an  object  presented  itself,  whidi 
rddndled  their  hopes,  and  reanimate  their  drooping 
spirits. 

^  When  did  this  chaise  come  in  ? "  cried  old  Wardle^ 
leaping  out  of  his  own  vehicle,  and  pointing  to  one  got. 
ered  with  wet  mud,  which  was' standing  in  the  yard* 
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**  Not  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago,  sir ;  *  replied  the  hos- 
tler, to  whom  the  question  was  addressed. 

^Ladj  and  gentleman?*  inquired  Wardle,  almoft 
breathless  with  impatience. 

«  Yes,  sir." 

^Tall  gentleman — dress  ooat  —  kmg  legs -*  thin 
body?" 

«Yes,8ir.'* 

**  Elderly  lady —  thin  face  —  rather  skmny  —  eh  ?  • 

«  Yes,  sir." 

"By  Heavens,  it's  the  couple,  Pickwick,*  exclaimed 
the  old  gentleman. 

**  Would  have  been  here  before,"  said  the  hostler,  **  but 
they  broke  a  trace." 

<"  It  is  I "  said  Wardle,  <<  it  is,  by  Jove !  Chaise  and 
four  instantly  I  We  shall  catch  them  yet,  before  they 
reach  the  next  stage.  A  guinea  apiece,  bojv  —  be  alive 
there — bustle  about — there's  good  fellows." 

And  with  such  admonitions  as  these,  the  old  gentle- 
man ran  up  and  down  the  yard,  and  bustled  to  and  fino, 
in  a  state  of  excitement  which  communicated  itself  to 
Mr.  Pickwick  also ;  and  under  the  influence  of  which, 
that  gentleman  got  himself  into  complicated  entangle- 
ments with  harness,  and  mixed  up  with  horses  and 
wheels  of  chaises,  in  the  most  surprising  manner,  firm- 
ly believing  that  by  so  doing,  he  was  materially  forward- 
ing the  preparations  fbr  their  resuming  their  jour- 
ney. 

^  Jmnp  in  — jump  in  1 "  cried  old  Wardle,  climbing 
into  the  chaise,  pulling  up  the  steps,  and  slamming  the 
door  afler  him.  ^  Come  along !  Make  haste ! "  And 
before  Mr.  Pickwick  knew  precisely  what  he  was  about, 
he  felt  himself  forced  in  at  the  other  door,  by  one  pull 
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from  the  old  gentleman,  and  one  push  from  the  hostler 
and  off  they  were  again. 

^Ali!  we  am  moving  now/'  said  the  old  gentleman 
exultingly.  Thej  were  indeed,  as  was  sufficiently  testi- 
fied to  Mr.  Pickwick,  by  his  constant  collisions  dither 
with  the  hard  wood-work  of  the  chaise,  or  the  body  of  Ida 
companion. 

"  Hold  up  I "  said  the  stout  old  Mr.  Wardle,  as  Mr, 
Pickwick  dived  head  foremost  into  his  capacious  waistcoat. 

^  I  never  did  feel  such  a  jolting  in  my  life,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

^  Never  mind,"  replied  his  companion,  ^  it'll  soon  be 
over.    Steady,  steady.^ 

Mr.  Pickwick  planted  himself  into  his  own  comer,  as 
irmly  as  he  could ;  and  on  whirled  the  chaise  faster  than 
ever. 

They  had  travelled  in  this  way  about  three  miles, 
when  Mr.  Wardle,  who  had  been  looking  out  of  the  win- 
dow for  two  or  three  minutes,  suddenly  drew  in  his  face, 
covered  with  splashes,  and  exclaimed,  in  breathless 
eagerness — 

"  Here  they  are  I " 

Mr.  Pickwick  throst  his  head  out  of  his  window. 
Tes ;  there  was  a  chmse  and  four,  a  short  distance  be- 
fore them,  dashing  along  at  full  gallop. 

<^  Go  on,  go  on,**  ahnost  shrieked  the  old  gentleman. 
*<  Two  guineas  apiece,  boys — don't  let  'em  gain  on  us— 
keep  it  up  —  keep  it  up.'* 

The  horses  in  the  first  chaise  started  on  at  their  utmost 
speed ;  and  Ihose  in  Mr.  Wardle's  galloped  fiurlously  be- 
hind them. 

^  I  see  his  head,"  exclaimed  the  choleric  old  man* 
'*  Damme,  I  see  his  head." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THT.  PfCKWlOi:  CI.OB.  I^ 

'« So  do  I,"  mid  Mr.  Pic^wiek,  <«  tlMt's  ^^ 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  not  mietakeii.  1^  countenance 
of  Mr.  Jingle,  completely  coated  with  the  mud  thrown 
ap  by  the  wheels,  was  plainiT'  discernible  at  the  window 
of  his  chaise ;  and  the  motion  of  his  arm,  which  he  was 
waring  Tblentlj  towards  the  postilions,  denoted  tiiat  he 
was  encouraging  them  to  increased  exertion. 

The  interest  waa  intense.  Fields,  trees,  and  hedgos 
seemed  to  rush  past  them  with  the  velodtj  of  a  whirl- 
wind, so  raf»d  was  the  pace  at  which  thej  tore  along. 
They  were  dose  by  the  side  of  the  first  chaise.  Jingle's 
voice  could  be  plainly  heard,  even  above  the  din  of  the 
wheels,  urging  on  the  boys.  Old  Mr.  Wardle  foamed 
with  rage  and  excitement  He  roared  out  scoundrels 
and  villains  by  the  doaen,  clenched  his  fist  and  shook  it 
expressively  at  the  object  of  his  indignation ;  but  Mr 
tangle  only  answered  wMi  a  oontemptuous  nnile,  and 
replied  to  his  menaces  by  a  shout  of  triumph,  as  h!» 
horses,  answering  the  increased  application  of  whip  and 
spur,  broke  into  a  &ster  gsdiop,  and  left  the  pursuers 
behind. 

Mr.  Pickwick  had  just  drawn  in  hb  head,  and  Mr. 
Wardle,  exhausted  with  shouting,  had  done  the  same, 
when  a  tremendous  joH  threw  them  forward  against  the 
front  of  the  vehicle.  There  was  a  sudden  bump  —  a 
loud  crash  —  away  rolled  a  wheel,  and  over  went  thcj 
chaise. 

After  a  veiy  few  seconds  of  bewilderment  and  coufu- 
riion,  in  which  nodiing  b^t  the  plunging  of  horses,  and 
breaking  of  glass,  could  be  made  out,  Mr.  Pickwick  felt 
himself  violently  pulled  out  from  among  the  ruins  of  the 
7haise ;  and  as  soon  as  he  had  gained  his  fset,  extricated 
nis  head  from  the  skirts  of  hk  great-coat  which  materi- 
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ally  impeded  the  oaefiiliieaB  of  his  spectacles^  the  full  di»> 
aster  of  the  case  met  his  yiew. 

Old  Mr.  Wardle  without  a  hat,  and  his  clothes  torn 
in  several  places,  stood  hj  his  side,  and  the  fragments 
of  the  chaise  lay  scattered  at  their  feet  The  post^wjs, 
who  had  succeeded  in  catting  the  traces,  were  standing, 
disfigured  with  mud,  and  disordered  by  hard  riding,  bj 
tlie  horses'  heads.  About  a  hundred  yards  in  advance 
was  the  other  chaise,  which  had  pulled  up  on  hearing 
the  crash.  The  postilions,  each  with  a  broad  grin  con- 
vulsing his  countenance,  were  viewing  the  adverse  party 
from  their  saddles,  and  Mr.  Jingle  was  contemplating 
the  wreck  from  the  coach-window,  with  evident  satis- 
faction. The  day  was  just  breaking  and  the  whole 
scene  was  rendered  perfectly  visible  by  the  gray  light 
of  the  morning. 

'^  Hallo  I"  shouted  the  shameless  Jingle,  ^  anybody 
damaged? — elderly  gentlemen  —  no  light  weights-— 
dangerous  work  —  very.** 

"You're  a  rascal!"  roared  WaitUe. 

"  Ha !  ha ! "  replied  Jingle ;  and  then  he  added,  with 
a  knowing  wink,  and  a  jerk  of  the  thumb  towards  the 
interior  of  the  chaise  —  "I  say  —  she's  very  well  — 
desires  her  compliments  —  begs  you  won't  trouble  your- 
self—  love  to  ^ppsf  —  won't  you  get  up  behind?  — 
drive  on  boys." 

The  postilions  resumed  their  proper  attitudes,  and 
away  rattled  the  chaise,  Mr.  Jingle  fluttering  in  derision 
a  whito  handkerchief  from  the  coach-window. 

Nothing  in  the  whole  adventure,  not  even  the  upset, 
had  disturbed  the  calm  and  equable  current  of  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's temper.  The  viUany  however,  which  could  first 
borrow  money  of  his  faithful  follower,  and  then  abbre* 
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viate  his  name  to  '^Tuppj,'*  was  more  than  he  could 
patiently  bear.  He  drew  his  breath  hard,  and  colored 
up  to  the  very  dps  of  his  spectacles,  as  he  said,  slowlj 
and  emphatically  — 

''If  e^er  I  meet  that  man  again,  PU"  — 

**  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Wardle,  "  that's  all  very  well : 
but  while  we  stand  talking  here,  theyll  get  their  license, 
and  be  married  in  London.** 

Mr.  Pickwick  paused,  bottled  up  his  vengeance,  and 
corked  it  down. 

''How  far  is  it  to  the  next  stage?"  inquired  Mr. 
Wardle,  of  one  of  the  boys. 

«  Six  mile,  a'n*t  it,  Tom  ?" 

**  Rayther  better." 

*  Rayther  better  nor  six  mile,  sir." 

"  Can't  be  helped,"  said  Wardle,  "we  must  walk  it, 
Pickwick." 

*  No  help  for  it,"  replied  that  truly  great  man. 

So  sending  forward  one  of  the  boys  on  horseback,  to 
procure  a  fresh  chaise  and  horses,  and  leaving  the  other 
behind  to  take  care  of  the  broken .  one,  Mr.  Pickwick 
and  Mr.  Wardle  set  manfully  forward  on  the  walk,  first 
tying  their  shawls  round  their  necks,  and  slouching  down 
thdr  hats  to  escape  as  much  as  possible  fix>m  the  deluge 
of  nun,  which  after  a  slight  cessation,  had  again  begun 
Id  poor  heavily  down. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

OLBABING  DP  ALL  DOUBTS  (iF  ANT  EXISTED)  Off 
THE  DISINTERESTEDNESS  OF  MR.  JINQLE'S  CHARAO- 
TEB. 

There  are  in  London, several  old  inns,  once  the  head- 
quarters of  celebrated  coaches  in  the  days  when  coaches  • 
performed  their  journeys  in  a  graver  and  more  solemn 
manner  than  thej  do  in  these  times ;  but  which  have 
now  degenerated  into  little  more  than  the  abiding  and 
booking  places  of  country  wagons.  The  reader  would 
look  in  vain  for  any  of  these  ancient  hostelries,  among 
the  Golden  Crosses  and  Bull  and  Mouths,  which  rear 
their  stately  fronts  in  the  improved  streets  of  liondon. 
If  he  would  light  upon  any  of  these  old  places^  he  must 
direct  his  steps  to  the  obscurer  quarters  of  the  town ; 
and  there  in  some  secluded  nooks  he  will  find  several^ 
still  standing  with  a  kind  of  glooi^y  sturdiness,  amidst 
the  modem  innovations  which  surround  them. 

In  the  Borough  especially,  there  still  remain  some 
half-dozen  old  inns,  which  have  preserved  their  external 
features  unchanged,  and  which  have  escaped  alike  the 
rage  for  public  improvement,  and  the  encroachments  of 
private  speculation.  Great,  rambling,  queer,  old  places 
they  are,  with  galleries,  and  passages,  and  staircases, 
mde  enough,  and  antiquated  enough,  to  furnish  materials 
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for  a  hundred  ghost  stories,  sapposing  we  should  ever  be 
reduced  to  the  lamentable  necessity  of  mventing  any, 
and  that  the  world  should  exist  long  enough  to  exhaust 
the  innumerable  veracious  legends  connected  with  old 
London  Bridge,  and  its  adyacent  neighborhood  on  the 
Surrey  side. 

It  was  in  the  yard  of  one  of  these  inns  —  of  no  less 
celebrated  a  one  than  the  White  Hart  —  that  a  man  was 
busily  employed  in  brushing  the  dirt  off  a  pair  of  boots, 
early  on  the  morning  succeeding  the  events  narrated  in 
the  last  chapter.  He  was  habited  in  a  coarse  striped 
waistcoat,  with  black  calico  sleeves,  and  blue  glass  but- 
tons :  drab  breeches  and  leggings.  A  bright  red  hand- 
-kerehief  was  wound  in  a  very  loose  and  unstudied  style 
roimd  his  neck,  and  an  old  white  hat  was  carelessly 
thrown  on  one  side  of  his  head.  There  were  two  rows 
of  boots  before  him,  one  cleaned,  and  the  other  dirty, 
and  at  every  addition  he  made  to  the  clean  row,  he 
paused  from  his  work,  and  contemplated  its  results  with 
evident  satisfaction. 

The  yard  presented  none  of  that  bustle  and  activity 
which  are  the  usual  characteristics  of  a  large  coach  inn. 
Three  or  four  lumbering  wagons,  each  with  a  pile  of 
goods  beneath  its  ample  caiiopy,  about  the  height  of  the 
second-floor  window  of  an  ordinary  house,  were  stowed 
away  beneath  a  lofly  roof  which  extended  over  one  end 
of  the  yard ;  and  another,  which  was  probably  to  com* 
mence  its  journey  that  morning,  was  drawn  out  into  the 
open  space.  A  double  tier  of  bedroom  galleries,  with 
old  clumsy  balustrades,  ran  round  two  sides  of  the  strag- 
gling area,  and  a  double  row  of  bells  to  correspond,  shel- 
tered from  the  weather  by  a  little  sloping  roof,  hung 
wer  the  door  leading  to  the  bar  and  cofiee-room.    Two 
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or  three  gigs  and  chaise-carts  were  wheeled  up  under 
different  little  sheds  and  penthouses ;  and  the  occasional 
he&vj  tread  of  a  cart-horse,  or  rattling  of  a  chain  at  the 
&rther  end  of  the  yard,  announced  to  anybody  who  cared 
about  the  matter,  that  the  stable  lay  in  that  direction. 
When  we  add  that  a  few  boys  in  smock-frocks  were  ly- 
ing asleep  on  heavy  packages,  woolpacks,  and  other  arti- 
cles that  were  scattered  about  on  heaps  of  straw,  we  hare 
described,  as  fully  as  need  be,  the  general  appearance  of 
the  yard  of  the  White  Hart  Inn,  High  Street,  Borough, 
on  the  particular  morning  in  question. 

A  loud  ringing  of  one  of  the  bells  was  followed  by  the 
appearance  of  a  smart  chambermaid  in  the  upper  sleep- 
ing gallery,  who,  after  tapping  at  one  of  the  doors,  and 
receiving  a  request  fix)m  within,  called  over  the  balus- 
trades: 

"Sam!" 

^  Hallo,"  replied  the  man  with  the  white  hat 

"  Number  twenty-two  wants  his  boots." 

"  Ask  number  twenty-two,  wether  he'll  have  'em  now, 
or  wait  till  he  gets  *em,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Come,  don't  be  a  fool,  Sam,"  said  the  girl,  coaxingly, 
**  the  gentleman  wants  his  boots  directly." 

"Well,  you  are  a  nice  young  'ooman  for  a  musical 
party,  you  are,"  said  the  boot-cleaner.  "  Look  at  these 
here  boots  —  eleven  pair  o'  boots;  and  one  shoe  as 
blongs  to  number  six,  with  the  wooden  leg.  The 
eleven  boots  is  to  be  called  at  half-past  eight  and  the 
shoe  at  nine.  Who's  number  twenty-two,  that's  to  put 
all  the  others  out  ?  No,  no ;  regular  rotation,  as  Jack 
Ketch  said,  wen  he  tied  the  men  up.  Sorry  to  keep  you 
a  waitin',  sir,  but  Til  attend  to  you  directly." 

Saying  which,  the  man  in  the  white  hat  set  to  work 
ipon  a  top-boot  with  increased  assiduity. 
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There  was  another  kmd  ring ;  and  the  hostling  old  land- 
lady of  the  White  Hart  made  her  appearance  in  the  op- 
posite gallery. 

*^  Saniy"  cried  the  landlady,  ^  where's  that  lazy,  idle  — 
why  Sam  —  oh,  there  you  are;  why  don't  you  an- 
swer ?" 

^  Wouldn't  be  geo-teel  to  answer,  till  you'd  done  talk< 
ing,"  replied  Sam,  gruffly. 

^  Here,  clean  them  shoes  for  number  seventeen  direct 
ly,  and  take  'em  to  private  sitting-room,  number  five,  first 
floor." 

The  landlady  flung  a  pair  of  lady's  shoes  into  the  yard, 
and  bustled  away. 

^  Number  five,"  said  Sam,  as  he  picked  up  the  shoes^ 
and  taking  a  piece  of  chalk  from  his  pocket,  made  a 
memorandum  of  their  destination  on  the  soles — ^  Lady's 
shoes  and  private  sittm'-rooml  I  suppose  she  didn't 
eome  in  the  waggin." 

*^  She  came  in  early  this  morning,"  cried  the  girl, 
who  was  still  leaning  over  .the  railing  of  the  gallery, 
'*  with  a  gentleman  in  a  hackney  coach,  and  it's  him  as 
wants  his  boots,  and  you'd  better  do  'em,  that's  all 
about  if* 

^  Vy  didn't  you  say  so  before,"  said  Sam,  with  greal 
indignation,  sii^ling  out  the  boots  in  question  from  the 
heap  before  him.  ^  For  all  I  know'd,  he  vas  one  o'  the 
regular  three-pennies.  Private  room !  and  a  lady  too ! 
If  he's  anything  of  a  genlm'n,  he's  vorth  a  shillin'  a  day, 
let  alone  the  arrands." 

Stimulated  by  this  inspiring  reflection,  Mr.  Samuol 
Inrushed  away  with  such  hearty  good-will,  that  in  a  few 
fflinntes  the  boots  and  shoes,  with  a  polish  which  would 
have  stmdL  envy  to  the  soul  of  the  amiable  Mr.  Warren, 
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(for  ifaey  used  Daj  and  Mardii  ttt  the  White  Haot)  had 
aiTiVed  at  the  door  of  namber  five. 

^  Come  in/'  said  a  man's  voice,  in  reply  to  Sam's  rap 
at  the  door. 

Sam  made  hia  best  bow,  and  stepped  into  the  presence 
of  a  ladj  and  gentleman  seated  at  breakfast  Hariiig 
offlciottsly  deposited  the  gentleman'^  boots  right  and  left 
at  his  feet,  and  the  lad/s  shoes  right  and  left  at  hers,  ho 
backed  towards  tlie  door. 

*^  Boots,"  said  the  gentleman. 

^  Sir,**  said  Sam,  closing  the  door,  and  keeping  hu 
hand  on  the  knob  of  the  lock. 

**  Do  you  know  —  what's  a-name  —  Dooton'  Com- 
mons ?  " 

«  Yes,  sir." 

^  Where  is  it?" 

**  Panl's  Chofch-yard,  sir;  low  archway  on  the  car- 
riage-side, bookseller's  at  one  comer,  hot-el  on  the  other, 
and  two  portiers  in  the  middle  as  toots  ibr  Hcenses." 

^  Touts  for  licenses ! "  said  the  gentleman. 

** Touts  for  licenses,"  replied  Sara.  "Two  coves  in 
vhite  aprons  *—  touches  their  hats  wen  you  walk  in  -^ 
*  License,  sir,  license  ? '  Queer  sort,  them,  and  their 
mas'rs  too,  sir  —  Old  Baily  Proctors  —  and  no  mistake." 

"  What  do  they  do  ?  "  inquired  the  gentleman. 

"  Do !  ToUy  sir !  That  a'n't  the  wost  on  it,  neither* 
Hiey  puts  things  into  old  gen'lm'n's  heads  as  they  never 
dreiuned  of.  My  father,  sir,  wos  a  coachman.  A  wid- 
ower he  wos,  and  fat  enough  for  anylliing  —  uncommon 
fkt,  to  be  sure.  His  missus  dies,  and  leaves  him  four 
hundred  pound.  Down  he  goes  to  the  Commons,  to  see 
the  lawyer  and  draw  the  blunt — wery  smart  -—  top-boots 
on-^no6^ay  m  his  buttoi^-hole  —  broad*brimmcd  tile 
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-i-green  duiwl  —  quite  the  genlm'n.  Qoes  tfaroai^  Ae 
archTay,  thinking  how  he  should  inwest  the  mooey  -«*up 
comes  the  touter,  touches  his  hat  — '  License,'  sir,  li- 
cense?'—  *Whaf8  that?*  says  my  &ther.  —  'License;, 
sir/  says  he.  — *  What  license?*  says  my  fiither.— 
^Marriage  license,'  says  the  touter.  — '^  Duh  my  veskit,' 
says  my  fiiiher,  <I  never  thought  o'  that/  —  <  I  think  yon 
wants  one,  sir,'  says  the  iouter.  My  fiither  pulls  up,  and 
thinks  a  hit — '  No,'  says  he,  ^  daauae,  I'm  too  old,  b'sides 
Fm  a  many  aises  too  large/  says  he.  — '  Noi  a  bit  on  it, 
sir,'  says  the  touter.  —  *  Think  not? '  says  my  father.  — 
'  I'm  sure  not,'  says  he ;  'we  married  a  genlm'n  twice 
your  size,  last  Monday.'  — '  Did  you,  though  ?'  said  my 
father. — 'To  be  sure,  we  did,'  says  the  touter,  'you're 
a  babby  to  him  —  this  way,  sir  —  this  way  ! '  —  and  sure 
enough  my  &ther  walks  artw  him,  like  a  tame  monkey 
behind  a  horgan,  into  a  little  back  office,  vere  a  feller  sat 
among  dirty  papers  and  tin  boites,  making  believe  he 
was  busy.  '  Pray  take  a  seat,  yile  I  makes  out  the  affi- 
davit, air,'  says  the  lawyer.— -'Thankee,  sir,'  says  o^ 
father,  and  down  he  sat,  and  stared  with  all  his  eyes,  and 
his  mouth  vide  open,  at  the  names  on  the  boxes. — 
'Whafs  your  name,  sir?'  says  the  lawyer.  —  'Tony 
Weller,'  says  my  father. — '  Parish  ? '  says  the  lawyers- 
Belle  Savage,'  says  my  father;  for  he  stopped  there 
wen  he  drove  up,  and  he  know'd  nothing  about  parishes, 
he  didn't.  —  'And  what^s  the  lady's  name?'  says  the 
lawyer.  My  fisither  was  struck  all  of  a  heap.  '  Blessed 
if  I  know,'  says  he.  — '  Not  know  I '  says  the  lawyer.  — 
'  No  more  nor  you  do,'  says  my  father, '  can't  I  put  that 
in  arterwards  ? '  — '  ImpossiUe ! '  says  the  lawyer.  — 
*  Wery  well,'  says  my  father,  after  he'd  Uiought  a  mo- 
ment, 'put  4own  Mrs-  Clarke.'  —  '  What  Clarke?'  says 
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dlekdrj^,  dipfiling  his  pen  ia  the  ink.  -^  *  Sosafi  CSfeffko, 
Markig  o*  Oranby,  Dorkmg/  aays  my  Either;  ^sheW 
have  me,  if  I  ask,  I  des-eaj— ^I  never  said  nothing  to 
her^  but  ^ell  have  me,  I  know/  The  lioente  was  made 
oat,  and  she  did  have  him,  and  whaffs  more  she^s  got  hisa 
now;  a|id  /  n^ver  had  any  of  thefom*  hundred  pomd, 
worse  hick.  -  B^  yoar  pardon,  sir,*^  said  Sam,  when  he 
bad  concluded,  ^hut.  wen  I  gets  on  this  hen  grievance, 
I  runs  bn  like  a  new  banow  vith  the  wheel  greased." 
Having  said  which,  and  having  paused  for  an  instant  to 
see  whether  he  .was  wanted  for  anjtfaing  more,  Sam  left 
the  room. 

**  Half-past  nine-**- just  the  time*—  off  at  once ;  **  said 
the  gentleman,  whom  we  need  hardly  introduce  as  Mr. 
Jin«t1e. 

^Time — for  what?*'  said  the  spinster  aunt,  coquet- 
ttshly. 

*^  License,  dearest  ti  angels  -^  f^ve  notiee  at  the 
church-^  call  yon  mine,  tOHBaorrow,** «— said  Mr.  J^n- 
^e,  and  ha  sqneeaed  die  spinster  auntfs  hand. 

<"  The  lioense!''  said  Bacimel, bhislnng. 

*^  Hie  lieense,"  repeated  Mr.  Jingle  -^ 

**  In  hurry,  post-haste  for  a  Uoenaa. 
Ic  hurry,  aing  dong  I  come  back." 

^  How  yon  run  on,^  said  RachaeL 

^  Run  on  ^—  nothing  to  the  hours,  days,  wedu,  montbe, 
years,  when  we're  united— ^rtm  on  —  tke/U  fly  on  — 
bolt — mizzle  —  steam-^engine  —  tfaousand-horte  powCT 
—  nothing  to  it.** 

^  Oan*t — can't  we  be  married  before  to-moi*row  morn- 
mg  ?  "  inquired  BachaeL 

^ImpossiUe  —  cant  be — notice  al  tlie  churdi  — 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  t99 

l^ttve  tk^  Hcense  to-daj — ceremony  ocme  off  to4ior- 
row." 

^  I  am  80  t^rriied,  lest  m j  lirother  should  disoorer 
osr  mid  BachML 

^Didcorer—- Don8eii8e*-*too  rtmcik  shaken  -by  the 
hresk-down  —^besides  — edctreme caution •—  gave  vp  the 
postK^aise  —  wMked  on-— took  a  hadoiey-ccMKih*— -cnoie 
to  the  Borottgh — last  plaee  in  the  world  Hiat  he'd  kiok 
hi;  —  ha  I  ha! — capttid notion  that— ▼erf.'* 

<'  Don't  be  long,"  said  the  spinster,  affectiottately,  as 
Mr.  Jingle  sttu'k  ^  pih^edHip  hat  on  his  head. 

^Long  away  from  yewf — Cmal  eharmer,"  and  Mr. 
Jhigle  skipped  playfhlly  op  to^liie  spinster  aunt,  im- 
printed a  chaste  kiss  upon  her  lips,  uid  danced  oat  of* 
the  room. 

^  Dear  man  I"  said  the  spinater,^  as  die  door  ckwed 
after  him. 

^  Bom  M  girl,"  said-Mr.  Jhigle,  as  he  walked  down 
the  pa.<iMge. 

It  is  pluiiiul  to  reflect  upon  tiie  perfidy  of  our  species ; 
and  we  win  net  thesefore,  porsae  the  thread  of  Mr. 
Jingle*s  meditalions,  as  he  wended  his  way  to  Doctors* 
Commons.  It  will  be  soflldent  for  our  purpose  to  re* 
late,  that  escaping  the  snares  of  die  dragons  in  white 
aprons,  who  gnaid  the  entrance  to  that  enchanted  re* 
gion,  he  reached  the  Vicar  CkneraPs  oflbe  in  safety, 
and  having  procured  a  highly  flattering  address  on 
parehment,  from  the  Ardibishop  of  Canterbury,  to  his 
"^  trusty  and  well-bekyred  Alfred  Jingle  and  Rachael 
Wardle,  greeting,"  he  carefully  deposited  the  mysde 
document  in  hts  pod^et,  aad  retraced  his  steps  in  tri« 
vnph  to  the  Borough. 

He  was  yet  on  his  way  to  the  White  Hart,  when  two 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


W4  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OP 

plamp  getitlemen  and  one  thin  one,  entered  the  jard, 
and  looked  round  in  search  of  some  authorized  person 
of  whom  they  could  make  a  few  inquiries.  Mr.  Sam- 
uel WeUer  happened  to  be  at  that  moment  engaged  ^ 
in  burnishing  a  pair  of  painted  tops,  the  personal  prop- 
erty of  a  farmer,  who  was  refreshing  himself  witli  a 
slight  lunch  of  two  or  three  pounds  of  c^  beef  and 
a  pot. or  two  of  port&r,  after  the  fatigues  of  the  Borough 
market ;  and  to  him  the  thin  gentleman  straightway  ad- 
^unced  — 

^  My  friend,"  said  the  thin  gentleman. 

^You're  one  o*  the  adwice  gratis  order,"  thought  Sam, 
•*.or  you  wouldnU  bei«owery  fond  o'  me  all  at  once.** 
But  he  only  slud  —  «  Well,  sir." 

"  My  friend,"  said  the  thin  gentleman,  with  a  concil- 
il^ry  hem  —  ^Have  you  got  many  people  stopping 
here,  now?     Pretty  busy.     Eh?" 

Sam  stole  a  look  at  the  inquirer.  He  was  a  Ittle 
high-dried  man,  with  a  dark  squeezed-up  face,  and  small 
restless  black  eyes,  that  kept  winking  and  twinkling  on 
each  side  of  his  little  inquisitive  nose,  as  if  they  were 
playing  a  perpetual  game  of  peep4)o  with  that  feature. 
He  was  dresaed  all  in  blad^  with  boots  as  shiny  as  his 
^res,  a  low  white  neckcloth,  and  a  dean  shirt  with  a 
firitt  to  it  A  gokl  wateh-chain,  and  seab,  depended  from 
his  fob*  He  canried  his  hhuck  kid  gfoves  in  his  hands, 
tM  en  them ;  and  as  he  spoke,  thrust  his  wrists  beneath 
tts  coat-tails,  with  the  air  of  a  num  who  was  in  the  habit 
of  propounding  some  regular  posers. 

^ Pretty  busy,  eh?"  said  the  little  man. 

"Oh,  werry  wdl,  sir,"  r^ed  Smb,  **we  shan't  be 
bankruptR,  and  we  shan't  make  our  fortes.  We  eats 
our  biled  muUcn  without  capers,  and  don't  care  lor  horse* 
radish  wen  ve  can  get  beef." 
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^  Ah,"  saad  the  little  man,  ^  joo^re  a  wag,  aVt  joa  ?" 

^My  eldest  brother  was  troubled  with  that  oom- 
plamt,"  said  Sam,  ^ii  may  be  eatohing  —  I  used  to 
deep  with  him." 

^Thisisaeiirioas  old  house  of  jours,"  said  the  litHe 
man,  looking  round  him. 

**  If  ytm'd  sent  word  yon  was  a-cAning,  we^d  ha*  had 
i1  repaired,'*  r^Hed  the  imperturbable  Sam. 

The  little  man  seemed  rather  baiBed  by  these  seventl 
repulses,  and  a  short  consultation  took  place  betwe^ 
bim  and  the  two  plump  gentlemen.  At  its  conclusion 
the  little  man  took  a  pinch  of  snuff  from  an  oblong  stl- 
yer  box,  and  was  apparently  on  the  point  of  renewing 
the  conyersfttion,  when  one  of  the  plump  gentlemen, 
who  in  addition  to  a  beneyolent  oonntenance  possessed 
a  pair  of  spectacles,  and  a  pair  of  black  gaiters,  inter- 
fered— 

^  The  fact  of  the  matter  is,**  said  the  beneyolent  gen- 
tleman, ^that  my  friend  here  •  (pointing  to  the  other 
plump  gentleman),  will  giye  you  half  a  guinea,  if  you'll 
answer  one  or  two  "  — 

*<Nqw,  my  dear  sir  — my  dear  sir,**  said  the  Tittle 
man,  ^  pray  allow  me  —  my  dear  sir,  the  yery  irst  prin- 
ciple to  be  obsaryed  in  these  cases,  is  this }  if  yon  place 
a  matter  in  the  hands  of  a  professional  roan,  you  must 
in  no  way  interfere  in  the  progress  of  the  business ;  you 
must  repose  implicit  ocmfldence  in  lum.  Realiy,  Mr. 
(he  turned  to  the  other  plump  gentleman,  and  said)  — 
I  forget  your  fiiend's  name." 

^  Pickwick,**  said  Mr.  Wardle,  for  it  was  no  other 
than  that  jolly  parsonage* 

**  Ah,  Pickwick  —  really  Mr.  Pickwick,  my  dear  sir, 
excuse  me  —  I  shall  be  happy  to  receiye  any  private 

y«L.  I.  13 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


196  P08TSUH0U8  PJlPSR8  OP 

^ 

BOggestiocis of  jearSf  as amkutturiiot^ but  jkm  xkuol  see 
the  improprieity^  of  jotxr  interfering  with  my  conduct  in 
this  caae,  with  sueh  an  (fd  eaptondtmi  jurgument,  as  the 
ofiTer  of  half  a  guinea.  Beallj,  mj  dear  sir,  veaUy/ 
and  itie  little  man  todL  an  agigmnmMlkvt  pinch  of  snofl^ 
and  looked  yeiy  profound. 

"^  My^  onlj  wi^h,  MTy"  said Mn.  Piokwid^  ^waa  to  bring 
this  yery  unpleasant  malter  to  as  speedy  a  dose  as  pes* 
siUe." 

^  Quite  right  -^  quite  right,**  said  the  little  man. 

^  With  whidi  yiew^"  ooBtinued  Mn  Piokwiok^  ^  I 
made  use  of  the  argument  which  mj  experience  of 
men  has  taught  me  is  the  most  likely  to  succeed  in  any 
case."     • 

'*  Ay,  ay,"  said  the  little  man,  ^  yery  good,  yeiy  good, 
indeed;  but  you  should  haye  suggested  it  to  nw.  My 
dear  sir,  I'm  quite  certain  you  cannot  be  ignorant  of  the 
extent  of  confidenoe  which  must  be  placed  in  professional 
men.  If  any  authority  can  be  neoeasary  on  snch  a  prnnt, 
my  dear  sir^  1^  me  refer  you  to  the  well-known  case  in 
Barnwell  and  "  — 

^Keyer  mind  Greorge  BamweU,"  iotemipted.  Sam, 
who  had  remained  a  woadering  listener  during  this  short 
colloquy;  '^eyerybody  knows  yhat  sort- of  a  case  his 
was,  tho'  it's  always  been  my  opinion,  mind  you,  that 
the  young  'ooman  deaervod  scragging  a  preeioas  siglu 
more  than  he  did.  Hows'eyer,  that's  neither  here  nor 
there.  You  want  me  toacoept  of  half  a  guinea.  Worry 
well,  I'm  agreeable :  I  can't  say  no  fairer  tlum  that,  oan 
I,  sir  ?  (Mr.  Pickwick  smiled.)  Then  the  next  ques- 
tion is,  what  the  deyil  do  you  want  with  me,  as  the  i 
laid  wen  he  see  the  ghost?" 

">  We  want  to  know  " —  said  Mr.  Wardle. 
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^Kow,  my  dear  sir-— mj  dear  gu*,"  inteiposed  the 
busy  little  man. 

Mr.  Wardle  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  was  silent. 

^We  wani  to  know,''  said  the  little  man  sofenmly; 
^  and  we  ask  the  question  of  you,  in  order  that  we  may 
not  awaken  apprehensions  inside — we  wani  to  know 
who  you've  got  in  this  house,  at  preseoL" 

^  Who  there  is  in  the  house  1 "  said  Sam,  in  whose 
mind  the  inmates  were  always  represented  by  that  par- 
ticular article  of  their  ooatnme,  wluch  came  under  his 
immediate  svperinlendence.  ^  There's  a  wooden  leg  in 
number  aix ;  there's  a  pair  .of  Ebssians  in  thirtecD ; 
there's  two  pair  of  halves  in  the  commercial;  there's 
these  here  pauited  tops  in  Uie  snuggery  inside  the  bar ; 
and  five  more  tops  in  the  coffee-room. 

**•  Nothing  more?  "  said  the  little  man. 

'^  Stop  a  Mt,"  replied  Sam,  suddenly  recolleeting  him- 
self. ^  Yes ;  there's  a  pair  of  Wellingtons  a  good  deal 
worn,  and  a  pair  o'  laA/s  skoes,  in  number  five." 

^  What  sort  of  shoes  ?  "  hastily  mquired  Wardle,  who^ 
together  with  Mr.  Pickwick,  had  been  lost  in  bewilder* 
ment  at  the  singular  oatelogue  of  visitors. 

'^  Country  make,"  replied  Sam. 

**  Any  maker's  name  ?  " 

•Whereof?" 

«  Mnggletoo." 

''It  if  them,"  ezdaimed  Wavdle.  ^By  Heavens, 
we've  found  them." 

*<  HushI"  said  Sam.  *" The  Wellingtons  has  gone  to 
Doctors'  Conhnons." 

*"  No«"  said  the  little  man. 

"  Tea,  tor  a  license." 
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"<  We're  in  time,''  exclaimed  Wardle.  "<  Show  us  the 
room ;  not  a  moment  is  to  be  lost** 

"  Pray,  my  dear  sir,  pray,"  said  the  littie  man ; 
**  caution,  caution.''  He  drew  from  his  pocket  a  red  silk 
purse,  and  looked  yery  hard  at  Sam  as  he  drew  out  a 
sovereign. 

Sam  grinned  expressivdy. 

^  Show  us  into  the  room  at  once,  without  announcing 
us,"  said  the  littie  man,  ^  and  if  s  yours.** 

Sam  threw  the  painted  tops  into  a  comer,  and  led  the 
way  through  a  dark  passage,  and  up  a  wide  staircase. 
He  paused  at  the  end  of  a  second  piassage,  and  held  out 
his  hand. 

^  Here  it  is,"  whispered  the  attorney,  as  he  deposited 
tiie  money  in  the  hand  of  ih&r  guide. 

The  man  stepped  forwaid  for  a  few  paces,  followed  by 
the  two  friends  and  thdr  legal  adviser.  He  stopped  at 
a  door. 

^  Is  this  the  Twmi  ?  "  murmured  the  littie  gentieman. 

Sam  nodded  assent 

Old  Wardle  opened  the  door;  and  die  whole  three 
walked  into  the  room  just  as  Mr.  Jingle,  who  had  that 
moment  returned,  had  produced  the  license  to  the  spin- 
ster aunt 

The  spinster  uttered  a  loud  shriek,  and,  throwing  her- 
self in  a  chair,  covered  her  hce  with  her  hands.  Mr. 
Jingle  crumpled  up  the  license,  and  thrust  it  into  his 
coat-podLct  The  unwelcome  visitors  advanced  into  the 
middle  of  the  room. 

"You  — you  are  a  nice  rascal,  ar'n't  you?"  ex- 
didmed  Wardle,  breathless  with   passion. 

"  My  dear  sir,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  littie  man,  laying 
his  hat  on  the  table.     ^  Pray,  consider  —  pray.     Defa- 
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matiofl  of  character :  action  for  damages.  Calm  your- 
self, my  dear  sir,  pray**  — 

**  How  dare  you  drag  my  sister  fVom  my  house  ?  "  said 
the  old  man. 

"Ay  —  ay  —  very  good,**  said  tl^e  little  gentleman, 
"  you  may  ask  that     How  dare  you,  sir  ? — eh,  sir  ?  " 

"  Who  the  devil  are  you  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jingle,  in  so 
fierce  a  tone,  that  the  little  gentleman  involuntarily  fell 
back  a  step  or  two. 

"Who  is  he,  yoo  scoundrel,"  interposed  Wardle, 
"He's  my  lawyer,  Mr.  Perker,  of  Gray's  Inn.  Per- 
ker,  ril  have  this  fellow  prosecuted  —  indicted  —  FU  — 
rU  —  m  ruin  him.  And  you,"  continued  Mr.  Wardle, 
turning  abruptly  round  to  his  sister,  "  you,  Rachael,  at  a 
time  of  life  when  you  ought  to  know  better,  what  do  you 
mean  by  running  away  with  a  vagabond,  disgracing  your 
family,  and  making  yourself  miserable  ?  Gret  on  your 
bonnet,  and  come  back.  Call  a  hackney-coach  there,  di- 
rectly, and  bring  this  lady's  bill,  d'ye  hear  —  d'ye 
hear?'* 

"  Cert'nly,  sir,"  replied  Sam,  who  had  answered  War- 
die's  violent  ringing  of  the  bell  with  a  degree  of  celerity, 
which  must  have  appeared  marvellous  to  anybody  who 
didn't  know  that  his  eye  had  been  applied  to  the  outside 
of  the  keyhole  during  the  whole  interview. 

"  Get  on  your  bonnet,"  repeated  Wardle. 

"  Do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  Jingle.  "  Leave  the 
room,  sir —  no  business  here  —  lady's  free  to  act  as  she 
pleases  —  more  than  one-and-twenty." 

"  More  than  one-and-twenty ! "  ejaculated  Wardle, 
sontemptuously.     "  More  than  one-and-forty  ! " 

"  I  a'n't,"  sjud  the  spinster  aunt,  her  indignation  get- 
ting the  better  of  her  determination  to  faint 
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«  You  lire,"  replied  Wardle,  **  you're  fi%  if  you're  «o 
hour." 

Here  the  spinster  aunt  ottered  a  loud  shriek,  and  be- 
came senseless. 

'<  A  glass  of  water,"  said  the  humane  Mr.  Pickwick, 
summoning  the  landlady* 

^A  giasi  of  water  I"  said  the  pa8si<»iate  Waidle. 
<'  Bring  a  bucket,  and  throw  it  aU  over  her ;  itll  do  her 
good,  and  she  richly  deserves  it" 

*^  Ugh,  you  brute ! "  ejaculated  the  kind-hearted  land- 
lady. ^  Poor  dear."  And  with  sundry  ejaculations,  of 
^  Ciome  now,  there's  a  dear — drink  a  Httle  of  this  — ifll 
do  you  good — don't  give  way  so — there's  a  love/*  &o^ 
&<Uj  the  landlady,  assisted  by  a  chambemuMd,  proceeded 
to  vinegar  the  forehead,  beat  the  hands,  titillate  the 
nose,  and  unlace  the  stays  of  the  spinster  aunt,  and  to 
administer  such  other  restoratives  as  are  usually  applied 
by  compassionate  females  to  ladies  who  are  endeavoring 
to  ferment  themsdves  into  hysterics. 

^  Coach  is  ready,  sir,"  said  Sam,  appearing  at  the 
door. 

<*  Come  along,"  cried  Wardle,  "PU  carry  her  down- 
stairs." 

At  this  proposition  the  hysterics  came  on  with  re- 
doubled violence. 

The  landlady  was  about  to  enter  a  very  violent  pro- 
test against  this  proceeding,  and  had  already  given  vent 
to  an  indignant  inquiry  whether  Mr.  Wardle  considered 
himself  a  lord  of  the  creation,  when  Mr.  Jingle  inter- 
posed— 

**  Boots,"  said  he,  "  get  me  an  officer." 

"  Stay,  stay,"  said  little  Mr.  Perker.  **  Consider,  sir, 
consider." 
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<^m  not  ooBsMer,"  veiled  Jinfj^  Ashe's  her  own 
ouBtresB— see  who  dares  to  take  her  awaj—*  unless  she 
wishes  it" 

*^I  won't  be  taken  away,"  murmured  the  q)in8ter 
amit.  "^  I  dM't  wish  it*  (Here  thero  was  a  firight- 
fiil  rdapse.) 

^  Mj  dear  sir,"  said  the  little  man,  in  a  low  tone,  tak* 
ing  Mr.  Wardle  aad  Mr.  PSdcwick  apart:  ^'My  dear 
iiri  we're  in  a  very  awkward  skoallQik  It's  a  distress* 
ing  ease— very ;  I  serer  knew  one  more  so ;  but  reaUy, 
my  dear  sir,  really  we  hare  no  |>ower  to  oontiol  this 
lady's  actions.  I  warned  you  before  we  eame,  my  dear 
sir,  that  there  was  nothing  to  look  to  but  a  oompromise." 

There  was  a  short  pause. 

^  What  kind  of  oompromise  W9uld  you  recommend  ?  " 
inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Why,  my  dear  sir,  ottt*  firiead's  in  an  unpleasant  po- 
skion  —  yery  much  so.  We  must  be  content  to  suffer 
some  pecuniary  losa." 

^I'U  suffer  any,  rather  than  submit  to  this  disgrace, 
and  let  her,  Ibol  as  she  is,  be  made  miserable  for  fife," 
said  Wardle. 

<"!  rather  think  it  can  be  done,"  said  thebustUng  Httle 
man*  ^  Mr.  Jingle,  will  you  step  with  us  into  the  next 
room  for  a  moment  ?  " 

Mr.  Jingle  assented^  and  the  quartette  walked  into  an 
empty  i^fMurtment 

^Now  sur,**  said  the  little  man,  as  he  careftiUy  closed 
the  door,  **  is  there  no  way  of  accommodating  this  mat- 
ter—  step  this  way  sir,  for  a  moment— ^ into  this  win- 
dow, sir,  where  we  can  be  alone  ^— there,  sir,  there, 
pray  ait  down,  air.  Now,  my  dear  sir,  between  you 
ind  L  we  know  very  well,  my  dear  sir,  that  you  have 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


.202  POSTEUMOOS  PAPRBS  OF 

ran  off  ^ith  diis  lad^  fbr  the  sake  of  her  monej.  Don*t 
frown,  sir,  don't  frown ;  I  saj,  between  jou  and  I,  «m 
know  it  We  are  both  men  of  the  world,  and  we  know 
very  well  that  our  friends  here  are  not  —  eh  ?  " 

Mr.  Jin^e's  fiiee  gradually  relaxed,  and  something 
distantly  resembling  a  wink,  quivered  for  an  instant  iii 
his  left  eye* 

^  Very  good,  very  good,"  said  the  little  man,  observ^ 
ing  the  impression  he  had  made.  ^  Now  the  fact  is,  that 
beyond  a  few  hundreds,  the  lady  has  little  or  nothing  till 
the  death  of  her  mother  —  fine  old  lady,  my  dear  sir." 

^  0^"  said  Mr.  Jingle,  briefly  but  ^nphadcally. 

^Why,  yes,**  said  the  attorney  with  a  slight  cough. 
^  You  are  right,  my  dear  sir,  she  is  rather  old.  She 
comes  of  an  old  fiunpy  though,  my  dear  sir;  old  in 
every  sense  of  the  word.  The  founder  of  that  family 
came  into  Kent,  when  Julius  Casar  invaded  Britain ;  — 
only  one  member  of  it,  since,  who  hasn't  lived  to  eigfa^- 
five,  and  he  was  beheaded  by  one  of  the  Henrjrs.  The 
old  lady  is  not  seventy-three  now,  my  dear  sir."  The 
little  man  paused,  and  took  a  pinch  of  snuff. 

"Well,"  cried  Mr.  Jing:le. 

**  Well,  my  dear  sir—  you  don't  take  snuff?  —  ah !  so 
much  the  better  —  expensive  habit  —  well,  my  dear  sir, 
you're  a  fine  young  man,  man  of  the  world— al^  to 
push  your  fortune,  if  you  had  capital,  eh  ?  " 

**  Well,"  said  Mr.  Jingle  again. 

**  Do  you  comprehend  me  ?  " 

«  Not  quite." 

**  Don't  you  think  —  now,  my  dear  sir,  I  put  it  to  yon, 
dtm*t  you  think  —  that  fifty  pounds  and  liberty,  would 
be  better  than  Miss  Wardle  and  expectation  ?  " 

<"  Won't  do — not  half  enough  I"  said  Mr. -Jingle  rifv 
ing. 
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**  Nay,  m^,  my  dear  atev"  TMaonstntted  the  little  attor- 
ney, seixing  him  by  the  button.  ^  Good  round  sum  — a 
man  like  you  could  treble  k  in  no  time  —  great  deal  to 
be  done  with  fifty  pounds,  my  dear  air,'* 

^  Kore  to  be  done  with  a  hundred  and  fifty^"  replied 
Mr.  Jingle  coolly. 

^WeU,  my  dear  lir,  we  won't  waste  time  splitting 
atraws,"  resumed  theiUttle  man,  **say*— say --^sev- 
enty.'' 

"^  Won't  do,"  said  Mr.  Jingle. 

^  Don't  go  away,  my  dear  sir  -—  pray  don't  hurry,"  said 
the  little  man«  ^Eighty ;  come  :  Fll  write  you  a  check 
at  once." 

<<  Won't  do,"  said  Mr.  Jmgle. 

^  Well,  my  dear  sir,  well,"  said  the  little  man,  still  de 
taining  him ;  ^  just  tell  me  what  wiU  do." 

^Expenatve  affiur,"  said  Mr.  Jii^^le.  ^Money  out  of 
pocket  —  posting,  nine  pounds;  license,  three — that's 
twelve — compensation,  a  hundred — hundred  and  twelre 
—  breach  of  honor —and  fees  ai  the  lady  "  — » 

^  Yes,  my  dear  sir,  yes,"  said  the  little  man,  with  a 
knowing  hck,  ''never  mind  the  last  two  items.  That's  a 
hundred  and  twelve  —  say  a  hundred  —  comie." 

^  And  twenty,"  said  Mr.  Jingle. 

^  Come,  come,  Fll  write  you  a  check,"  said  the  little 
man ;  and  down  he  sat  at  die  table  for  that  pmrpoee. 

^  rU  make  it  payable  the  day  after  to-morrow,"  said 
the  little  man,  with  a  look  towards  Mr.  Wardle ;  ^  and 
we  ctti  get  die  lady  away,  meanwhile."  Mr.  Wardle 
•nUenly  nodded  assent 

"^  A  hundred,"  said  the  little  man. 

^  And  twenty,"  said  Mr.  Jin^e. 

<*My  dear  sir,"  remonstrated  the  little  man. 
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"<  Give  it  Mm,"  interposed  Mr.  Wardle,  <«  and  let  him 

go- 

The  dieck  was  written  by  the  little  gentleman,  and 
pocketed  bj  Mr.  Jingle. 

"^Now,  leave  thifl  boose  instantly l"  said  Wardle, 
starting  up. 

«<Mj  dear  sir,"  nrged  the  litde  man. 

«  And  mind,**  said  Mr.  WaitHe,  <^thiit  nothing  sboald 
have  induced  me  to  make  this  compromise  —  not  even 
a  regard  for  mj  family  —  if  I  had  not  known,  that  the 
moment  you  got  any  money  in  that  poeket  of  yours, 
you'd  go  to  the  devU  &8t«r,  if  possible,  than  yon  would 
without  it"  — 

^  My  dear  sir,"  urged  the  liitle  man  agam. 

^Be  quiet,  Perker,"  resumed  Waidk.  ^  Leave  the 
room,  sir." 

''Off  direcdy,"  said  die  unabashed  Jingle.  ''Bye, 
bye,  Pickwick." 

J£  any  di^assionate  spectator  coold  have  beheld  the 
countenance  of  the  illustrious  man,  whose  name  forms 
the  leadmg  feature  of  the  title  of  this  work,  during  the 
latter  part  of  this  conversation,  he  would  have  been  al- 
most induced  to  wonder  that  the  indignant  fire  which 
flashed  finom  his  eyes,  did  not  melt  the  glasses  bf  his 
spectacles — so  miotic  was  his  wrath.  His  nostrils 
dilated,  and  his  fists  debched  iavcduntarily,  as  he  heard 
him^lf  addressed  by  the  vilkiuK  But  he  restrained  hira-> 
sdf  again -^  be  did  iu4  pulverise  him. 

^  Here,"  continued  the  hardened  traitor,  tossing  the 
license  at  Mr.  Pickwick's  feet;  ''get  the  naaie  altered— 
take  home  the  lady  —  do  for  Tuppy." 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  a  philosopher,  but  philosophers  are 
only  men  in  armor,  after  alL    The  shaft  had  reached 
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turn,  penetrated  tfarpugh  his  philosoplucal  harneas  to  his 
very  heart  In  the  frenzy  of  hia  rage,  he  hnrled  the 
inkstand  madly  forward,  and  followed  it  up  himself. 
But  Mr.  Jingle  had  disappeared,  and  he  found  himself 
canght  in  the  arms  of  Sam. 

"  Hallo,"  said  that  eccentric  functionary,  "  fumiter's 
cheap  were  you  come  from,  sir.  Self-acting  ink,  that 
'ere ;  it's  wrote  your  mark  upon  the  wall,  old  genlm'n. 
Hold  st^  sir  t  wot^s  the  use  o'  mnnin'  arter  a  man  as 
has  made  his  ku^y,  and  got  to  toother  end  of  the  Bor- 
ough by  this  time? " 

Mr.  Pickwick's  mind,  like  those  of  all  truly  great 
men,  was  open  to  conviction.  He  was  a  quick  and  pow- 
erful reasoner;  and  a  moment's  reflection  suffered  to 
remind  fa^  of  the  iittpoteaoy  of  his  rage*  It  subsided  as 
quickly  as  it  had  been  loined.  He  panted  for  breath, 
and  looked  beoignandy  found  upon  his  fHends. 

Shall  we  tell  the  hunentations  that  ensued,  when  Miss 
Yardle  found  herself  deserted  by  the  faithless  Jingle? 
Shall  we  extract  Mr.  Pickwick's  masterly  description 
of  that  heart-rending  scene?  His  note-book,  blotted 
with  tkkO  tears  of  sympatkiiii^  hwnanity,  lies  open  be- 
fore us ;  one  wlord,  and  it  is  in  the  printer^s  hands.  But, 
no  I  we  win  be  resolute !  We  will  not  wring  the  piibfic 
bosom  with  the  deHneafion  of  such  suffering  1 

l^wly  and  sacOy  did  the  two  friends  and  the  deserted 
lady  return  next  day  in  the  Muggleton  heavy  coach. 
Dimly  and  darkly  had  the  sombre  shadows  of  a  sum- 
mer's nig^t  ^dlen  upon  all  around,  when  they  again 
reached  Dii^ley  Ddi,  and  stood  within  the  entrance  to 
Manor  Farm. 
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CHAPTER  XL 
onroLyiNO  anothbb  joubnet,  akd   an   ahtiqita* 

RIAM  DISCOYEBT.     BBOORDINO  MB.  PIOKWICK'S  DB« 
TEBMINATION    TO    BB    PBE8BNT    AT   AN    ELBOTION  | 

amd    oontainimg   a   maimsobipt   of   thb    old 
clebgtman's. 

A  NiOBT  of  quiet  and  wspoae  in  Che  proftund  sOenoe 
of  Dioglej  Dell,  and  an  hoards  breaihing  of  its  fresh 
and  fragrant  air  on  the  ensnmg  morning,  completely 
recovered  Mr.  Pickwick  from  the  effects  of  his  late 
fatigue  of  body  and  anxiety  of  mind.  That  illustnons 
man  had  been  separated  from  his  friends  and  fbllowers 
for  two  whole  days ;  and  it  was  with  a  d^ree  of  pleas- 
ure and  delight,  which  no  common  imaginadon  can  ad* 
equately  conceive,  that  he  stepped  forwaid  to  greet  Mr. 
Wiidde  and  Mn  Snodgrass,  as  he  encountered  those 
gentlemen  on  his  return  from  his  early  walk.  The 
pleasure  was  mutual ;  fbr  who  could  ever  gaste  on  Mr. 
Pickwick's  beaming  face  without  experiencing  the  sen- 
sation ?  But  still  a  cloud  seemed  to  hang  orer  his  com- 
panions which  that  great  man  could  not  but  be  sensible 
of,  and  was  wholly  at  a  loss  to  account  for.  Thel«  was  a 
mysterious  air  about  them  both,  as  unusual  as  it  wan 
alarming. 

^  And  how,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  when  he  had  grasped 
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Ub  iblkmen  bj  the  hatid,  and  exchanged  warm  saluta- 
tions of  welcome  ;  **  how  is  Tapman  ?  " 

Mr.  Winkle,  to  whom  the  question  was  more  pecnl* 

tarlj  addressed,  made  no  reply.    He  turned  away  his 

bead,  and  appeared  absorbed  in  melancholy  reflection. 

**  Snodgrass,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  earnestly,  "  How  is 

our  friend  —  he  is  not  ill  ?" 

^  No,"  replied  Mr.  Snodgrass ;  and  a  tear  trembled 
on  his  sentimental  eyelid,  like  a  rain-drop  on  a  window - 
frame.    "  No ;  he  is  not  ill." 

Mr.  Pickwick  stopped,  and  gazed  on  each  of  his  friends 
in  turn. 

"  Winkle  —  Snodgrass,"  sfdd  Mr.  Pickwick :  "  what 
does  this  mean?  Where  is  our  friend  ?  What  has  hap- 
pened? Speak — I  conjure,  I  entreat — nay,  I  command 
you,  speak." 

There  was  a  solemnity — a  dignity — in  Mr.  Pickwick's 
manner,  no*  to  be  withstood. 

**  He  is  gone,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass. 
**  Gk)ne ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  «  Gone ! " 
**  Gk)ne,"  repeated  Mr.  Snodgrass. 
"  Where  ?  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Pickwick. 
'^We  can  only  guess  from  that  communication,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Snodgrass,  taking  a  letter  from  his  pocket,  and 
placing  it  in  his  friend's  hand.     "Yesterday  morning, 
when  a  letter  was  received  from  Mr.  Wardle,  stating 
that  you  would  be  home  with  his  sister  at  night,  the 
melancholy  which  had  hung  over  our  friend  during  the 
whole  of  the  previous  day,  was  observed  to  increase. 
He  shortly  aflerwards    disappeared;    he  was   missing 
during  the  whole  day,  and  in  the  evening  this  letter 
was  brought  by  the  hostler  from  the  Crown,  at  Muggle* 
ton.    It  had  been  lad  in  his  charge  in  the  morning, 
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with  a  strict  injunction  ihkt  it  should  not  be  delivered 
until  night** 

Mr.  Pickwid^  opened  the  epistle.  It  was  in  his  friend's 
handwriting,  and  these  were  its  contents :  — 

«Mt  dear  Pickwick, 

^  You,  mjr  dear  friend,  are  placed  &r  beyond  the 
reach  of  many  mortal  frailties  and  weaknesses  which 
ordinary  people  cannot  overcome.  You  do  not  know 
what  it  is,  at  one  blow,  to  be  deserted  by  a  lovely  and 
fascinating  creature,  and  to  fall  a  victim  to  the  arti- 
fices of  a  villain,  who  hid  the  grin  ci  cunning  beneath 
the  mask  of  friendship.     I  hope  you  never  may. 

*^  Any  letter,  addressed  to  me  at  the  Leather  Bottle, 
Cobhamiy  Kent,  will  be  forwarded  —  supposing  I  still 
exist.  I  hasten  from  the  sight  of  that  world,  whidi 
has  become  odious  to  me.  Should  I  hasten  from  it  al- 
together, pity  —  forgive  me.  Life,  my  dear  Pickwicky 
has  become  insupportable  to  met  The  spirit  which  bums 
within  us,  is  a  porter's  knot,  on  which  to  rest  (he  heavy 
load  of  worldly  cares  and  troubles ;  and  when  that  spirit 
fiiilfl  us,  the  burden  is  too  heavy  to  be  borne.  We  sink 
beneath  it.    You  may  tell  Rachael  —  Ah,  that  name !  -— 

"Tract  Tupman.** 

**  We  must  leave  this  place,  directly,**  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, as  he  refolded  the  note.  •  It  wouM  not  have  been 
decent  for  us  to  remain  here,  under  any  circumstances, 
after  what  has  happened ;  and  now  we  are  bound  to  fol- 
low in  search  of  our  friend.**  And  so  saying,  he  led  the 
way  to  the  house. 

His  intention  was  rapidly  communicated.    The  en- 
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treaties  to  remain  were  presaiiigt  bat  Mr.  Pickwick  wm 
iaflexibie.  Busiiiess,  he  laidy  required  his  ioimediaAe 
astendance. 

Hm  old  clergymaii  was  present. 

^Tou  are  not  really  going?"  said  he,  taking  Mr* 
Pickwick  aside. 

Mr.  I^dtwick  reiterated  his  fonn^r  determination. 

^llien  here,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  ^ is  a  little  mail" 
ttscript,  which  I  had  hoped  to  have  the  pleasure  of  read- 
ing to  700  myself.  I  foond  it  on  the  death  of  a  friend  of 
mine  —  a  medical  man,  engaged  in  onr  Goanty  Lunatic 
Asylum — among  a  variety  of  papers,  which  I  had  the 
option  of  destroying  or  preserving,  as  I  thought  proper. 
I  can  hardly  believe  that  the  manuscript  is  genuine, 
thou^  it  certainly  is  not  in  my  friend's  hand.  Howev- 
er, whether  it  be  the  genuine  production  of  a  maniac,  or 
Ibunded  upon  the  ravings  of  soine  unhappy  being,  which 
I  think  more  probable,  read  it,  and  judge  for  yourself." 

Mr.  Pickwick  reoeived  the  manosoripi,  and  parted 
from  the  benevolent  old  gentleoMm  with  many  expres- 
sions of  gDod-wiU  and  esteem. 

It  was  a  more  difficult  task  to  take  leave  of  the  in- 
mates of  Manor  Farm,  frtxn  whom  they  had  received  ao 
much  hospitality  and  kindness.  Mr»  Pickwick  kissed 
the  young  ladies^- we  were  going  to  say,  as  if  they 
were  his  own  dau^ters,  only  as  he  might  possibly  have 
infused  a  Ik^e  m(H:e  warmth  into  the  salutation^  tlie  com- 
parison would  not  be  quite  i^ropHate  —  hu£g;ed  the  old 
lady  with  filial  cordiality :  and  patted  the  ro^  cheeks  of 
the  ^Mttale  servants  in  a  most  patriarchal  manner,  as  he 
flipped  into  the  hands  of  each,  some  more  subs»tantial 
expressions  <^  his  approval  The  exchange  of  cordiali- 
ties with  their  fine  old  host  and  Mr.  Trundle,  were  even 
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moi-e  hearty  and  prolonged;  and  it  was  not  until  Mr. 
Snodgrass  had  been  several  times  called  for,  and  at  last 
emerged  from  a  dark  passage  followed  soon  afler  by  Em- 
ily (whose  bright  eyes  looked  mmsually  dim)  that  the 
three  friends  were  enabled  to  tear  themselves  from  their 
friendly  entertainers.  Many  a  backward  look  £hey  gave 
at  the  Farm,  as  they  walked  slowly  away :  and  many  a 
kiss  did  Mr.  Snodgrass  wall  in  the  air,  in  acknowledge 
ment  of  something  very  like  a  lady's  handkerdiief,  Which 
was  waved  from  one  of  the  upper  windows,  until  a  turn 
of  the  lane  hid  the  old  house  from  their  sight. 

At  Muggleton  they  procured  a  conveyance  to  Bochea- 
ter.  By  the  time  they  reached  the  last-named  place, 
the  violence  of  their  grief  had  sufficiently  abated  to  ad- 
mit of  their  making  a  very  excellent  early  dinner ;  and 
havings  procured  the  necessary  information  relative  to 
the  road,  the  three  friends  set  forward  again  in  the  after- 
noon to  walk  to  Cobham. 

A  delightful  walk  it  was :  for  it  was  a  pleasant  after- 
noon in  June,  and  their  way  lay  through  a  deep  and 
shady  wood,  cooled  by  the  light  wind  which  gently  rus- 
tled the  thick  foliage,  and  enlivened  by  the  songs  of  the 
birds  that  perched  upon*  the  boughs.  The  ivy  and  the 
moss  crept  in  thick  clusters  over  the  old  trejds,  and  the 
wfi  green  turf  overspread  the  ground  like  a  silken  mat. 
Tliey  emerged  upon  an  open  park,  wi&  an  ancient  hall, 
difiplaying  the  quaint  and  picturesque  architecture  of 
Elizabeth's  time.  Long  vistas  of  stately  oaks  and  elm- 
trees  appeared  on  every  side  :  laige  herds  of  deer  were 
cropping  the  fresh  grass ;  and  occasionally  a  startled  hare 
scoured  along  the  ground,  with  the  speed  of  tHe  shad- 
ows thrown  by  the  light  clouds  which  sweep*  across  a 
sunny  landscape  like  a  passing  lM«ath  of  summer. 
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<"  If  this,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  about  him;  <«if 
this  were  the  place  to  which  all  who  are  troubled  with  our 
friend's  complamt  came,  I  (kacy  their  old  attachment  to 
this  world  would  very  soon  return." 

*"  I  think  so  too,**  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

"And  really,"  added  Mr.  Pickwick,  after  half  an  hour's 
walking  had  brou^t  them  to  the  village,  "  really  for  a 
misanthrope's  choice,  this  is  one  of  the  prettiest  and  most 
desirable  places  of  residence,  I  ever  met  with." 

In  this  opinion  also,  both  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mr.  Snod- 
grass  expressed  their  concurrence ;  and  having  been  di- 
rected to  the  Leather  Botde,  a  clean  and  commodious 
village  ale-house,  the  three  travellers  entered,  and  at 
once  inquired  for  a  gentleman  of  die  name  of  Tupman. 

^  Show  the  gentlemen  into  the  parlor,  Tom,"  said  the 
landlady. 

A  stout  country  lad  opened  a  door  at  the  end  of  the 
passage,  and  the  three  fmnds  entered  a  long,  low-roofed 
room,  itimidied  with  a  large  number  of  high-backed 
leather-cushioned  chairs,  of  &ntastic  shapes,  and  embel- 
li^ed  with  a  great  variety  of  old  portraits  and  roughly- 
colored  prints  of  some  antiquity.  At  the  upper  end  c^ 
the  room  was  a  table,  with  a  white  ck>th  upon  it,  well- 
covered  with  a  r6ast  fowl,  bacon,  ale,  and  et  ceteras; 
and  at  the  table  sat  Mr.  Tupman,  looking  as  unlike  a 
man  who  had  taken  his  leave  of  the  world,  as  possible. 

On  the  entrance  of  his  (Hends,  that  gentleman  laid 
ioiwn  his  knife  and  foii^  and  with  a  mournful  air  ad- 
vanced to  meet  them. 

•*I  did  not  expect  to  see  you  here,"  he  said,  as  he 
grasped  Mr.  Pickwick's  hand.    "  It's  very  kind." 

"Ah!"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  sitting  down,  and  wiping 
from  his  forehead  the  perspiration  which  the  walk  had 
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engendered.     ^' Fmisk* your  dinner,  and  walk  out  wit!- 
me.    I  wish  to  speak  to  70a  akme." 

Mr.  Tupman  did  as  he  was  desired ;  and  Mr.  Pick- 
wick having  refreshed  himself  with  a  copious  draught  of 
ale,  waited  his  friend's  leisuiB.  The  dinner  was  quickly 
despatched,  and  the^  walked  out  together. 

For  half  an  hour,  their  forms  mi^t  have  heen  seea 
pacing  the  churdi-*7anl  to  and  fro^  while  Mr.  Pickwick 
was  engaged  in  comhatiag  Us  companion's  resolution* 
Anj  repetition  of  hia  arguments  would  be  useless ;  for 
what  language  could  convey  to  them  diat  eaaergy  and 
force  which  their  great  oiig^aator's  manner  oommoni- 
cated  ?  Whether  Mr.  Tupmao  was  already  tired  of  rd- 
tiremeot,  or  whether  he  was  wholly  unable  to  resist  the 
eloquent  i^peal  which  was  made  to  him,  matters  not,  he 
did  nai  resist  it  at  last 

"  It  mattered  little  to  him,"  he  said,  ^  where  he  dragged 
out  the  miserable  remainder  of  his  days :  and  since  hie 
friend  laid  so  much  stress  upon  hie  humble  companion- 
ship, he  was  willing  to  share  his  adventures." 

Mr.  Pickwick  smiled ;  they  shook  hands ;  and  walked 
back  to  r^oin  their  companicms. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Mr.  Pickwidi  made  that 
immortal  discovery,  which  has  been  the  pride  and  bonst 
of  his  friends,  and  the  envy  of  every  antiquarian  in  thia 
or  any  other  country.  They  had  passed  the  door  of 
their  inn,  and  walked  a  litUe  way  down  the  village,  be* 
fore  they  recollected  the  precise  spot  in  which  it  stood 
As  they  turned  back,  Mr.  Pickwick's  eye  fell  upon  r 
small  broken  stone,  partially  buried  in  the  ground,  ir 
front  of  a  cottage-door.     He  paused. 

'^  This  is  very  strange,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

.^'What  is  strange?"  inquired  Mr.  Tupman,  staring 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  213 

ei^rlj  at  every  object  near  him,  bat  the  right  one. 
''God  bless  me,  what's  the  matter?*^ 

This  last  was  an  ejacaladon  of  irrepressible  astonish* 
ment,  occasioned  by  seeing  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  his  enthusi- 
asm for  discovery,  fall  on  his  knees  before  the  little 
stone,  and  commence  wiping  the  dust  off  it  with  his 
pocket-handkerchief. 

**  There  is  an  inscription  here,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Is  it  posdble  ? ''  said  iftr.  Topman. 

''I  can  discern,''  continued  Mr.  Pickwick,  nibbing 
away  with  all  his  might,  and  gazing  intently  through 
his  spectacles:  ^I  can  discern  a  cross,  and  a  B,  and 
then  a  T.  This  is  important,*  c6ntbued  Mr.  Pickwick, 
starting  up.  "  This  is  some  very  old  inscription,  exist- 
ing perhaps  long  before  the  ancient  alms-houses  in  this 
place.    It  must  not  be  losf 

He  tapped  at  the  cottage-door.  A  laboring  map 
opened  it 

"Do  you  know  hoKt  this  stone  oame  here,  my  friend?* 
inquired  the  benevolent  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  No,  I  doan't,  sir,"  replied  the  man  civilly.  « It  was 
here  long  afore  I  war  b<n*n,  or  any  on  us." 

Mr.  Pickwick  glanced  triumphantly  at  his  compan- 
ion. 

"You — yon  — are  not  particularly  attached  to  it,  I 
dare  say,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  trembling  with  anxiety. 
**  You  wouldn't  mind  selling  it,  now  ?  " 

"  Ah !  but  who'd  buy  it  ?  "  inquired  the  man,  with  an 
expression  of  face  which  he  probably  meant  to  be  very 
cunning. 

"  ril  give  you  ten  shillings  for  it,  at  once,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick,  ^  if  you  would  take  it  up  for  me." 

Hie  astonishment  of  the  village  may  be  easily  imag- 
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tned,  when  (the  little  stone  having  been  raised  with  one 
wrench  of  a  spade)  Mr.  Pickwick,  by  dint  of  great  per- 
sonal exertion,  bore  it  with  his  own  hands  to  the  inn,  and 
after  having  carefully  washed  it,  deposited  it  on  the  table. 
The  exultation  and  joy  of  the  Pickwickians  knew  nc 
bounds  when  their  patience  and  assiduity,  theh*  washir  g 
and  scraping,  were  crowned  with  success.  The  stone 
was  uneven  and  broken,  and  the  letters  were  straggling 
and  irregular,  but  the  following  fragment  of  an  inscrip- 
tion was  clearly  to  be  deciphered : 

+ 

B    I    L    S   T 

U    M 

P    S    H    I 

S.    M. 

ARK 

Mr.  Pickwick's  eyes  sparkled  with  delight,  as  he  sat 
and  gloated  over  the  treasure  he  had  discovered.  He 
had  attained  one  of  the  greatest  objects  <^  his  ambition. 
In  a  county  known  to  abound  in  remuns  of  the  eariy 
ages ;  in  a  village  in  which  there  still  existed  some  me- 
morials of  the  Mea  time,  he  —  he,  the  Chairman  of  the 
Pi<^wick  Club  —  had  discovered  a  strange  and  curious 
inscription  of  unquestionable  antiquity,  which  had  wholly 
escaped  the  observation  of  the  many  learned  men  who 
had  preceded  him.  He  could  hardly  trust  the  evidence 
of  his  senses. 

**  This  —  this,"  said  he,  "  determines  me.  We  return 
to  town  to-morrow." 

**  To-morrow  I "  exclaimed  his  admiring  followers. 

"To-morrow,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  "This  treasure 
mudt  be  at  once  deposited  where  it  am  be  thoroughly 
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Every  one  baa  experieneed  tb«t  disagreeable  state  of 
mind,  in  wbicb  a  sensakioD*  of  bodilj  weariness  in  vain 
contends  against  an  inability  to  sleep.  It  was  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's condition  at  tbis  moment :  be  tossed  first  on  one 
side  and  tben  on  tbe  otber ;  and  perseveringlj  closed  bis 
eyes  as  if  to  coax  himself  to  slumber.  It  was  of  no  vmu 
Whetber  it  was  tbe  unwonted  exertion  be  bad  under- 
gone, or  tbe  beat,  or  tbe  brandy  and  water,  or  tbe  strange 
bed,  —  whatever  it  was,  bis  thoughts  kept  reverting  very 
uncotaftfortably  to  tbe  grim  pictures  down-stairs,  and  the 
old  stories  to  which  they  had  given  rise  in  the  oourse  of 
tbe  evening.  After  half  an  hour's  tumbling  about,  he 
came  to  the  unsatasfaotory  conclusion,  that  it  was  of  no 
use  trjring  to  sleep ;  so  he  got  up  and  partially  dressed 
himself.  Anything,  he  thought,  was  better  than  lying 
there  fkncyii^  all  kinds  of  horrors.  He  looked  out  of 
the  window  —  it  was  very  dark.  He  walked  about  the 
room — it  was  very  lonely. 

He  had  taken  a  few  turns  from  the  door  to  tbe  win- 
dow, and  from  the  window  to  tbe  door,  when  tbe  clergy- 
man's manuscript  for  tbe  first  time  entered  bis  bead.  It 
was  a  good  thought.  If  it  fiuled  to  interest  him,  it  might 
send  him  to  sleep.  He  took  it  from  his  ooatrpocket,  and 
drawing  a  small  table  towards  bis  bedside,  trimmed  tbe 
light,  put  on  his  spectacles,  and  composed  himself  to 
read.  It  was  a  strange  handwriting,  and  the  paper  was 
much  soiled  and  blotted.  The  title  gave  him  a  sudden 
start,  too;  and  be  could  not  avoid  casting  a  wistful  glance 
round  tbe  room.  Reflecting  on  tbe  absurdity  of  giving 
way  to  such  feelings,  however,  he  trimmed  the  light  again, 
and  read  as  folk>ws : 
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▲  MADMAIJI*6  lIANraCBIPT. 

^  Tea !  —  a  madman's  I  How  that  word  would  have 
itruck  lo  my  heart  manj  jearo  ago  I  How  it  woold 
haye  rouaed  the  terror  that  used  to  come  npoa  me  some* 
times;  sending  the  blood  hiseiag  and  tingling  through 
mjr  vebs,  till  the  cold  dew  of  £wr  stood  in  large  drops 
upon  mj  skin,  and  mj  knees  knocked  together  with 
(right  I  I  l&e  it  now,  though.  It's  a  fine  name.  Show 
me  the  monarch  whose  angry  frown  was  ever  feared  like 
the  glape  of  a  madman's  eye — whose  cord  and  axe  were 
ever  half  sosnre  as  a  madman's  gripe.  Ho  1  ho  I  It's  a 
grand  thing  to  be  mad  I  to  be  peeped  at  like  a  wild  lion 
through  the  iron  bars  —  to  gnash  one's  teeth  and  bowl, 
through  the  k>ng  still  night,  to  the  merry  ring  of  a  heavy 
chain  —  and  to  roll  .and  twine  among  the  straw,  trans- 
ported with  such  brave  music  Hurrah  fbr  the  mad- 
house I    Oh,  it^s  a  rare  place  I 

^  I  remember  days  when  I  was  ceroid  of  being  mad ; 
when  I  used  to  start  frcnn  my  sleep,  and  fall  upon  my 
knees,  and  pray  to  be  spared  from  the  curse  of  my  race ; 
When  I  rushed  from  the  sight  of  merriment  or  happiness^ 
to  hide  myself  in  some  lonely  place,  and  spend  the  weary 
hours  in  watching  the  progress  of  the  fever  that  was  to 
consume  my  brain.  I  knew  that  madness  was  mixed  up 
with  my  very  Mood,  and  the  marrow  of  my  bones ;  that 
one  generation  had  passed  away  without  the  pestilence 
appearing  among  them,  and  that  I  was  the  first  in  whom 
it  would  revive.  I  knew  it  must  be  so :  that  so  it  always 
had  been,  and  so  it  ever  would  be :  and  when  I  cowered 
in  some  obscure  comer  of  a  crowded  room,  and  saw  men 
whisper,  and  point,  and  turn  their  eyes  towards  me,  I 
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knew  they  were  telling  each  other  of  the  doomed  mad- 
man ;  and  I  slunk  away  again  to  mope  in  solitude. 

*•  1  did  this  for  years ;  long,  long  years  they  were. 
The  nights  here  are  long  sometimes  —  very  long;  but 
they  are  nothing  to  the  restless  nights,  and  dreadful 
dreams,  I  had  at  that  time.  It  makes  me  cold  to  re« 
member  them.  Large  dusky  forms,  with  sly  and  jeering 
faces,  crouched  in  the  comers  of  the  room,  and  bent  over 
my  bed  at  night,  tempting  me  to  madness.  They  told 
me  in  low  whispers,  that  the  floor  of  the  old  house  in 
wliich  my  father's  father  died  was  stained  with  his  own 
blood,  shed  by  his  own  hand  in  raging  madness.  I  drove 
ray  fingers  into  my  ears,  but  they  screamed  into  my  head 
tiU  the  room  rang  with  it,  that  in  one  generation  before 
him  the  madness  slumbered,  but  that  his  grandfather  had 
lived  for  years  with  his  hands  fettered  to  the  ground,  to 
prevent  his  tearing  himself  to  pieces.  *  I  knew  they  told 
the  truth  —  I  knew  it  well.  I  had  found  it  out  years 
before,  though  they  had  tried  to  keep  it  from  me !  Ha  ! 
ha  I  I  was  too  cunning  for  them,  madman  as  they  thought 
me. 

^At  last  it  came  upon  me,  and  I  wondered  how  I 
could  ever  have  feared  it  I  could  go  into  the  world 
now,  and  laugh  and  shout  with  the  best  among  them^  I 
knew  I  was  mad,  but  they  did  not  even  suspect  it.  How 
I  used  to  hug  myself  with  delight,  when  I  thought  of  the 
fine  trick  I  was  playing  them  after  their  old  pointing  and 
leering,  when  I  was  not  mad,  but  only  dreading  that  I 
might  one  day  become  so  I  And  how  I  used  to  laugh 
for  joy,  when  I  was  alone,  and  thought  how  well  I  kept 
my  secret,  and  how  quickly  my  kind  friends  would  have 
fallen  from  me,  if  they  had  known  the  truth.  I  could 
have  screamed  with  ecstasy  when  I  dined  alone  with 
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some  fine  roaring  fellow,  to  think  Bow  pide  he  would 
have  turned,  and  how  hat  he  would  have  run,  if  he  had 
known  that  the  dear  friend  Who  sat  ckwe  to  him,  sharp* 
ening  a  bright  glittering  knife,  was  a  madman  with  all 
(he  power,  and  half  the  will,  to  plunge  it  in  his  heart. 
Oh,  it  was  a  merry  lifel 

^  Riches  became  mine,  wealth  poured  in  upon  me,  and 
I  rioted  in  pleasures  enhanoed  a  thousand-fold  to  me  by 
the  consciousness  of  my  well-kept  secret  I  inherited 
an  estate.  The  law  —  the  eagle-eyed  law  itself,  had 
been  deceiyed,  and  had  handed  over  disputed  thousands 
to  a  madman's  hands.  Where  was  the  wit  ^  the  sharp- 
•i^hted  men  of  sound  mind?    Where  the  dexterity  of  the 

'*^ers,  eager  to  discover  a  flaw  ?  The  madman's  cun- 
ning had  overreached  them  all. 

**  I  had  money.  How  I  was  courted !  I  spent  it  pro- 
fusely. How  I  was  praised !  How  those  three  proud  over- 
bearing brothers  humbled  themselves  before  me  I  The 
old  white-headed  father,  too  —  such  deference  —  sudi 
respect — sudi  devoted  friendship — why  he  worshipped 
me.  llie  old  man  had  a  daughter,  and  the  young  men 
a  sister ;  and  all  the  five  were  poor.  I  was  rich ;  and 
when  I  married  the  girl,  I  saw  a  smile  of  triumph  play 
upon  the  &oes  of  her  needy  relatives,  as  they  thought  of 
their  well-planned  scheme,  and  their  fine  prize.  It  was 
for  me  to  smile.  To  smile  I  To  laugh  outright,  and 
tear  my  hair,  and  roll  upon  the  ground  with  shrieks  of 
merriment  They  little  thought  they  had  married  her 
to  a  madman. 

^  Stay.  J£  they  had  known  it,  would  they  have  saved 
her  ?  A  sister's  happiness  against  her  husband's  goM. 
The  lightest  feather  I  blow  into  the  air,  against  tlie  gny 
ihain  that  ornaments  my  body  I 
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^  Ib  0ne  tiling  I  was  deoei;red  with  all  my  conning. 
If  I  had  not  been  otiad — lor  tkougli  we  madmen  are 
sharp-witted  enongfa,  we  J^  bewildered  sometimes—* 
I  shooM  hare  known  that  the  giri  would  rather  hare 
been  placed,  stiff  aad  cold  in  a  dall  leaden  coi&n,  than 
borne  an  envied  bride  to  my  rich,  glittering  house.  I 
should  have  known  timt  her  heart  was  with  the  dark- 
led boy  who^  name  I  once  heard  her  breathe  in  her 
troubled  sleep ;  and  that  she  had  been  sacrificed  to  me, 
tio  relieve  the  poverty  of  the  old  white-headed  man,  and 
the  haughty  brothers. 

"  I  don't  remember  forms  or  fiM^es  now,  but  I  know  the 
girl  was  beantifuL  I  knmp  she  was ;  for  in  the  bright 
mponlight  nights,  when  I  start  np  iW>m  my  sleep,  and 
all  is  quiet  about  me,  I  see,  standing  still  and  motionless 
in  one  corner  of  this  cell,  a  slight  and  wasted  figure  with 
loiig  black  hair,  which  streaming  down  her  back,  stirs 
with  no  earthly  wind,  and  eyes  that  fix  their  gaze  on  me, 
and  never  wink  or  cbse.  Hash  I  the  blood  chills  at  my 
h«art  as  I  write  it  down  —  that  form  is  her$  ;  the  fkce  is 
very  pale,  and  the  eyes  are  glassy  briglit ;  but  I  know 
them  welL  That  figure  never  moves ;  it  never  frowns 
and  mouths  as  others  do,  that  fill  this  place  sometimes ; 
bat  it  is  mndi  more  dreadfiil  to  me,  even  than  the  spirits 
that  tempted  me  many  years  ago  —  it  comes  iresh  from 
the  grave ;  and  is  so  very  death-like. 

•«  Fot  nearly  a  year  1  saw  that  face  grow  paler;  for 
nearly  &  year,  I  saw  the  tears  steal  down  the  mournful 
cheeks,  and  never  knew  the  cause.  I  found  it  out  at  last, 
though.  They  could  not  keep  it' from  me  long.  She 
had  never  liked  me  ;  I  had  never  thought  she  did  :  she 
despised  my  wealth,  and  hated  the  splendor  in  which  she 
lived ;  —  I  had  not  expected  that     She  loved  another. 
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Thk  I  had  never  thoB^t  oJT.  Strange  feelings  came 
over  me,  and  thoughts  foroed  upon  me  by  some  secret 
power,  whirled  round  and  round  mj  brain.  I  did  not 
hate  her,  though  I  hated  the  boy  she  stiU  wept  for.  1 
pitied  —  yes,  I  pitied  —  the  wretehed  life  to  which  her 
cold  and  selfish  relations  had  doomed  her.  I  knew  that 
she  could  not  live  long,  but  the  thought  that  before  her 
death  she  might  give  birth  to  some  ill-fated  being,  des* 
tined  to  hand  down  madness  to  its  offspring,  determine 
me.    I  resolved  to  kill  her. 

^  For  many  weeks  I  thought  of  poison,  and  then  of 
drowning,  and  then  of  fire.  A  fine  sight  the  grand  house 
in  fiames,  and  the  madman's  wife  smouldering  away  to 
cinders.  Think  of  the  jest  of  a  large  reward,  too,  and 
of  some  sane  man  swinging  in  the  wind  fyv  a  deed  he 
never  did,  and  aU  through  a  madman's  cunning!  I 
thought  often  of  diis,  but  I  gave  it  up  at  last.  Oh  I  the 
pleasure  of  stropping  the  razor  day  i^ler  day,  feeling  the 
sharp  edge,  and  thinking  of  the  gash  one  stroke  of  its 
thin  bright  e^  would  make  I 

^  At  last  the  old  spirits  who  had  been  with  me  so  often 
before  whispered  in  my  ear  that  the  time  was  come,  and 
thrust  the  open  nusor  into  my  hand.  I  grasped  it  firmly, 
rose  softly  &:om  the  bed,  and  leaned  over  my  sleeping 
wife.  Her  face  was  buried  in  her  hands.  I  withdmw 
them  softly,  and  they  fell  listlessly  on  her  bosom.*  She 
had  been  vreeping ;  for  the  traces  of  the  tears  were  still 
wet  upon  her  cheek.  Her  iace  was  calm  and  placid ; 
and  even  as  I  locked  upon  it,  a  tranquil  smile  lighted  up 
her  pale  features.  I  laid  my  hand  softly  on  her  shoulder. 
She  started-*- it  wati  only  a  passing  di*eam.  I  leant  for- 
ward agiun.     She  screamed,  and  w<^e. 

^One  motion  of'  my  hand,  and  she  would  never  again 
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have  uttered  cry  er  sound.  But  I  was  startled^  and  drew 
back.  Her  ejes  were  6xed  on  mine.  I  know  not  how  it 
was,  but  they  cowed  and  frightened  me ;  and  I  quailed 
beneath  them.  She  rose  from  the  bed^  still  gazing  fix- 
edly and  steadily  on  me.  I  trembled ;  the  razor  was  in 
my  hand,  but  I  could  not  move.  She  made  towards  the 
door.  As  she  neared  it,  she  turned,  and  withdrew  her 
eyes  from  my  &ce.  The  spell  was  broken.  I  bounded 
forward,  and  clutched  her  by  the  arm.  Uttering  shri^ 
upon  shiiek,  she  sunk  upon  the  ground. 

*'  Now  I  could  have  killed  her  without  a  struggle ;  bat 
the  house  was  alarmed.  I  heard  the  tread  of  footsteps 
on  the  stairs.  I  replaced  the  razor  in  its  usual  drawer, 
unfastened  the  door,  and  called  loudly  for  assistance. 

^  They  came,  and  raised  her,  and  placed  her  on  the 
bed.  She  lay  berefl  of  animation  for  hours ;  and  when 
life,  look,  and  speech  returned,  her  senses  had  deserted 
her,  and  she  raved  wildly  and  furiously. 

^  Doctors  were  called  in  —  great  men  who  ndled  up  to 
my  door  in  easy  carriages,  with  fine  horses  and  gaudy 
servants.  They  wei*e  at  her  bedside  for  weeks.  They 
had  a  great  meeting,  and  consulted  together  in  low  and 
solemn  voices  in  another  room.  One,  the  clevei*est  and 
most  celebrated  among  them,  took  me  a^^ide,  and  bidding 
me  prepare  for  the  worst,  told  me  —  me,  the  madman !  — 
that  -my  wife  was  mad.  He  stood  close  beside  me  at  an 
open  window,  his  eyes  looking  in  my  face,  and  lils  hand 
laid  upon  my  arm.  With  one  effort,  I  could  have  hurled 
him  into  the  street  beneath.  It  would  liave  been  nure 
sport  to  have  done  it ;  but  my  secret  was  at  stake,  and  I 
let  him  go.  A  few  days  after,  they  told  me  I  must  place 
her  under  some  restraint :  I  must  provide  a  keeper  for 
her.    //    I  went  into  the  open  fields  where  none  could 
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hear  me,  and  laughed  tiU  the  air  resounded  with  mj 
shouts ! 

*'  She  died  next  daj.  The  white-headed  old  man  fol* 
lowed  her  to  the  grave,  and  the  proud  brothers  dropped 
a  tear  over  the  insensible  corpse  of  her  whose  sufferings 
they  had  r^arded  in  her  lifetime  with  muscles  of  iron. 
All  this  was  food  for  mj  secret  mirth,  and  I  laughed  be- 
hind the  white  handkerchief  which  I  held  up  to  mj  face, 
as  we  rode  home,  till  the  tears  came  into  my  eyes. 

^  But  though  I  had  carried  my  object,  and  killed  her, 
I  was  restless  and  disturbed,  and  I  felt  that,  before  long, 
my  secret  must  be  known.  I  could  not  hide  the  wild 
mirth  and  joy  which  boiled  witiiin  me,  and  made  me, 
when  I  was  alone  at  home,  jump  up  and  beat  my  hands 
together,  and  dance  round  and  round,  and  roar  aloud. 
When  I  went  out,  and  saw  the  busy  crowds  hurrying 
about  the  streets ;  or  to  the  theatre,  and  heard  the  sound 
of  musie,  and  beheld  the  people  dancing,  I  Mt  such  glee, 
that  I  could  hare  inished  among  them,  and  torn  them  to 
pieces  Hmb  from  Hmb,  and  howled  in  transport.  But  I 
ground  my  teeth,  and  strudL  my  feet  upon  the  floor,  and 
drove  my  sharp  nails  into  my  hands.  I  kept  it  down ; 
and  no  one  knew  I  was  a  madman  yet 

^  I  remember — though  it's  one  of  the  last  things  I  can 
remember  —  for  now  I  mix  realities  with  my  dreams, 
and  having  so  much  to  do,  and  being  always  hurried 
luire,  have  no  time  to  separate  the  two,  from  some  strange 
oonftision  in  which  they  get  involved — I  remember  how  I 
let  it  oat  at  last  Ha !  ha  !  I  think  I  see  their  frightened 
looks  now,  and  feel  the  ease  with  which  I  flung  them 
from  me,  and  dashed  my  clenched  fist  into  their  white 
&ces,  and  then  flew  like  ihe  wind,  and  lefl  them  screaming 
and  slH>uting  far  behindv    The  strength-  of  a  giant  comet 
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upon  me  when  I  tbink  of  H.  There — fiee  how  Ifais  iroo 
bar  bends  beneath  mj  furious  wrench.  I  could  snap  it 
like  a  twig^  only  there  are  long  galleries  here  with  many 
doors  —  I  don't  think  I  could  find  my  way  along  them : 
and  even  if  I  could,  I  know  there  are  iron  gates  below 
which  they  keep  locked  and  barred.  They  know  what  a 
clever  madman  I  have  been,  and  they  are  prond  to  hare 
me  here,  to  show. 

'*  Let  me  see ;  —  yes,  I  had  been  out  It  was  late  at 
niglit  when  I  reached  home,  and  found  the  proudest  of 
the  three  proud  brothers  waiting  to  see  me  —  urgent 
business  he  said :  I  recollect  it  well.  I  hated  tlmt  man 
with  all  a  madman's  hate.  Many  and  many  a  time  had 
my  ^gers  longed  to  tear  him.  They  told  me  he  was 
there.  I  ran  swifUy  up-stairs.  He  had  a  ^vord  to  say 
to  me.  I  dismissed  the  servants.  It  was  late,  aad  we 
were  alone  together  — far  th%  fint  Him. 

^  I  kept  my  eyes  carefully  from  him  at  fiifst,  for  I  knew 
what  he  little  thought — and  I  gloried  in  the  knowledge  — *- 
that  the  light  of  madness  gktfuned  from  them  like  fire. 
We  sat  in  silence  for  a  few  minutes.  He  spoke  at 
last  My  recent  dissipation,  and  strange  remarks,  made 
so  soon  after  his  sister's  death,  were  an  insult  to  her  mem- 
ory. Coupling  together  many  circumstances  whieh  had 
at  first  escaped  his  observation,  he  thought  I  had  not 
treated  her  well.  He  wished  to  know  whether  he  Was 
right  in  inferring  that  I  meant  to  cast  a  reproach  upon 
her  memory,  and  a  disrespect  upon  her  fkmily.  It  was 
due  to  the  uniform  he  wore  to  demand  this  explanation. 

''This  man  had  a  commission,  in  the  army — a  com- 
mission purchased  with  my  money,  and  his  sister^s  mis- 
ery !  This  was  the  man  who  had  been  foremost  in  the 
plot  to  ensnare  me,  and  grasp  my  wealth.    Tlua  wiBts  the 
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BMn  wlw  had  been  the  nmin  instmment  in  fordnghis 
Bister  W  wed  me ;  well  kncming  that  her  heart  had  been 
g^Ttn  to  that  pnling  b^j.  Doe  1  Dae  to  M$  mnfbrm  I 
The  Hvery  of  his  degnidatidn!  I  tamed  my  eyes 
upon  him — I  oould  not  b^lp  it-— > but  I  spoke  not  a 
woi^ 

''I  saw  the  sodden  change  that  eameupon  him  beneath 
my  gaze.  He  was  a  bold  man,  but  Uie  oolor  faded  from 
fab  fkoe,  and  lie  drew  back  his  chair.  I  dragged  mine 
nearer  to  him;  and  as  I  laughed — I  was  very  merry 
then  —  I  saw  liim  shudder.  I  felt  the  madness  rising 
within  me.     lie  was  afraid  (if  me. 

"  *  You  were  very  fond  of  your  sister  when  she  was 
lUire'  — I  Haid— 'Very.' 

^  He  koked  uneasily  round  him,  and  I  saw  his  hand 
gra^  the  back  of  his  chair :  but  he  said  nothing. 

**  *  You  villain,'  said  I,  *  I  found  you  out ;  I  discovered 
your  hellish  plots  against  me;  I  know  her  heart  was 
fixed  on  some  one  else  befbre  yon  compelled  her  to  mar- 
ry me.    1  know  it  —  I  know  it.' 

^He  jnmped  sndd^ly  from  his  chair,  brandished  it 
aloft,  and  iMd  me  stand  back  —  for  I  took  care  to  be  get- 
tfsjg  closer  to  him,  all  the  time  I  spoke. 

^  I  screamed  rather  than  talked,  for  I  felt  tumultuonti 
passions  eddying  Uiroogfa  my  veins,  and  tihe  did  spirits 
whkipering  asid  taundng  me  to  tear  his  heart  out 

^  '  Damn  you,'  said  I,  starting  up,  and  rushing  upon 
him ;  <  I  killed  her.  I  am  a  madman.  Down  with  you. 
Blood,  bloodi  I  win  have  itl' 

**  I  tamed  aMe  with  one  blow  the  chair  he  hurled  at 
me  in  his  terror,  and  closed  with  him ;  and  with  a  heavy 
srash,  we  rolled  upon  the  floor  together. 

••  It  was  a  fine  struggle  that ;  for  he  was  a  tall  strong 
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man,  fighting  for  Ids  life;  and  I  a  powerful  madman, 
thirsting  to  destroj  him.  I  knew  no  strength  could 
equal  mine,  and  I  was  right  Bight  again,  though  a 
madman  I  His  singles  grew  fainter.  I  kaeki  upon  his 
chest,  and  clasped  his  hrawnj  throat  firmly  with  both 
hands.  His  face  grew  purple;  his  ejes  were  starting 
from  his  head,  and  with  protruded  tongue,  he  seemed  to 
mock  me.     I  squeezed  the  tighter. 

'^  The  door  was  suddenly  burst  open  with  a  loud  noise, 
and  a  crowd  of  people  rushed  forward,  crying  aloud  to 
each  other  to  secure  the  madman. 

^My  secret  was  out;  and  my  only  struggle  now  ^vas 
for  liberty  and  freedom.  I  gained  my  feet  before  a  hand 
was  on  me,  threw  myself  among  my  assailants,  and 
cleared  my  way  with  my  strong  arm  as  if  I  bore  a 
hatchet  in  my  hand  and  hewed  them  down  before  me.  I 
gained  the  door,  dropped  oyer  the  banisters,  and  in  an 
instant  was  in  the  street 

^  Straight  and  swifl  I  ran,  and  no  one  dared  to  stop 
me.  I  heard  the  noise  of  feet  behind,  and  redoubled  my 
speed.  It  grew  fainter  and  fainter  in  the  distance,  and 
at  length  died  away  altogether :  but  on  I  bounded,  through 
marsh  and  rivulet,  over  fence  and  wall,  with  a  wild  shout 
which  was  taken  up  by  the  strange  beings  that  flocked 
around  me  on  eyery  side,  and  swelled  the  sound,  till  it 
pierced  the  air.  I  was  borne  upon  the  arms  of  demons 
who  swept  along  upon  the  wind,  and  bore  down  bank 
nnd  hedge  before  them,  and  spun  me  round  and  round 
with  a  rustle  and  a  speed  that  made  my  head  swim,  until 
at  last  they  threw  me  from  them  with  a  violent  shock, 
and  I  fell  heavily  upon  the  earth.  When  I  woke,  I 
found  myself  here  —  here  in  this  gay  cell,  where  the 
^unhght  seldom  comes,  and  the  moon  steals  in  in  rays 
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which  oiAj  serve  to  show  the  dark  shadows  about  me, 
and  that  sUeot  figure  in  its  <dd  corner.  When  I  lie 
awake,  I  can  sometimes  hear  strange  shrieks  and  cries 
from  distant  parts  of  this  large  pkoe.  What  thej  are, 
I  know  not ;  hot  thej  neither  come  from  that  pale  form, 
nor  does  it  regard  them*  For  from  the  first  shades  of 
dusk  till  the  earliest  li^t  of  mormng,  it  stiU  stands  mo- 
tionless in  the  same  plaoe^  listening  to  the  music  of  m  j 
iron  chain,  and  watching  mj  gambols  on  mj  straw  bed." 

At  the  end  of  the  manuscript  was  written,  in  another 
hand,  this  note: — 

[The  anhappj  man  whose  ravings  are  recorded  above, 
was  a  melancholy  instance  of  the  baneful  results  of  enei^ 
gies  misdirected  in  early  life,  and  excesses  prolonged 
until  their  consequences  could  never  be  repaired.  The 
thoughtless  riot,  dissipation,  and  debaudiery  of  his  young- 
er days,  produced  fever  and  deHrium.  The  first  effects 
of  the  latter  was  the  strange  delusion,  founded  upon  a 
well-known  medical  theory,  strongly  contended  for  by 
some,  and  as  strongly  contested  by  others,  that  an  he- 
reditary madness  existed  in  his  family.  This  produced 
a  settled  gloom,  which  in  time  developed  a  morbid  in- 
sanity, and  finally  terminated  in  raving  madness.  There 
is  every  reason  to  believe  that  the  events  he  detailed, 
though  distCMted  in  the  description  by  his  diseased  imagi- 
nation, really  hi^pened.  It  is  only  matter  of  wonder  to 
those  who  were  acquainted  with  the  vices  of  his  early 
career,  that  his  passions,  when  no  longer  controlled  by 
reason,  did  not  lead  him  to  the  commission  of  still  more 
frightful  deeds.] 

Mr.  Pickwick's  candle  was  just  expiring  ui  the  socket, 
as  he  concluded  the  perusal  of  the  old  clergyman's  manu- 
script ;  and  when  the  light  went  suddenly  out,  without 
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BR  J  previous  ikktr  hj  Mvtf  of  warning,  it  mmiiMiiiicftled 
a  VGtj  oonaiderable  start  to  his  excited  ftwne.  Hastily 
throwing  off  snch  artides  of  clothing  as  he  had  put  on 
when  he  rose  from  his  uneasy  bed,  and  casting  a  fearfbl 
glance  around,  he  once  more  scrambled  hastily  between 
the  sheets,  and  soon  fell  fast  asleep* 

The  scm  was  shining  brilliantly  into  his  chamber  when 
ho  awoke,  and  the  morning  was  far  advanced.  The  gloom 
which  had  oppressed  him  on  the  preTiotis  night,  had  di^ 
appeared  wiUi  the  daik  shadows  w%ich  shronded  the 
landscape,  and  his  thoughts  and  his  feelings  were  as  light 
and  gay  as  the  morning  itself.  Afber  a  hearty  break&st, 
the  four  gentlemen  sallied  forth  to  walk  to  Gmvesend, 
IbUowed  by  a  man  bearing  the  stone  in  its  deal  box. 
They  reached  that  town  about  one  o'clock,  (their  luggage 
they  had  directed  to  be  forwarded  to  the  City,  from 
Rochester,)  and  bemg  fortunate  enough  to  secure  places 
on  the  outside  of  a  coach,  arrived  in  London  in  sound 
health  and  spirits,  on  that  saikie  aAemoon. 

The  next  three  or  four  days  were  occupied  with  the 
preparations  which  were  necesstoy  for  their  journey  to 
the  borough  of  Eatanswill.  As  any  reforence  to  that 
roost  important  undertaking  demands  a  separate  chapter, 
we  mny  devote  the  fow  Rnes  Which  remain  at  the  close 
of  this,  to  narrate,  with  great  brevity,  the  lustory  of  the 
antiquariflCn  discovery. 

It  appears  ftt>m  ^e  Transactions  of  the  Club,  then, 
that  Mr.  Pickwick  lectured  upon  the  discovery  at  a 
General  Club  Meeting,  convened  on  the  night  succeeding 
their  return,  and  entered  into  a  vanety  of  ingenious  and 
erudite  speculations  on  the  meaning  of  the  inscription. 
It  also  appears  that  a  skilfbl  artist  executed  a  faithful 
delineation  of  Ae  curiosity,  which  was  engraven  on  stone. 
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•od  pMseBted  to  Ab  BojbI  Aadqiuaiwi  Soeiety,  and 
•ther  learned  bodies,— tlMit  heart^MimingB  and  jealo«»- 
ies  wkhouli  nuaibery  w«re  oreaied  by  riyal  oontsoTeraes 
which  were  penned  apes  the  subject — and  that  Mr. 
Fiekwick  himsetf  wiote  a  Pamphktt,  cmtaining  ninety- 
six  pages  of  very  smaU  prmt^  and  twettty-eeven  different 
readings  of  the  inaoripti^u  Thai  three  old  gentlemen 
euttoff  (iheir  eldest  sons  wkh  a  shiiHng-a-pieoe  for  pre- 
samiiig  to  doubt  the  antiquity  of  the  fragment — and 
that  eae  enthjisiasi^o  iadividmd  est  himself  off  prema^ 
torefy,  ia  despair  at  being  unable  to  fiUhom  its  meaning. 
Thai  Mr»  Piokwick  wn»  etectad  an  honorary  member  ef 
seventeen  nattra  and  fiirciga  societies)  for  making  the 
discovery ;  that  none  of  the  seventeen  eaold  make  any* 
thing  of  ity  but  that  all  the-sevmiteen  agreed  it  was  very 
esmMNTdinary. 

Mr,  Btotloni  indeed'-**aad  die  aania  wfli  be  doomed 
to  t|ie  undying  contempt  of  tiMse.  who  eidtivate  the 
mysterious  and  the  sobMBe -^  Mir.  Blotton,  we  say,  with 
the  doubt  and  csaiUhig  peculiar  to  vulgar  minds,  pre- 
sumed to  state  a  view  ef  the  case^  m  degrading  a»  rtdNLcu- 
ions.  Mr.  Blotton,  with  a  mean  desire  to  tarnish  the 
lustre  of  the  immortal  name  of  Pidcwiek,  aetuafly  un- 
dertook a  journey  to  Oobham  in  pereon,  and  on  his  return, 
saroasticdfy  observed  in  an  oration  at  the  chib,  that  he 
had  seen  the  man  from  whom  the  stone  was  pun^ased; 
Uiat  the  Bum  presumed  the  stone  to  be  ancient,  but  sol- 
emnly denied  the  antiquity  of  the  inscriptioii-*— inasnracib 
as  he  represented  it  to  have  been  nidely  carved  by  him- 
self in  an  idle  mood,  and  to  display  letters  intended  to 
bear  neither  mom  war  less  than  tiie  simple  oonstrueiion 
o£  "^BiH  Stumps,  hie  mtLrki"  and  that  Mr.  Stumps,  heiag 
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little  in  the  habit  ci  original  compoaitioDy  and  more  ao^ 
customed  to  be  guided  bj  the  sound  of  words  than  by 
the  strict  rules  of  orthography,  had  omitted  the  ccmdud- 
ing  '^  L  **  of  his  Christian  name. 

The  Pickwick  Qoby  as  might  have  been  ezpeded 
from  so  enlightened  an  In^itution,  received  this  state- 
ment with  the  contempt  it  deserved,  expelled  the  pre- 
sumptuous and  ill-conditioned  Blotton  from  the  sod^, 
and  voted  Mr.  Pickwick  a  pair  of  gold  spectades,  in 
token  of  their  confidence  and  approbation ;  in  return  fi^ 
which,  Mr.  Pickwick  caused  a  pcMtrait  of  himself  to  be 
painted,  and  hung  up  in  the  dub^oom  —  which  portrait, 
by  the  by,  he  did  not  wish  to  have  destroyed  when  he 
grew  a  few  years  older. 

Mr.  Blotton  was  ejected  but  not  conquered.  He  also 
wrote  a  pamphlet,  addressed  to  the  seventeen  learned 
societies,  containing  a  repetition  of  the  statement  he  had 
already  made,  and  rather  more  than  half  intimating  his 
opinion  that  the  seventeen  learned  sodeties  aforesaid, 
were  so  many  ^  humbugs.''  Hereupon  the  virtuous  in« 
dignation  of  the  seventeen  learned  sodeties  being  roused, 
several  fresh  pamphlets  appeared;  the  foreign  learned 
sodeties  oorresponded  with  the  native  learned  sodetiesi 
the  native  learned  sodeties  translated  the  pamphlets  of 
the  foreign  learned  sodeties  into  English,  the  foreign 
learned  sodeties  translated  the  pamphlets  of  the  na- 
tive learned  sodeties  into  all  sorts  of  languages;  and 
thus  commenced  that  odebrated  sdentific  discussion 
80  well  known  to  all  men,  as  the  Pickwick  ccmtro- 
versy. 

But  this  base  attempt  to  injure  Mr.  Pickwidc,  recoiled 
opon  the  head  of  its  calumnious  author.    The  seventeen 
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learned  societies  unanimouslj  voted  the  presumptuous 
Blotton  an  ignorant  meddler,  and  forthwith  set  to  work 
upon  more  treatises  than  ever.  And  to  this  day  the 
stone  remains,  an  illegible  monument  of  Mr.  Pickwick's 
greatness,  and  a  lasting  imphy  to  the  littleness  of  hia 
enemies. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

DBSCRIPTIYE  OF  A  VERT  IMPORTANT  PROOEBDDfG 
ON  THE  PART  OF  MR.  PICKWICK;  NO  LE88  AH 
EPOCH   IN   HIS   LIFE,   THAN   IN    THIS   HISTORY. 

Mr.  Pickwick's  apartments  in  Goswell  Street,  al- 
though on  a  limited  scale,  were  not  only  of  a  very  neat 
and  comfortahle  description,  but  peculiarly  adapted  for 
the  residence  of  a  man  of  his  genius  and  observation. 
His  sitdng-room  was  the  first-floor  front,  his  bedroom 
the  second  floor  front ;  and  thus,  whether  he  were  sitting 
at  his  desk  in  the  parlor,  or  standing  before  the  dressing- 
glass  in  his  dormitory,  he  had  an  equal  opportunity  of 
contemplating  human  nature  in  all  the  numerous  phases 
it  exhibits,  in  that  not  more  populous  than  popular  thor- 
oughfare. His  landlady,  'Mrs,  Bardell  —  die  relict  and 
sole  executrix  of  a  deceased  custom-house  officer — was 
a  comely  woman  of  bustling  manners  and  agreeable  ap- 
pearance, with  a  natural  genius  for  cooking,  improved 
by  study  and  long  practice  into  an  exquisite  talent 
There  were  no  children,  no  servants,  no  fowls.  The 
only  other  inmates  of  the  house  were  a  large  man,  and  a 
small  boy ;  the  first  a  lodger,  the  second  a  production  c£ 
Mrs.  Bardell's.  The  large  man  was  always  home  pre- 
cisely at  ten  o'clock  at  night,  at  which  hour  he  regularly 
condensed  himself  into  the  limits  of  a  dwarfish  French 
bedstead   in   the  back-parlor;  and  the  infantine  sports 
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and  gjAinaslie  exercbefl  of  Master  BardeU  were  exclu 
■irely  oonfined  to  the  neighboring  pavements  and  gul- 
tere*      Cleanliness  and  quiet  reigned  throo^out  the 
house ;  and  in  it  Mr.  Piekwiek'a  will  was  law. 

To  any  one  acquainted  with  these  points  of  tke  do- 
mestk)  eoQBO]ii3r  of  the  estidblishment,  and  conTersant 
with  tlie  admiraUe  iegulati<m  of  Mr.  Piekwiok's  mind, 
his  appearanoe  and  behavior  on  the  morning  prerious  t# 
that  which  had  been  fixed  upon  for  the  journey  to  Eatai^ 
swill,  would  have  been  most  mysterious  and  unaeoountar 
ble«  He  paeed  the  room  to  and  fro  witb  hurried  steps, 
popped  his  head  out  of  the  window  at  intervals  of  itbout 
thi«e  minutes  eaoh,  constantly  re&nred  to  bis  M*atohy  and 
exhibited  many  other  manifestations  of  impatience,  very 
unusual  with  kim.  It  was  evident  that  something  c^ 
great  importance  was  in  contemplation,  but  what  thai 
something  was  not  even  Mrs.  Bardell  herself  had  been 
enabled  to  discover. 

""Mrs*  BardeU,''  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  at  lasti  aa  that 
amiable  female  approached  the  termination  of  a  proK 
longed  dusting  of  the  apartment-^ 

«  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  BardelL 

**  Your  little  boy  b  a  very  kmg  time  gone." 

^  Why  it's  a  good  long  way  to  the  B(Mrou^  sii^**  re- 
■Mmstrated  Mrs.  BardelL 

^Ah,"  said  Mr«  Pickwii^  ''very  true;  so  it  is.** 

Mr.  Pickwick  relapsed  into  silenee,  and  Mfs.  BftideU 
resumed  her  dusting. 

"'Mrs.  BardeU^"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  at  the  expiration 
of  a  few  minutes. 

""  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Bardell  again. 

^  Do  you  think  it^s  a  much  greater  expense  to  kee^ 
two  people,  than  to  keep  one  ?  '^ 
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'^La,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Mrs.  Bardell,  cokyriog  op 
to  the  verj  border  of  her  cap,  as  she  fkncied  she  ob- 
served a  species  of  matrimonial  twinkle  in  the  ejef  of 
her  lodger ;  *^  La,  Mr.  Pickwick,  what  a  question  I " 

^  Well,  but  do  jon  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  That  depeids  "  —  said  Mrs.  Bardell,  approadmig 
the  duster  very  near  to  Mr.  Pickwick's  elbow,  which  was 
planted  on  the  table  — <<  that  depends  a  good  deal  upon 
the  person,  jou  know,  Mr.  Pickwick ;  and  whether  it^s  a 
saving  and  careful  person,  sir." 

«  That's  very  true,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  «  but  the  pcr^ 
son  I  have  in  my  eye  (here  he  looked  very  hard  at  Mrs. 
Bardell)  I  think  possesses  diese  qualities;  and  has, 
moreover,  a  considerable  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  a 
great  deal  of  sharpness,  Mrs.  Bardell ;  which  may  be  of 
material  use  to  me." 

^  La,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Mrs.  Bardell ;  the  crimson 
rising  to  her  cap-border  again. 

^  I  do,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  growing  eneiigetic,  as  was 
his  wont  in  speaking  of  a  subject  which  interested  him, 
^I  do,  indeed;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Mrs.  Bardell* 
I  have  made  up  my  mind." 

'^  Dear  me,  sir,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  BaidelL 

^Tou'll  think  it  very  strange  now,"  said  the  amiable 
Mr.  Pickwick,  with  a  good-humored  glance  at  his  com- 
panion, ^  that  I  never  consulted  you  about  diis  nsatter, 
and  never  even  mentioned  it^  till  I  sent  your  little  boy 
out  this  morning  —  eh  ?  " 

Mrs.  Bardell  could  only  reply  by  a  look.  She  had 
long  worshipped  Mr.  Pickwick  at  a  distance,  but  here 
9he  was,  all  at  once,  raised  to  a  pinnacle  to  which  her 
wildest  and  most  extravagant  hopes  had  never  dared  to 
aspire.    Mr.  Pickwick  was  goiiig  to  propose — a  delib> 
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enite  plan,  too — sent  her  little  boy  to  the  Borough,  to 
get  hun  out  of  the  way  —  how  thoughtful  —  how  ooo-^ 
siderate ! 

"  Well,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "What  do  you  think  ?* 

"^  Oh,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Mrs.  Bardell,  trembUng 
with  agitation,  **  you're  very  kind,  sir." 

*^  It'll  save  you  a  good  deal  of  trouble,  won't  it? *  laid 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Oh,  I  never  thought  anything  of  the  trouble,  sir,"  re» 
plied  Mrs.  Bardell ;  "  and  of  course  I  shall  take  more 
trouble  to  please  you  then,  than  ever ;  but  it  is  so  kind 
of  you,  "Mr.  Pickwick,  to  have  so  much  consideration 
for  my  loneliness." 

"Ah,  to  be  sure,"  said  Mr.  Pickwid^;  "I  never 
thought  of  that  When  I  am  in  town,  you'll  always 
have  somebody  to  sit  with  you.  To  be  sure,  so  you 
wiU." 

"  Fm  sure  I  ought  to  be  a  very  hi^py  woman,"  said 
Mrs.  BardelL 

"  And  your  litde  boy  "  —  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Bless  his  heart,"  interposed  Mrs.  BardeU  with  a  ma- 
ternal sob. 

"  He,  too,  will  have  a  companion,"  resumed  Mr.  Pick* 
wick,  "a  Kvely  one,  wholl  teach  him,  FU  be  bound, 
more  tricks  in  a  week  than  he  would  ever  learn  in  a 
year."    And  Mr.  Pickwick  smiled  placidly. 

^Ohyon  dear"—  said  Mrs.  BardelL 

Mr.  Pickwick  started. 

^  Oh  you  kind,  good,  playful  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Bardelli 
and  without  more  ado,  she  rose  from  her  chair,  and  flung 
her  arms  round  Mr.  Pickwick's  neck,  with  a  cataract  of 
tears  and  a  choms  of  sobs. 

"  Bless  my  soul,"  cried  the  astonished  Mr.  Pickwick  i 
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-^^  Mra.  Bardell  mj  good  woman -- dear  me,  what  A  nlo* 
alkm — praj  oonaider.  —  Bfra.  Bavdell,  don't — if  any* 
body  should  come  "  — 

*<  Qty  let  them  come,"  ezolaimed  Miss.  Bardell,  franH- 
ealljr;  "I'll  nevier  leave  jon  —  dear,  kind,  good  aool;* 
and  with  these  words  Mrs.  Bardell  dung  the  tigbtM*. 

^Marqy  wponmey"  said  Mr*  Plokwick,  straggling  Tio- 
lentljy  ^  I  hear  somebody  coming  up  the  stairs.  I>Qn% 
don't,  there's  a  good  creature,  don't"  But  eaCiieaty  and 
remonstrance  wert  alike  unavlailing :  for  Mrs.  BatdeU 
bad  fainted  in  Mr.  Pickwick's  arms ;  and  before  ha 
eould  gain  time  to  depoek  her  on  a  chair,  Master  Bar- 
dell entered  the  room,  ushering  in  Mr.  Tlipman,  Mr* 
Winkle,  and  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  sfruok  motionless  and  speechless. 
He  stood  with  his  lovelj  burden  in  his  arms,  gasing  va- 
cantlj  on  the  countenances  of  his  friends,  without  the 
sHghtest  attempt  at  recognition  or  e^^ladation.  Thej, 
in  their  turn,  stared  at  him ;  and  Master  Barddl,  in  hia 
turn,  stared  at  everybody. 

The  astonishment  of  the  Piokwickiaos  was  so  abaorb- 
ing,  and  the  perplexity  of  Mr.  Pickwick  was  so  extsieae» 
that  they  might  have  remained  in  exactly  the  same 
relative  situations  until  the  suspended  anunation  of  the 
lady  was  restored,  had  it  not  been  for  a  most  bean* 
tiful  and  touching  exturesaion  of  filial  affection  on  tb% 
part  of  her  youtlufbl  son.  Clad  in  a  tight  suit  of  eor- 
duroy,  spangled  with  brass  buttons  of  a  very  c(maidera- 
ble  sixe,  he  at  first  stood  at  the  door  astoonded  and  on- 
certain  ;  but  by  degrees,  the  impression  that  his  mother 
must  have  suffered  some  pci-sonal  damage,  pervaded  his 
partially  developed  mind,  and  considering  Mr.  Pickwick 
as  the  aggressor,  he  set  up  an  i^palling  and  semi-earthly 
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kind  of  bowHng,  and  buttiiig  forward  with  his  head,  com- 
menced assailing  that  immortal  gentleman  about  the 
back  and  legs,  with  such  blows  and  pinches  as  the 
strength  of  his  arm,  and  the  violence  of  his  excite* 
ment,  allowed. 

^  Take  this  little  villidn  awaj,"  said  the  agonized  Mr. 
Pickwick,  "he's  mad." 

''What  is  the  matter?"  said  the  three  tongue-tied 
Pickwickians. 

« I  don't  know,"  replied  Mr.  Pidtwick, .  pettishly. 
*Take  away  the  boy,"  — (here  Mr.  Winkle  carried 
(.he  interesting  boy,  sereaming  and  struggling,  to  the 
farther  end  of  the  apartment).  —  "Now,  help  me,  lead 
this  woman  down  stairs." 

"  Oh,  I  am  better  now,"  said  Mrs.  Bardell,  fhintiy. 

"  Let  me  lead  you  down  stairs,"  said  the  ever  gallant 
Mr.  TnpiiiaQ. 

"Thank  yon, sir-* thank  yon;"  exclaimed  Mrs. Bar- 
dell, hysterically.  And  down  stairs  she  was  led  accord- 
ii^y,  aeeompanied  by  her  affectionate  son. 

"  I  cannot  eonouve  " —  said  Mr.  Hckwick,  when  his 
fipiend  retomed  — ^I  cannot  conceive  what  has  been  the 
matter  with  that  woman.  I  had  merely  annotmced  to 
her  my  intention  of  keeping  a  man-servant,  when  she 
fell  into  the  extraordinary  paroxysm  in  which  you  found 
her.    Very  extraordinary  thing." 

"  Tery,"  said  his  diree  friends. 

"  Placed  me  in  sudi  an  extremely  awkward  situation," 
continued  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Very,"  was  the  reply  of  his  followiers,  as  they  cough- 
ed  slightly,  and  looked  dubiously  at  each  other. 

This  behavior  was  not  lo^t  upon  Mr.  Pickwick.  He 
remarked  their  ittefedttlitf.  Tlkey  evidentiy  suspected 
him. 
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^  Tliere  is  a  man  in  the  passage  now,"  said  Mr.  Tup* 


^  If  8  the  man  I  spoke  to  jon  about,"  said  Mr.  Pick* 
wick.  ^  I  sent  for  him  to  the  Borough  this  monaiiig. 
Have  the  goodness  to  call  hun  up,  Snodgrass." 

Mr.  Snodgrass  did  as  he  was  desired ;  and  Mr.  Sam- 
uel Weller  forthwith  presented  himself. 

"Oh  —  you  remember  me,  I  suppose  ?  "  said  Mr 
Pickwick. 

"  I  should  think  so,"  replied  Sam,  with  a  patronizing 
wink.  <<  Queer  start  that  'ere,  but  he  was  (me  too  many 
for  you,  wam't  he  ?  Up  to  snuff  and  a  pinch  or  two 
over  —  eh?" 

^  Never  mind  that  matter  now,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
hastily, ''  I  want  to  speak  to  you  about  something  else. 
Sit  down." 

"  Thank'ee,  sir,"  said  Sanu  And  down  he  sat  widioot 
{hrther  bidding,  having  previously  deposited  his  old 
white  hat  on  the  landing  outside  the  door.  "  Ta'n't  a 
werry  good  'un  to  look  at,"  said  Sam,  ^  but  itfs  an  aston- 
ishin'  'un  to  wear ;  and  afore  the  brim  went,  it  was  a 
werry  handsome  tile.  Hows'ever  it's  lighter  without  it, 
thaf  s  one  thing,  and  every  hole  lets  in  some  air,  that's 
another —  wentilation  gossamer  I  calls  it."  On  the  de- 
livery of  this  sentiment,  Mr.  Weller  smiled  agreeably 
upon  the  assembled  Pickwickians. 

^*  Now,  with  regard  to  the  matter  on  which  I,  with  the 
concurrence  of  these  gentlemen,  sent  for  you,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

"  That's  the  p'int,  sir,"  interposed  Sam ;  **  out  vith  it, 
as  the  father  said  to  the  child,  wen  he  swallowed  a  far- 
den." 

^  We  want  to  know,  in  the  first  place,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
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wick,  ^  whether  yoa  have  anj  reason  to  be  disccmteiUvd 
with  your  present  sitnation.'' 

•*  Afore  I  answers  that  'ere  qaestion,  genTm'n,"  repliod 
Mr.  Weller,  "  /  should  like  to  know,  in  the  first  place, 
whether  you're  a  goin'  to  purwide  me  with  a  better." 

A  sunbeam  of  placid  benevolence  played  on  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's features  as  he  said,  ^  I  have  half  made  up  my 
mind  to  engage  you  myself 

*•  Have  you,  though  ?  "  said  Sam. 

Mr.  Pickwick  nodded  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Wages  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

^  Twelve  pounds  a  year,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

•^Qothes?" 

"  Two  suits." 

"Work?" 

"  To  attend  upon  me ;  and  travel  about  with  me  and 
these  genUemen  here." 

^  Take  the  bill  down,"  said  Sam,  emphatically.  ^  Fm 
let  to  a  single  gentleman,  and  the  terms  is  agreed  upon." 

^  You  accept  the  situation  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"^Cerfaly,"  replied  Sam.  <"  If  the  cbthesfitB  me  half 
as  well  as  the  place,  they'll  do." 

**  You  can  get  a  character  of  course  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

"^  Ask  the  landlady  o'  the  White  Hart  about  that,  sir," 
replied  Sam. 

"  Can  you  come  this  evening  ?  " 

^  m  get  into  the  clothes  this  minute,  if  they're  here," 
said  Sam  with  great  alacrity. 

'*  Call  at  eight  this  evening,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick  ;  "  and 
if  the  inquiries  are  satisfactory,  they  shall  be  provided." 

With  the  single  exception  of  one  amiable  indiscretion, 
m  which  an  assistant  housemaid  had   equally  paitici- 
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pated,  the  historj  of  Mr.  WeHer^s  conduct  was  so  very 
blameless,  that  Mr.  Pickwick  felt  fbllj  justified  in  dosing 
the  engagement  that  very  erening.  With  the  promptness 
and  energy  which  characterized  not  only  the  public  pro- 
ceedings, but  all  the  private  actions  of  this  extraordinan 
man,  he  at  once  led  his  new  attendant  to  one  of  those 
convenient  emporiums  where  gentlemen's  new  and  seo- 
ottd-hand  clothes  are  provided,  and  the  troub]e8(Hne  and 
inconvenient  formality  of  measurement  dispensed  with ; 
and  before  night  had  closed  in,  Mr.  Weller  was  furnished 
with  a  gray  coat  with  the  '  P.  0.'  button,  a  blade  hat 
with  a  eodutde  to  it,  a  pink  striped  wavtooat,  light 
breeches  and  gaiters,  and  a  variety  of  other  necessaries, 
too  numerous  to  recapitulate. 

^  Well,**  said  that  suddenly  transformed  individual,  aa 
he  look  his  seat  on  the  outside  of  tlie  Eatanswin  ooadi 
next  morning:  ''I  wonder  wether  Fm  meant  to  be  a 
footman,  or  a  groom,  or  a  gamekeeper,  or  a  seedsman* 
I  lodes  like  a  sort  of  compo  of  every  one  on  'em.  Never 
mind ;  there's  change  of  air^  plenty  to  see,  and  little  to 
do  $  and  all  this  suits  my  compteint  uneommoii ;  so  feng 
life  to  the  Pickvicks,  says  11" 
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CHAPTBR  XnL 

#01ilt  AOOOCNT  OF  nAXJkXBWSLh  ;  OF  TKB  iflATB  OY 
PA&TIBA  THBBSIM;  AMD  OF  THB  BLBOTION  <»  A 
XSMBSm  TO  aSBYS  IK  PABLIAMBNt  FOR  THAST  A»* 
QlEMtf  IA>TAL,  AVD   PATBIOTIO   BOBOUAH. 

Wb  will  frankly  adukowledge,  that  up  to  the  period 
ef  our  being  first  immened  in  the  voliiminoiu  papers  of 
the  Pkkwick  elub,  we  had  never  heard  of  EatanawiU ; 
we  will  with  equal  candor  admit,  ttu^  we  have  in  vain 
searehed  for  proof  of  the  actuid  eustence  of  such  a 
plaoe  at  the  present  day.  Knowing  the  deep  relianoe  to 
be  placed  on  every  note  and  statement  of  Mr.  Pickwick's, 
and  not  presuming  to  set  up  our  reooUeolioii  against  the 
recorded  declarations  of  that  great  ma%  we  have  ooa- 
sull»d  every  authority,  bearing  upon  the  sukjeot,  to 
which  we  could  possibly  refer.  We  have  traced  every 
name  in  schedules  A  and  B,  without  meeting  with  that 
of  EatanswiU ;  we  have  minutely  examined  every  oiHmer 
of  the  Pocket  County  Maps  issued  for  the  benefit  of  so- 
ciety by  oar  distinguished  publishers^  and  the  same  result 
has  attended  our  investigation.  We  are  therefore  led  to 
believci  that  Mr.  Pickwidt,  with  that  anxious  desire  to 
abstain  from  giving  offence  to  any,  and  with  those  deli- 
oate  feelings  for  which  all  who  knew  him  well  know  ho 
was  so  eminently  remarkabloi  purposely   substituted  a 
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fictitious  designation,  for  the  real  name  of  the  place  in 
which  his  observations  were  made.  We  are  confirmed 
in  this  belief  by  a  little  circumstance,  apparently  slight 
and  trivial  in  itself,  but  when  considered  in  this  poilit  of 
view,  not  undeserving  of  notice.  In  Mr.  Pickwick's 
note-book,  we  can  just  trace  an  entry  of  the  &ct,  that 
the  places  of  himself  and  followers  were  booked  by  the 
Norwich  coach;  but  this  entry  was  afterwards  lined 
through,  as  if  for  the  purpose  of  concealing  even  the  di- 
rection in  which  the  borough  is  situated.  We  wiU  not, 
therefore,  hazard  a  guess  upon  the  subject,  but  will  at 
once  proceed  with  this  history ;  content  with  the  mate- 
rials which  its  characters  have  provided  for  us. 

It  appears,  then,  that  the  Eatanswill  people,  like  the 
people  of  many  other  small  towns,  considered  Uiem*- 
selves  of  the  utmost  and  most  mighty  importance,  and 
that  every  man  in  Eatanswill,  conscious  of  the  weight 
that  attached  to  his  example,  felt  himself  bound  to  unite, 
heart  and  soul,  with  one  of  the  two  great  parties  that  di- 
vided the  town  —  the  Blues  and  the  Buffs.  Now  the 
Blues  lost  no  opportunity  of  opposing  the  Buffs,  and  the 
Bufis  lost  no  opportunity  of  opposing  the  Blues ;  and  the 
oonsequence  was,  that  whenever  the  Buffs  and  Blues 
met  together  at  public  meeting,  Town^Hall,  fair,  or  mar- 
ket, disputes  and  high  words  arose  between  them.  With 
these  dissenoons  it  is  almost  superfiuous  to  say  that 
everything  in  Eatanswill  was  made  a  party-question.  If 
(lie  Buffs  proposed  to  new  skylight  the  market-place, 
the  Blues  got  up  public  meetings,  and  denounced  the 
proceeding;  if  the  Bluee  proposed  the  erection  of  an 
additional  pump  in  the  High  Street,  the  Buffs  rose  as 
one  man  and  stood  aghast  at  the  enormity.  There  wo^e 
Blue  shops  and  Buff  shops.  Blue  inns  and  Buff  inns ;  — - 
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there  was  a  Blue  aisle  and  a  Buff  aide  in  the  very 
church  itself. 

Of  course  it  was  essentiallj  and  indispensably  neces- 
sary that  each  of  these  powerful  parties  should  have  its 
chosen  oi*gan  and  representative :  and,  accordingly,  there 
were  two  new^Mq)er8  in  the  town — the  EatanswtU  Ga- 
eette  and  the  Eatanswill  Independent ;  the  former  advo- 
caiiiig  Blue  principles,  nad  the  latter  conducted  on 
grounds  decidedly  Buff.  Fine  newspapo^  th^  were. 
Such  leading  articles,  and  such  spirited  attacks !  —  *^  Our 
worthless  contemporary,  the  Gazette"  —  "That  dis- 
graceful and  da^ardly  journal,  the  Independent"  — 
**  That  false  and  scuirilous  print,  the  Independent "  — 
"  That  vile  and  slanderous  calumniator,  the  Gazette ; "  — 
these,  and  other  spirit-stirring  denunciations  were  strewn 
plentifully  over  the  columns  of  each,  in  every  number, 
and  excited  feelings  of  the  most  intense  delight  and  in- 
dignation in  the  bosoms  of  the  towns-people. 

Mr.  Pickwick,  with  his  nsual  foresight  a^d  sagacity, 
had  chosen  a  peculiarly  desirable  moment  for  a  visit  to 
the  borough.  Never  was  such  a  contest  known.  The 
Honorable  Samuel  Slumkey,  of  Slumkey  Hall,  was  the 
Blue  candidate;  and  Horatio  Fixkin,  Esq.,  of  Fizkin 
Lodge,  near  Eatanswill,  had  been  prevailed  upon  by  hn 
friends  to  stand  forward  on  the  Buff  interest.  The  Gra- 
sette  warned  the  electors  of  Eatanswill  that  the  eyes  not 
only  of  England,  but  of  the  whole  civilized  world,  were 
upon  them ;  and  the  Independent  imperatively  demmided 
to  know,  whether  the  constituency  of  Eatanswill  were 
the  grand  fellows  they  had  always  tskea  them  for,  or 
base  and  servile  tools,  undeserving  alike  of  the  name  of 
Englishmen  and  the  blessings  of  freedom.  Never  had 
such  a  commotion  agitated  the  town  before. 

TOU  I,  16 
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It  waB  late  in  the  evening,  when  Mr.  Pickwick  and 
his  companions,  assisted  bj  Sam,  dismounted  from  the 
roof  of  the  Eatanswill  coach.  Large  bhie  silk  flags  were 
flying  from  the  windows  of  the  Toivn  Arms  Inn,  and 
bills  were  posted  in  every  aash,  intimating,  in  gigaxttic 
letters,  that  the  honcurabk  Samuel  Shnnkey's  committoc 
aat  tiiere  daily.  A  orowd  of  idlers  were  assembled  in 
the  road,  looking  at  a  hoarse  man  in  the  balcony,  who 
was  apparently  talking  himself  very  red  in  the  face  in 
Mr.  fihunkey's  behalf;  but  the  fi>rce  and  point  of  whose 
arguments  were  somewhat  impaired  by  the  perpetual 
beating  of  four  large  drums  which  Mr.  Fizkm's  oommitp 
tee  had  stationed  at  the  street  comer.  There  was  a  busy 
little  man  beside  him,  though,  who  took  off  Ins  hat  at  in- 
tervals and  motioned  to  the  people  to  cheer,  which  they 
regularly  did,  most  enthusiastioaily ;  and  as  the  red-fkoed 
gentlemen  went  on  talking  till  he  was  redder  in  the  &oe 
than  ever,  it  seemed  to  answer  his  purpoee  quite  as  well 
as  if  anybody  had  heard  him. 

The  Pickwickians  had  no  sooner  dismounted,  than  they 
were  surrounded  by  a  branch  mob  of  the  honest  and  in- 
dependent, who  forthwith  set  up  three  deafening  cheers, 
which  being  responded  to  by  the  main  body  (ibr  it's  not 
nt  all  necessary  for  a  orowd  to  know  what  they  are 
cheering  about)  swelled  into  a  tremendous  roar  of  tri* 
umph,  which  stopped  even  the  red-&ced  man  in  tlie 
balcony. 

^  Hurrah!"  shouted  the  mob  m  condusion. 

^  One  cheer  more,"  screamed  the  little  fugleman  m 
the  balcony,  and  out  i^outed  the  mob  again,  as  if  lungs 
were  cast-iron,  with  steel  wori&s. 

^Slumkey  foroverl"  roared  the  honest  «id  mde- 
pendenL 
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"Slumkey  forever!"  echoed  Mr.  Pickwick,  taking 
off  his  hat. 

**  No  Fizkin  ! "   roared  the  crowd. 

"  Certainly  not  I  *  shouted  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^Hurrah!''  And  then  there  was  another  roaring, 
fike  that  of  a  whole  menagerie  when  the  elephant  has 
rang  the  bell  for  tihe  cokl  meat 

**  Who  is  Slumkey  ?  "  whispered  Mr.  Tnpman. 

"I  don't  know,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick  in  the  same 
tone.  **  Hush.  Don't  ask  any  questions.  It's  always 
best  on  these  occasions  to  do  what  the  mob  do." 

^Bnt  suppose  there  are  two  mobs?"  suggested  Mr. 
Snodgrass. 

"  Shout  with  the  largest,"  ref)lied  Mr.  PickwicA. 

Volumes  could  not  have  said  more. 

They  entered  the  house,  the  crowd  opening  right  and 
left  to  let  them  pass,  and  dieering  vociferously.  The 
first  object  of  consideration  was  to  secure  quarters  for 
the  night. 

^  Can  we  have  beds  hers  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick, 
siunmoning  the  waiter. 

"Don't  know,  sir,"  replied  the  man;  "afraid  we*!^ 
full,  sir, — m  inquire,  air."  Away  he  went  for  that 
pfurpose,  and  presently  returned,  to  ask  whether  the  gen- 
tlemen were  "  Blue." 

As  neither  Mr.  Pidcwvck  nor  his  companions  took  any 
vital  interest  in  the  cause  of  either  candidate,  the  qnes- 
tioQ  was  rather  a  difficult  one  to  answer.  In  this  dilem- 
ma Mr.  Pickwick  bethought  himself  of  his  new  friend, 
Mr.  Perker. 

"  Do  you  know  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Perker  ?  " 
inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"Certainly,  sir;  Honorable  Mr.  Samuel  Slumkey's 
agent" 
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«  He  is  Blue,  I  think?" 

"Oh  yes,  sir." 

"  Then  toe  are  Blue,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick ;  but  obsenr 
uig  that  the  man  looked  rather  doubtful  at  this  accommo^ 
dating  announcement,  he  gave  him  his  card,  and  desired 
him  to  present  it  to  Mr.  Perker  forthwith,  if  he  should 
happen  to  be  in  the  house.  The  waiter  retired ;  and 
reappearing  almost  immediately  with  a  request  that  Mr. 
Pickwick  would  follow  him,  led  the  way  to  a  large  room 
on  the  first  floor,  where,  seated  at  a  long  table  covered 
with  books  and  papers,  was  Mr.  Perker. 

*^  Ah  —  ah,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  little  man,  advanc- 
ing to  meet  him;  **very  happy  to  see  you,  my  dear  sir, 
very.  Pray  sit  down.  So  you  have  carried  your  inten- 
tion into  effect  You  have  come  down  here  to  see  an 
election — eh?" 

Mr.  Pickwick  replied  in  the  affirmative. 
.  "  Spirited  contest,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  little  man. 

"I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  rub- 
bing his  hands.  *^  I  like  to  see  sturdy  patriotism,  on 
whatever  side  it  is  called  forth ;  —  and  so  it's  a  spirited 
contest?" 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  the  little  man,  "  very  much  so  indeed. 
We  have  opened  all  the  puUic-houses  in  the  place,  and 
left  our  adversary  nothing  but  the  beer*  shops  —  nim»- 
terly  stroke  of  policy  that,  my  dear  sir,  di  ?  "  —  and  the 
little  man  smiled  complacently,  and  took  a  large  pinch 
of  snuff. 

"  And  what  are  the  probabilities  as  to  the  result  of  the 
contest?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Why  doubtful,  my  dear  sir ;  rather  doubtful  as  yet," 
replied  the  little  man.  "  Fizkin's  people  have  got  three* 
and-thirty  voters  in  the  lock-up  coach-house  at  the  White 
Hart." 
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^  In  the  ooadi^Kmse !  ^  said  Mr.  Pidnriek,  considera- 
bly astonished  bj  this  second  stroke  of  policy. 

^  They  keep  'em  locked  up  there,  till  they  want  'em,^ 
resumed  the  little  man.  ^  The  effect  of  that  is,  you  see, 
fo  prevent  our  getting  at  them ;  and  even  if  we  could,  it 
m>uld  be  of  no  use,  for  they  keep  them  very  drunk  on 
^ri>ose.  Smart  fellow  Fizkin's  agent  —  very  smart  fel- 
low indeed." 

Mr.  Pickwick  stared,  but  said  nothing. 
^  We  are  pretty  confident,  though,"  said  Mr.  Perker, 
sinking  his  voice  almost  to  a  whisper.  *^  We  had  a  little 
tea-party  here,  last  night  —  five-and-forty  women,  my 
dear  sir  —  and  gave  every  one  of  'em  a  green  parasol 
when  she  went  away." 

"  A  parasol ! "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
*^  Fact,  my  dear  sir,  fact  Five-and-lbrty  green  para- 
sols, at  seven  and  sixpence  apieee«  All  women  like 
finery,  —  extraordinary  the  effect  of  those  parasols.  Se- 
cured all  their  husbands,  and  half  their  brothers  —  beats 
stockings,  and  fiannel,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  hollow. 
My  idea,  my  dear  sir,  entirely.  Hail,  rain,  or  sunshine, 
yon  can't  walk  half  a  dozen  yards  up  the  street  without 
encountering  half  a  dozen  ^peen  parasols." 

Here  the  little  man  indulged  in  a  convulsion  of  mirth, 
fihich  was  only  checked  by  the  entrance  of  a  third 
party. 

This  was  a  tall,  thin  man,  with  a  sandy-colored  bead 
in  Jined  to  baldness,  and  a  &ce  in  which  solemn  impor- 
tance was  blended  with  a  look  of  un&thomable  profundity. 
He  was  dressed  in  a  long  brown  surtout,  with  a  black 
cloth  wtustcoat,  and  drab  trousers.  A  double  eye-glass 
jangled  at  his  waistcoat:  and  on  his  head  he  wore  a 
very  low-erowned  hat  with  abroad- t»nm.     The  new- 
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eomer  was  introdiieed.  to  Mr.  Pickwick  m  Mr.  Pott,  the 
editor  of  the  Eatansinll  Gftsette.  After  a  few  prelim- 
inary  reaiarkfi,  Mr.  Pott  turned  round  to  Mr.  Pickwick, 
and  said  with  solemnity  — 

^  This  contest  excites  great  interest  in  the  metiop 
olis,  sir  ?  " 

^  I  believe  it  does,''  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  To  which  I  have  reason  to  know,**  said  Pott,  looking 
towards  Mr.  Perker  for  oorDoibonUian,  —  ^to  which  I 
hare  reason  to  know  my  article  of  last  Saturday  ia  some 
degree  contributed." 

"  Not  the  least  doubt  of  that,"  said  the  little  man. 

"  The  press  is  a  mighty  engine,  sir,"  said  Pott 

Mr.  Pickwick  yielded  his  idlest  assent  to  the  prop- 
osition. 

''But  I  trust,  sir,"  said  Pott,  ''that  I  ham  never 
abused  the  enormous  pow«r  I  wield.  I  trast,  sir,  that 
I  have  never  pdnted  the  noble  instrument  which  iB 
placed  in  my  hands,  against  the  sacred  bosom  of  private 
life,  or  the  tender  bieast  of  individual  r^utadon; — I 
trust,  sir,  that  I  have  devoted  my  energies  to —  to  en- 
deavors—  humble  they  may  be,  humble  I  know  they 
are  —  to  instil  those  principles  of —  which  are  —  " 

Here  the  editor  of  the  Eatanswill  Gazette,  appeal^- 
ing  to  ramble,  Mr.  Pickwick  came  to  his  relief  and 
said  — 

"  Certainly." 

"  And  what,  sir" — said  Pott — ^  what,  sir,  let  me  ask 
you  as  an  impartial  man,  is  the  state  of  the  public  mind 
in  London  with  reference  to  my  contest  with  the  Inde- 
pendent ?  " 

"  Greatly  excited,  no  doubt^"  inteiposed  Mr.  Perker, 
with  a  look  of  slyness  which  was  very  likely  accidental. 
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^  The  content,''  said  Pbtt,  ^  shall  be  pi^longed  so  long 
as  I  have  health  and  strength,  and  that  portion  of  talent 
with  which  I  am  gifted.  From  that  eontest,  sir,  although 
it  may  nnsettle  men's  minds  and  exoHe  their  feelings, 
and  render  them  incaiMii>le  for  the  disdiai^  of  the 
evory-day  duties  of  ordinary  lil^;  from  that  contest 
m'j  I  win  never  shrink  till  I  hav^  set  my  heel  upon  the 
£atRnawiti  Independent.  I  wish  the  people  of  London, 
and  the  people  of  this  country  to  know,  sir,  tiiat  they 
may  rely  upon  me?  —  that  I  will  not  desert  them,  that 
I  am  resolved  to  stand  by  tliem,  sir,  to  the  last" 

^Tour  conduct  is  most  noble,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pick* 
widk;  and  he  grasped  the  hand  of  the  magnanimous 
Fott 

*<  Tou  are,  sir,  I  peroeive,  a  man  of  sense  and  talent," 
said  Mr.  Pott,  almost  breathless  with  tiie  v^iemence  of 
his  patriotic  declaration.  ^I  am  most  hi^y,  sir,  to 
make  the  acquaintance  of  such  a  man." 

"^  And  I,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  <<  feel  deeply  honored 
by  this  expression  of  your  opinion.  Allow  me,  sir, 
to  introduce*  to  you  my  fellow-travellers,  the  other  cor» 
responding  members  of  the  dub  I  am  proud  to  have 
founded^" 

<<I shaU  be  delimited,''  said  Mr.  Pott 

Mr.  Pickwick  witiidrew,  and  fetoming  with  his  fHetida, 
presented  them  in  due  form  to  the  editor  of  the  Eatan- 
iwiU  Gazette. 

<<Now  my  dear  Pott,"  said  Mttle  Mr.  Perker,  <<the 
question  is,  what  are  we  to  do  with  our  friends  here?'' 

^We  can  stop  in  this  house,  I  suppose,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

**  Not  a  spare  bed  in  the  hoose,  my  dear  sir — not  a 
single  bed." 
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**  Extremely  awkward,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Very ; "  said  his  fellow-voyagers- 

^  I  have  an  idea  upon  this  subject,"  said  Mr.  Pott, 
^  which  I  think  may  be  very  successfully  adopted.  They 
have  two  beds  at  the  Peacock,  and  I  can  boldly  say,  on 
behalf  of  Mrs.  Pott,  that  she  will  be  delighted  to  accom* 
odate  Mr.  Pickwick  and  any  of  hk  friends,  if  the  other 
two  gentl^nen  and  their  servant  do  not  object  to  shifting, 
ttf  they  best  can,  at  the  Peacock." 

Af^er  repeated  pressings  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Pott,  and 
repeated  protestations  on  that  of  Mr.  Pickwick  that  he 
could  not  think  of  incommoding  or  trouUing  his  amiable 
wife,  it  was  decided  that  this  was  the  only  feasible  ar- 
rangement that  could  be  made.  So  it  wa9  made ;  and 
after  dining  together  at  the  Town  Arms,  the  friends 
separated,  Mr.  Tupraan  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  repairing  to 
the  Peacock,  and  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Winkle  pro- 
ceeding to  the  mansion  of  Mr.  Pott ;  it  ^having  been 
previously  arranged  that  they  should  all  reassemble  at 
the  Town  Arms  in  the  morning,  and  accompany  the 
Honorable  Samuel  Slumkey's  procession  to  the  place  of 
nomination. 

Mr.  Potf  s  domestic  circle  was  limited  to  himself  and 
his  wife.  All  men  whom  mighty  genius  has  raised  to  a 
proud  oninence  in  the  woiid,  have  usually  sonie  little 
weakness  which  iq;>pear8  the  more  oon^cnous  f^m  the 
contrast  it  presents  to  their  general  character.  If  Mr. 
Pott  had  a  weakness,  it  was,  perhaps,  that  he  was  nMiher 
too  submissive  to  the  somewhat  contemptuous  contrd  and 
sway  of  his  wife.  We  do  not  feel  justified  in  laying  any 
particular  stress  upon  the  fact,  because  on  the  present 
occasion  all  Mrs.  Pott's  most  winning  ways  were  brought 
into  requisition  to  receive  the  two  gentlemen. 
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"My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Pott,  « Mr.  Pickwick  — Mr. 
Pickwick  of  London." 

Mrs.  Pott  received  Mr.  Pidnrick's  paternal  grasp  of 
the  hand  with  enchanting  sweetness :  and  Mr.  Winkle, 
who  had  not  been  announced  at  all,  slided  and  bowed, 
unnoticed,  in  an  obscure  corner. 

« P.  ray  dear"—  said  Mrs.  Pott 

«  My  life,"  said  Mr.  Pott 

"  Pray  introduce  the  oti^r  gentleman.** 

*'  I  beg  a  thousand  pardons,"  said  Mr.  Pott  "  Permit 
me,  Mrs.  Pott,  Mr. "  — 

"  Winkle,"  said  Mr.  Pickwic*. 

"  Winkle,"  echoed  Mr.  Pott,  and  the  ceremony  of  in- 
troduction was  complete. 

"  We  owe  you  many  apologies,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, "  for  disturbing  your  domestic  arrangements  at  so 
short  a  nodce." 

"  I  beg  you  won't  mention  it,  sir,"  replied  the  feminine 
Pott,  with  vivacity.  ^  It  is  a  high  treat  to  me,  I  assure 
you,  to  see  any  new  faces ;  living  as  I  do,  fVom  day  to 
day,  and  week  to  week,  in  this  dull  place,  and  seeing 
wiody." 

"  Nobody,  my  dear  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pott,  archly. 

"  Nobody  but  ytm,"  retorted  Mpb.  Pott,  with  asperity. 

^  You  see,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  the  host  in  exphmation 
of  his  wifei's  lament,  ^  that  we  are  in  some  measure  cut  off 
from  many  eigoyments  and  pleasures  of  which  we  might 
otherwise  partake.  My  public  station,  as  editor  of  the 
Eatanswill  Grazette,  the  position  which  that  paper  holds 
in  the  conntry,  my  constant  immersion  in  the  vortex  of 
politics"—- 

"  P.  my  dear" — interposed  Mrs.  Pott 

''My  Hfe"  —  said  the  editbr. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


252  POSTHUMOUS  PAFEB8  OF 

^I  wifih,  mj  dear,  70a  woald  endearor  to  imd'^eomo 
topic  of  oonversation  in  which  these  gentlemen  raigfal 
take  some  rational  intetesf 

^  Bat  mj  bve,**  said  Mr.  Pott»  whh  gveat  honllilj, 
^  Mr.  Pickwiek  does  take  an  inlereat  in  it"* 

**  If  8  well  for  him  if  he  cais''  eaid  Mrs.  Pott,  empfaali'' 
cally ;  ^  I  am  wearied  oat  of  my  life  with  your  politics, 
and  quarrels  with  the  Independent,  and  nonsense.  I  am 
qnite  astonished  P.  at  jonr  aaking  aodi  an  eiMlndon 
•f  your  absnrdlty." 

**  But  my  dear  "  —  said  Mr.  Pott. 

''Oh,  nonsense,  don't  talk  to  me;**  said  Mrs.  Pott. 
"  Do  you  play  ecatrti,  air?  ** 

^  1  shall  be  very  happy  to  learn,  under  your  tuition,'* 
replied  Mr.  Winkle. 

''  Well,  then,  draw  that  little  table  into  this  window, 
and  let  me  get  out  of  hearing  of  those  prosy  polidcs." 

**  Jane,"  said  Mr.  Pott,  to  the  servant  who  brought  in 
candles,  "  go  down  into  the  office,  and  bring  me  up  the 
file  of  the  GraaetHe  £ot  Eighteen  Hundred  and  Twenty 
Eight  m  just  read  you  "  —  added  the  editor,  turning 
to  Mr.  Pickwick,  *^  Fll  just  read  you  a  few  of  the  lead- 
ers I  wrote  at  that  dme,  upon  the  Buff  job  of  appointing 
a  new  tollman  to  the  tuntpike  here ;  I  rather  think  they'll 
amuse  you." 

''I  should  like  to  hear  them  very  much,  indeed,"  said 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

Up  came  the  file,  and  di^wn  sat  the  editor,  with  Mr. 
Pickwick  at  his  side. 

We  have  in  vain  pored  over  the  leaves  of  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's note-book,  in  the  hope  of  meeting  with  a  general 
summary  of  these  beauti^l  compositions.  We  have 
every  reason  to  believe  that  he  was  peileetiy  ensaptnred 
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with  the  yigor  and  freehneBs  of  the  style ;  indeed  Mr. 
Winkle  has  reooried  the  &€t  that  his  eyes  were  desed, 
as  if  widi  excess  of  pleasure,  during  the  whole  time  of 
their  pemsaL 

The  aDnoaooaHkeitt  of  maijpfer  p«t  a  sto|>  both  ta  the 
game  at  eearti,  and  the  recapitoktion  of  the  beauties  of 
the  Eatanswill  Gaaette.  Mrs.  Pott  was  in  die  highest 
spirits  and  the  most  agreeable  humor.  Mr.  Winklo  had 
aheadj  made  considerate  progress  in  her  good  opinion, 
and  she  did  not  hesitate  to  inform  him,  conBdentinllj, 
that  Mr.  Pickwiok  was  "^  a  delightful  old  dear."  These 
terms  convey  a  ikmiUarity  of  expression,  in  which  few 
of  those  who  were  intimatelj  aegnaioted  with  that  colos- 
sal-minded man,  would  have  presumed  to  indulge.  We 
have  preserved  dietn,  neverthelessy  as  affording  at  once 
a  touching  and  a  ODBvinciiig  pfoof  of  the  estimation  in 
which  he  was  heU  by  every  oiass  of  society,  and  the 
ease  with  which  he  ttade  his  way  to  their  hearts  and 
feelings. 

It  was  a  late  hour  of  Hhe  night — long  after  Mr.  Tup- 
man  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  had  fidlen  asleep  in  the  insaost 
recesses  of  the  Peacoek  —  when  the  two  6riends  retired 
to  rest  Slumber  soon  fell  upon  the  senses  of  Mr.  Win- 
kle, but  his  feelings  had  been  excited,  and  his  admiration 
roused ;  and  for  many  hours  after  sleep  had  rendered  him 
mstti»ble  to  earthly  ok^ects,  the  face  and  figure  of  the 
agreeable  Mrs.  Pott  preseated  themselves  again  and 
again  to  Us  wandering  imaginationi 

The  noise  and  bustle  which  ushered  in  the  morning) 
were  sufficient  to  dispel  from  the  mind  of  the  most  ro- 
mantic visionary  in  existence^  any  associations  but  those 
whidi  were  xmtaediately  connected  with  the  oapklly 
^yproadiing  eltctioik    llie  beating  of  drams,  the  blpw- 
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ing  of  honifl  and  trumpets,  the  shouting  of  men,  and 
tramping  of  horses,  echoed  and  reechoed  through  the 
streets  from  the  earliest  dawn  of  day ;  and  an  occasional 
fight  between  the  light  skirmishers  of  either  party,  at 
once  enlivened  the  preparations,  and  agreeably  diversified 
their  character. 

"Well  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  his  valet  appeared 
at  his  bedroom  door,  just  as  he  was  concluding  his  toi- 
let ;  "  all  alive  to-day,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Regular  game,  sir,**  replied  Mr.  Weller ;  "  our  peo- 
ple's a  col-lecting  down  at  the  Town  Arms,  and  they're 
a  hollenng  themselves  hoarse  already.'* 

"Ah,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "do  they  seem  devoted  to 
their  party,  Sam  ?  " 

"  Never  see  such  dewotion  in  my  life,  sir." 

"  Energetic,  eh  ?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Uncommon,"  replied  Sam ;  "  I  never  see  men  eat 
and  drink  so  much  afore.  I  wonder  they  a'n't  afeer'd  o' 
bu'stm'." 

"That's  the  mistaken  kindness  of  the  gentry  here," 
said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Wery  likely,"  replied  Sam,  briefly. 

"  Fine,  fresh,  hearty  fellows  they  seem,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, glancing  from  the  window. 

"  Wery  fresh,"  replied  Sam  5  <*  me,  and  the  two  wait- 
ers at  the  Peacock,  has  been  a  pumpin'  over  the  inde- 
pendent woters  as  supped  there  last  night" 

"  Pumping  over  independent  voters  I  "  excliumed  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

"  Yes,"  said  his  attendant,  "  every  man  slept  vere  he 
fell  down ;  we  dragged  'em  out,  one  by  one,  tliis  momin* 
and  put  'em  under  the  pump,  and  they're  in  reg'lar  fine 
order,  nocw^  ShUlin'  a  head  the  committee  paid  Jportiflii 
•ere  job." 
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**  Lord  bless  your  hearty  sir/**  said  Sam,  ^  why  wher^ 
was  yoa  half  bq>lizad  ? --  tbaf  s  aothin',  thad  aVt" 

<< Nothing?"  said  Mn  Fidcwielu 

^Nothin'  at  all,  sir,"  replied  his  attettdaot  ^Thb 
night  aibre  the  last  day  o*  the  last  eleotkm  here,  ike  op- 
posite party  bribed  the  bar^maid  at  the  Town  Arms,  to 
hocus  the  brandy  and  water  of  fourteen  impelled  elee* 
lovs  as  was  a  stoppin'  in  the  house." 

^  What  do  you  mean  by  *  hocossing'  brandy  and  w»> 
tar?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"^Puttin'  laud'iHim  in  it,"  replied  Sam.  <<  Blessed  if 
she  didn't  send  'em  ail  to  sleep  till  twelve  hours  arter  the 
election  was  over.  Tk&j  took  one  maoEi  «p  to  the  booth, 
in  a  track,  &st  asleep,  by  way  of  experiment,  but  it  was 
no  go — they  wouldn't  poll  hha;  so  they  broug^  him 
back,  and  put  him  to  bed  agaim" 

**  Strange  practices,  these,"  said  Mr.  Pi«^wiek  $  half 
speaking  to  hims^  and  half  addressing  Sam. 

^  Not  half  so  Btrai^  as  a  miracnlous  droBmstance  as 
happened  to  my  own  £iUher,  at  an  election4ime,  in  this 
worry  jdaoe,  sir,"  repHed  Sam. 

^  What  was  that  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwidc. 

^  Why  he  drove  a  ooadi  down  here  once,"  said  Sam; 
^'Lection  time  came  on,  and  he  was  engaged  by  nta 
par^  to  bring  down  wolers  from  London.  Night  afore 
he  was  a  going  to  drive  up,  eommittee  on  tfother  side 
sends  for  him  quietly,  and  away  he  goes  vith  the  umb- 
ionger,  who  shows  him*  in; — large  room— -lots  of 
genTm'n —  heaps  of  papers,  pens  and  ink,  and  all  that 
^ere.  ^Ah,  Mr.  Weller,'  says  the*  gen'l'm'n  m  the  chair, 
'  glad  la  aee  you»  sir ;  how  are  you  ? '  — '  Wery  welli 
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thank'ee  biiv'  says  my  &ther;  ^I  ho]^  ifo%ire  pretty 
middlinV  says  he.  —  *  Pretty  well,  thank'ee,  sir/  says  the 
fgen'l'm'n ;  *  sit  down,  Mr.  Weller  —  pray  sit  down,  sir.' 
So  my  father  sits  down,  and  he  an'  the  genl'm'n  looks 
weij  hard  at  each  other.  ^  Tou  don't  i*emember  me  ?  * 
says  the  genTm'n.  —  'Can't  say  I  do,  says  my  father. 
—  *Oh>  I  know  you,'  says  the  genTm^n ;  *  know'd  you 
wen  you  was  a  hoy,'  says  he. — '  WeU,  I  don't  remember 
you,'  says  my  lather. -**'Thait's  wery  odd,'  says  t|^ 
gen'l'm'n.  —  *  Wery,'  says  my  fiuher.— "'You  most 
J^ve  a  bad  mem'ryMr.  Weller/  says  the  gen'l'm'o.  — • 
*  Well,  it  is  a  wery  bad  'uh,*  says  my  fkther. —  *  I  thought 
so,'  says  the  gen'l'm'n.  So  then  they  pours  him  out  a 
glass  of  wine^  and  gammons  him  about  hLi  driving,  aud 
gets  him  into  a  reglar  good  humor,  and  at  last  shoves  a 
twenty  pound  note  in  hie  hand.  '  It's  a  wery  bad  road 
between  this  and  Xondon,'  sajps  the  gen'l'm'n.  — '  Here 
and  there  it  u  a  heavy  road,'  says  my  father.  — '  'Spedal- 
ly  near  the  canal,  I  think,'  says  the  gen'l'm'a.  — • '  Nasty 
bit,  that  'ere,'  says  my  feOier.— 'Well,  Mr.  Weller,' 
says  the  gen'l'm'n,  <  you're  a  weiy  good  whip,  and  can 
4o  what  you  like  with  your  horses,  we  know.  We're  aQ 
wery  fond  o'  you,  Mr.  Weller,  so  in  case  you  should  have 
an  accident  when  you're  a*bringing  these  here  woters 
down,  and  should  tip  'em  over  into  the  canal  without 
burtin'  of  'em,  this  is  for  yourself'  says  he.  —  'Gren'l'm*n, 
you*re  wery  kind,'  says  my  father,  and  '  I'll  drink  your 
hoolth  in  another  glass  of  wine,'  says  he;  wich  he  did, 
and  then  buttons  up  the  money,  and  bows  himself  out. 
You  wouldn't  believe,  sir,"  continued  Sam,  with  a  look 
of  inexpressible  impudence  at  his  master,  ^  that  on  the 
wery  day  as  he  came  down  with  them  woters,  his  coach 
was  upset  on  that  'ere  wery  spot,  and  ev'ry  mmt  on  'em 
was  turned  into  the  canaL" 
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^  And  got  ont  again?**  inquired  Mr,  Pickwick,  hasdly. 

'^Whjy"  replied  Sam,  very  slowly,  "I  rather  think 
one  old  genTm'n  was  missin* ;  I  know  his  hat  was  found, 
but  I  a'n*t  quite  certain  whether  his  head  was  in  it  or 
not.  But  what  I  look  at,  is  the  hex-traordinary,  and 
wonderfbl  coincidence,  that  arter  what  that  gedTrn'o 
said,  my  father's  coach  should  be  upset  in  that  weij 
place,  and  on  tliat  wery  day !  ** 

"  It  is  no  doubt  a  very  extraordinary  drcumstance  in- 
deed," said  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  But  brush  my  hat,  Sam, 
for  I  hear  Mi*.  Winkle  calling  me  to  breakfast.** 

With  these  words  Mr.  Pickwick  descended  to  the  par- 
lor, where  ho  found  breakfast  laid,  and  the  family  al« 
ready  assembled.  The  meal  was  hastily  despatched; 
each  of  the  gentlemen's  hats  was  decorated  with  an  enor- 
mous blue  favor,  made  up  by  the  fair  hands  of  Mrs.  Pott 
herself;  and  as  Mr.  Winkle  had  undertaken  to  escort 
that  lady  to  a  house-top,  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the 
hustings,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Pott  repaired  alone  to 
the  Town  Arms,  from  the  back  window  of  which,  one  of 
Mr.  S1umkey*8  committee  was  addressing  six  small  boys, 
and  one  girl,  whom  he  dignified,  at  every  second  sen- 
tence, with  the  imposing  title  of  ^'  men  of  Eatafiswill,'* 
whereat  tho  six  small  boys  aforesaid  cheered  prodigiously. 

The  stable-yard  exhibited  unequivocal  symptoms  of 
Uie  glory  and  strength  of  the  EatanswiU  Blues.  There 
was  a  regular  army  of  bhie  flags,  some  with  one  handle, 
and  some  with  two,  exhibiting  appropriate  devices,  in 
golden  characters  four  feet  high,  and  9tout  in  proportion. 
There  was  a  grand  band  of  trumpets,  bassoons  and 
drums,  marshalled  four  abreast,  and  earning  their  mon- 
ey, if  ever  men  did,  especially  the  drum-beaters,  who 
Wtte  very  mtiscular.    There  were  bodies  of  constables 
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With  blue  atSkYea,  tweotj  conumttee-inen  with  blue  seaifs, 
fOid  a  mob  of  voters  with  blue  Go<iade8.  There  were 
electors  oa  horseback^  aacl  electors  afoot  There  was  an 
Gftea  dirrii^  and  four,  for  the  honorable  Samuel  Slum- 
key ;  and  there  were  firar  carriages  and  pair,  for  his 
friends  and  sr^porters :  and  the  fli^  were  rustling  and 
the  haiid  was  phijing,  and  the  constables  were  swearii^ 
and  the  twenty  committee-mem  were  squabbling^  and 
the  mob  were  shouting,  and  the  horses  were  backing, 
and  the  post-boys  peivpiring;  and  everybody,  and 
everything,  then  and  there  assembled,  was  for  the  spe- 
cial use,  behoof  honoiv  and  renown,  of  the  honorable 
Samuel  Slumkey,  of  Slumkey  Hall,  one  of  the  candi- 
dates for  the  representation  of  the  Borough  of  Eaton- 
swill,  in  the  Commons  House  ef  Parliament  of  the 
United  Kingdom. 

Loud  and  long  were  the  cheexe^  and  mighty  was  the 
rustling  of  one  of  the  blue  flags,  with  ^  Lib^y  of  the 
Press  "  inscribed  thereon,  when  the  sandy  head  of  Mr. 
Pott  was  discerned  in  one  of  the  windows,  by  the  mob 
beneath ;  and  tremendous  was  the  enthusiasm  when  the 
honorable  Samuel  Slumkey  himself,  in  top-boots,  and  a 
blue  neckerchief,  advanced  and  seized  the  hand  of  the 
said  Pott,  and  mek>dmmatical1y  testified  by  gestures  to 
the  crowd,  his  ine&oeable  obligations  to  the  EatanswiU 
Gkizette. 

^Is  eveiything  ready ?** said  the  honorable  Samuel 
Slumkey  to  Mr.  Perker. 

^  Everything^  my  dear  sir,''  was  the  little  man's  re- 

^  Nothing  has  been  omitted,  I  hope  ?  "  said  the  honor* 
aUe  Samuel  Slumkey. 
M  Nothing  has  been  left  undone,  my  dear  sir  -—  noth- 
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iag  whatever.  There  are  Iwenlj  washed  men  at  the 
atreet-door  for  jou  to  shake  haods  with ;  aod  six  chil* 
dren  in  arms  that  jom're  to  pat  on  the  head^  and  inquire 
the  age  of;  be  particakr  about  the  children)  ukj  dear 
sir,  —  it  hag  always  a  great  effect^  that  sort  of  thing." 

Til  take  care,**  said  the  honorable  Samuel  Slum* 
key. 

<'  Andf  pexbape,  nay  dear  sir  **  -^  said  the  cautioua  lit* 
tie  man,  "  perhaps  if  you  cotdd — I  don't  mean  to  say  ifa 
indispensable —  but  if  you  could  manage  to  kiss  one  of 
'em,  it  would  produce  a  very  great  impression  on  the 
crowd.** 

"  Wouldn't  it  have  as  good  an  effect  if  the  proposer  or 
seconder  did  that?** said  the  hoiiorable  Samuel  Slum- 
key. 

"  Why,  I  am  afraid  it  wouldn't,"  replied  the  agent ; 
^if  it  were  done  by  yourself,  my  dear  air,  I  think  it 
would  make  you  vety  popular." 

'^Yery  well,"  said  the  honorable  Samud  Slumkey, 
with  a  resigned  air,  ^  then  it  must  be  done.    That's  all." 

'*  Anrange  the  prooessiont"  cried  the  twenty  c(Hnmit- 
tee-men. 

Amidst  the  cheers  of  the  assembled  throng,  the  band, 
and  the  constables,  and  the  committee-men,  and  the  vo- 
ters, and  the  horsemen,  and  the  carriages,  took  their 
places  —  each  of  the  two-horse  vehicles  being  closely 
[ladLed  with  as  many  gentlemen  as  oould  manage  to 
stand  upright  in  it ;  and  that  assigned  to  Mr.  Peiker^ 
containing  Mr.  Pickwick,  Mr.  Tupman,  Mr.  Snodgrass, 
and  about  half  a  dozen  of  the  committee  beside. . 

There  was  a  moment  of  awful  suspense  as  the  proces- 
sion waited  for  the  honorable  Samuel  Slumkey  to  step 
into  his  carriage.  Suddenly  the  crowd  set  up  a  great 
cheering. 

VOL.  1.  IT 
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**  He  has  come  out,"  said  little  Mr.  Perker,  greatly 
excited ;  the  more  so  as  their  position  did  not  enable 
them  to  see  what  was  going  forward. 

Another  cheer,  mnch  louder. 

^  He  has  shaken  hands  with  the  men,**  cried  the  littk' 
agent 

Another  cheer,  &r  more  vehement 

^  He  has  patted  the  babies  on  the  head,"  said  Mr.  Per» 
kur,  trembling  with  anxiety. 

A  roar  of  applause  that  rent  the  air. 

'^  He  has  kissed  one  of 'em  I"  exclaimed  the  delighted 
little  man. 

A  second  roar. 

"  He  has  kissed  another,"  gasped  the  excited  mana- 
ger. 

A  third  roar. 

^  He's  kissing  'em  all ! "  screamed  the  enthusiastic  lit- 
tle gentleman.  And,  hailed  by  the  deafening  shouts  of 
the  multitude,  the  procession  moved  on. 

How  or  by  what  means  it  became  mixed  up  with  the 
otiber  procession,  and  how  it  was  ever  extricated  from  the 
confusion  consequent  thereupon,  is  more  than  we  can 
undertake  to  describe,  inasmuch  as  Mr.  Pickwick's  hat 
was  knocked  over  his  eyes,  nose,  and  mouUi,  by  one 
poke  of  a  Buff  flagnstaff,  very  early  in  the  proceedings* 
He  describes  himself  as  being  surrounded  on  every  sidu, 
when  he  could  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  soene,  by  angry 
and  ferocious  countenances,  by  a  vast  cloud  of  dust,  and 
by  a  dense  crowd  of  combatants.  He  represents  him- 
self as  being  forced  firom  the  carriage  by  some  unseen 
power,  and  being  personally  engaged  in  a  pugilistic  en- 
counter ;  but  with  whom,  or  how,  or  why,  he  is  wholly 
nnable  to  state.     He  then  felt  himself  forced  up  some 
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wooden  steps  by  the  peraons  from  behind :  and  on  re- 
moving his  hat,  found  himself  surrounded  by  his  friends, 
in  the  very  front  of  the  left-hand  side  of  the  hustings. 
The  right  was  reserved  for  the  Buff  party,  and  the  cen- 
tre for  the  mayor  and  his  officers ;  one  of  whom  —  the 
fat  crier  of  EatanswiU  —  was  ringing  an  enormous  bell, 
by  way  of  commanding  silence,  while  Mr.  Horatio  Fis- 
kiu,  and  the  honorable  Samuel  Slumkey,  with  their 
hands  upon  their  hearts,  were  bowing  with  the  utmost  af- 
fability to  the  troubled  sea  of  heads  that  inundated  the 
open  space  in  front ;  and  from  whence  arose  a  storm  of 
groans,  and  shoats,  and  yells,  and  hootings,  that  would 
have  done  honor  to  an  earthquake. 

"There's  Wmkle,"  said  Mr.  Tupman,  pullmg  his 
friend  by  the  sleeve. 

"  Where  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  putting  on  his  specta- 
cles, which  he  had  fortunately  kept  in  his  pocket  hith- 
erto* 

"^ There,"  said  Mr.  Tupman,  "on  the  top  of  that 
house."  And  there>  sure  enou^,  in  the  leaden  gutter 
of  a  tiled  roc^  were  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mrs.  Pott,  comfort- 
ably seated  in  a  couple  of  chairs,  waving  their  handker- 
chiefs in  token  of  recognition  —  a  compliment  which  Mr. 
Pickwick  returned  by  kissing  his  hand  to  the  lady. 

The  proceedings  had  not  yet  commenced ;  and  as  an 
inactive  crowd  is  generally  disposed  to  be  jocose,  this 
very  innocent  action  was  sufficient  to  awaken  their  face- 
iioiiwess. 

"  Oh  you  wicked  old  rascal,"  cried  one  voice,  "  looking 
artw  the  girls,  are  you  ?" 

**  Oh  you  wenen^le  sinner,"  cried  another. 

**  Putting  on  his  spectacles  to  look  at  a  married  'oo- 
mau  I "  said  a  third. 
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^  I  see  him  a  winkm'  at  her,  with  his  wicked  old  ej^ 
shonted  a  fourth. 

"Look  wrter  your  wife,  Pott,"  bellowed  a  fifth;  —  and 
then  there  was  a  roar  of  laughter. 

As  these  taunts  were  accompanied  with  invidious  com 
parisons  between  Mr.  Pickwid^  and  an  aged  ram,  and 
several  witticisms  of  the  like  nature ;  and  as  Hiey  m(»re- 
over  rather  tended  to  convej  reflections  upon  the  houOT 
of  an  innocent  lady,  Mr.  Pickwick's  indignation  was  ex- 
cessive ;  but  as  silenoe  was  proclaimed  at  the  momait, 
he  contented  hims^  by  scorching  the  mob  wi&  a  look 
of  pity  for  their  misguided  minds^  at  which  they  lauded 
more  boisterously  than  ever. 

"  Silence  I  "*  roared  the  mayor^s  attendants. 

"  Whiffin,  proclaim  silence,"  said  the  mayor,  wtdi  an 
air  of  pomp  befitting  his  lol^y  station.  In  obedience  to 
this  command  the  crier  performed  another  concerto  on 
the  bell,  whereupon  a  gentleman  in  the  crowd  called  oat 
**  muffins ;  **  which  occasioned  another  langh. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  mayor,  at  as  loud  a  pitch  as 
he  could  possibly  force  his  veiee  to,  —  ^  €rentlemen. 
Brother  electors  of  the  Borou^  of  EalanswilL  We 
are  met  here  to-day,for  the  purpose  of  chooong  a  repre- 
sentative in  the  room  of  our  kte^'  — 

Here  the  mayor  was  interrupted  by  a  vmce  in  tho 
crowd. 

**  SucKsess  to  the  mayor  1 "  cried  the  voice,  "and  may 
he  never  desert  the  nail  and  sarspan  business,  as  he  got 
his  money  by." 

This  allusion  to  the  professional  pursuits  of  the  orator 
was  received  with  a  storm  of  delight,  which,  with  a  bell 
accompaniment,  rendered  the  remainder  of  his  speech  in- 
audible, with  the  exception  of  the  concluding  sentenee, 
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in  which  he  thanked  the  meeting  for  the  patient  attention 
with  wh](Ji  ihej  had  heard  him  throughout,  —  an  ex- 
pression of  gratitude  which  elicited  another  burst  of 
mirth,  of  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  dttration« 

Next,  a  tall  thin  gentleman,  in  a  very  stiff  white  neck- 
erchief afler  being  repeatedly  desired  hj  the  crowd  to 
'^  send  a  boj  home,  to  ask  whether  he  hadn't  left  his 
woioe  under  the  {mUow,"  begged  to  nominate  a  fit  and 
proper  person  to  represent  them  in  Parliament  And 
when  he  said  it  was  Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire,  of  Fizkin 
Lodge,  near  Eatanswill,  the  Fizkinites  applauded,  and 
the  Slumkeyites  groaned,  so  long  and  so  loudlj,  that 
both  he  and  the  seocmder  might  have  sung  ccmiie  songs 
in  lieu  of  qpeakmg,  without  anybody's  being  a  bit  the 
wiser. 

The  friends  of  Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire,  having  had 
their  innings,  a  little  choleric,  plnk-&oed  man  stood  finr- 
ward  to  pxc^[>06e  another  fit  and  prc^r  person  to  refMre^ 
sent  the  electors  of  Eatanswill  in  Parliament ;  and  very 
swinmiing^  the  pink-&oed  gentleman  would  have  got 
on,  if  he  had  not  been  rather  too  oholerie  to  entertain 
a  sufficient  perception  of  the  fun  of  the  crowd.  But 
after  a  yery  few  sentences  of  figurative  eloquoM^  the 
{Huk-fiMed  gentleman  got  from  dmiouncing  those  who 
interrupted  him  in  the  mob,  to  exchanging  defiance* 
with  the  gentlemen  on  the  hustings;  whereupon  arose 
an  uproar  which  reduced  him  to  the  necessity  of  ex- 
pressing his  feelinge  by  serious  pantomime,  which  he 
did,  and  then  left  the  stage  to  ins  seconder,  who  deliv- 
ered a  written  speech  of  half  an  hour's  length,  and 
wouldn't  be  stc^^ed,  because  he  had  sent  it  all  to  the 
Batanswill  Gazette,  and  the  EatanswHl  Qazette  had 
9ke9ij  {Minted  it,  every  word. 
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Then  Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire,  of  Fiskin  Lodge,  near 
EatanswiU,  presented  himself  for  the  purpose  of  ad- 
dressing the  electors ;  which  he  no  sooner  did,  than  the 
hand  emplojed  hj  the  honorable  Samuel  Slumkej,  (!bm- 
menced  performing  with  a  power  to  which  their  strength 
in  the  morning  was  a  trifle ;  in  return  for  which,  the 
Buff  crowd  belabored  the  heads  and  shoulders  of  the 
Blue  crowd ;  on  which  the  Blue  crowd  endeavored  to 
dispossess  themselves  of  their  very  unpleasant  neigh* 
bors  the  Buff  crowd ;  and  a  scene  of  struggling,  and 
pushing,  and  fighting,  succeeded,  to  which  we  can  no 
more  do  justice  than  the  mayor  could,  although  he  is- 
sued imperative  orders  to  twelve  constables  to  seize  the 
ring-leaders,  who  might  amount  in  number  to  two  hun- 
dred  and  fifty,  or  thereabouts.  At  all  these  encounters, 
Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire,  of  iPizkin  Lodge,  and  his 
friends,  waxed  fierce  and  fiuious ;  until  at  last  Horatio 
Fizkin,  Esquire,  of  Fizkin  Lodge,  begged  to  ask  his  oppo- 
nent the  honorable  Samuel  Slumkey,  of  Slumkej  HaU, 
whether  that  band  played  by  his  consent ;  which  ques* 
tion  the  honorable  Samuel  Slumkey  declining  to  answ^, 
Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire,  of  Fizkin  Lodge,  shook  his  fist 
in  the  countenance  of  the  hmiorable  Samuel  Slumkey, 
of  Slumkey  Hall ;  upon  which  the  honorable  Samuel 
Slumkey,  his  blood  being  up,  defied  Horatio  Fizkin, 
Esquire,  to  mortid  combat  At  this  violation  of  all 
known  rules  and  precedents  of  order,  the  mayor  com* 
manded  another  fontasia  on  the  bell,  and  declared  that 
he  wouM  bring  before  himself,  both  Horatio  Fizkin,  Es- 
quire, of  Fizkin  Lodge,  and  the  honorable  Samuel  Slum- 
key,  of  Slumkey  Hall,  and  bind  them  over  to  keep  the 
peace.  Upon  this  terrific  denunciation,  the  supporters  of 
the  two  candidates  interfered,  and  afler  the  friends  of 
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each  party  had  quarrelled  in  pairs  for  three  quarters  of 
on  hour,  Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire,  touched  his  hat  to  the 
honorable  Samuel  Slumkej :  the  honorable  Samuel 
Slumkej  touched  his  to  Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire :  the 
band  was  stopped:  the  crowd  were  partially  quieted: 
and  Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire,  was  permitted  to  proceed. 

The  speeches  of  the  two  candidates,  though  differing 
in  every  other  respect,  afforded  a  beautiful  tribute  to  the 
nferit  and  high  worth  of  the  electors  of  EatanswiU. 
Both  expressed  their  opinion  that  a  more  independent, 
a  more  enlightened,  a  more  public-spirited,  a  more  no- 
ble-minded, a  more  disinterested  set  of  men  than  those 
who  had  promised  to  vote  for  him,  never  existed  on 
earth;  each  darkly  hinted  his  suspicions  that  the  elec- 
tors in  the  opposite  interest  had  certain  swinish  and 
besotted  infirmities  which  rendered  them  unfit  for  the 
exercise  of  the  important  duties  they  were  called  upon 
to  discharge.  Fizldn  expressed  his  readiness  to  do  any- 
thing he  was  wanted ;  Slumkey,  hb  determination  to  do 
nothing  that  was  asked  of  him.  Both  said  that  the 
trade,  the  manu&ctures,  the  commerce,  the  prosperity, 
of  EatanswiU,  would  ever  be  dearer  to  their  hearts  than 
any  earthly  object;  and  each  had  it  in  his  power  to 
stata,  with  the  utmost  confidence,  that  he  was  the  man 
who  would  eventually  be  retamed. 

There  was  a  show  of  hands ;  the  mayor  decided  in 
favor  of  the  honorable  Samuel  Slumkey,  of  Slumkey 
Hall,  Horatio  Fizkin,  Esquire,  of  Fizkin  Lodge,  de- 
manded a  poll,  and  a  poll  was  fixed  accordingly.  Then 
a  vote  of  thanks  was  moved  to  the  mayor  for  his  able 
conduct  in  the  chair ;  and  the  mayor  devoutly  wishing 
that  he  had  had  a  chair  to  display  his  able  conduct  in 
(for  he  had  been  standing  during  the  whole  proceedings) 
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returned  thanks.  The  processions  reformed,  the  car* 
riages  rolled  slowlj  through  the  crowd,  and  its  members 
screeched  and  shouted  after  them  as  their  feelings  or 
caprice  dictated. 

During  the  whole  time  of  the  polling,  the  town  was  in 
a  perpetual  fever  of  excitement  Everything  was  con- 
ducted on  the  most  liberal  and  delightful  scale.  Excise- 
able  articles  were  remarkably  cheap  at  all  the  publio* 
houses;  and  spring  vans  paraded  ihe  streets  for  tbe 
accommodation  of  voters  who  were  seized  with  any 
temporary  dizziness  in  the  head  —  an  epidemic  which 
previuled  among  the  electors,  during  the  contest,  to  a 
most  alarming  extent,  and  under  Hie  influence  of  whidi 
they  might  frequently  be  seen  Ijmg  on  the  pavements 
in  a  state  of  utter  insensibility.  A  small  body  of  eleo* 
tors  remained  unpolled  on  the  very  last  day.  They  were 
calculating  and  reflecting  persons,  who  had  not  yet  been 
convinced  by  the  arguments  of  either  party,  although 
they  had  had  frequent  conferences  with  each.  One  hour 
before  the  close  of  the  poll,  Mr.  Perker  solicited  the 
honor  of  a  private  interview  widi  these  intelligent,  these 
noble,  these  patriotic  men.  It  was  granted.  His  argo* 
ments  were  brief,  but  satisfactory.  They  went  in  a  body 
to  the  poll;  and  when  they  retomed,  the  honorable  fikm- 
uel  Slomkey,  of  Slomkey  Hall|  was  returned  also. 
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CSAFTKR  XIY. 
ooxpRiBiiro  ▲  BKiar  BssoRimair  ov  nn  <N>i[PA«r 

BT  ▲  BAOMAli; 

It  is  pleiMoit  to  torn  firann  ^mtempklkg  tlM  ttiiiSft 
and  turmoil  of  political  existence  to  the  peacefU  repoae 
of  priTate  life.  Altlioagk  in  reality  bo  great  partfsan 
of  dther  mde,  Mr.  Pidcwick  was  sufllciaDtiy  IMi  widi 
Mr.  Bott^s  entknsiasai  to  apply  bis  wbole  tine  and  at* 
teatioB  to  tiie  prooeedingSy  of  whioh  the  last  chapter 
i^fords  a  description  compiled  from  his  own  memraada. 
Nor  whfle  he  was  thus  occupied  was  Mr.  TVlnkle  idle> 
las  whole  time  h^g  deroted  to  pleasant  walks  and 
dwrt  ooontry  ezenraioDs  with  Mrs.  Pott^  who  oerss 
fidledy  when  sndi  an  opportmiitj  presented  itod^  to 
seek  some  relief  from  the  tedions  monotonj  she  so  eon* 
stantly  complained  0L  The  two  gentlemen  being  thos 
oompletdj  domesdoated  in  the  Editov^s  hottse^  Mr;  Top* 
man  and  Mn  Snodgraas  were  in  a  greai  measnre  cast 
upon  their  own  resonBoee.  Taking  but  Kttle  interest 
hi  publio  aflhirs,  th^  beguiled  their  time  ohi^  wkh 
snch  amasemeniB  ai  the  Beacodk  afibrdedt  which  were 
limited  to  a  bag8toll64M>sffd  in  the  first  ioor,  and  a  sei> 
qaestored  skitUe-gvoaad  in  the  back  yard.  In  the  sd* 
enoe  and  nioety  of  both  these  reereatioBS,  which  are  frr 
Biore  abstrose  than  ordinary  men  S^ppoMi  they  wev* 
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gradually  initiated  hj  Mr.  WeUer,  who  possessed  a  per- 
fect knowledge  of  such  pastimes.  Thus,  notwithstanding 
that  thej  were  in  a  great  measure  deprived  of  the  com- 
fort and  advantage  of  Mr.  Pickwick's  society,  they  were 
still  enabled  to  beguile  the  time,  and  to  prevent  its  hang- 
ing heavily  on  their  hands. 

It  was  in  the  erenbigi  however,  that  the  Pea<»ck 
presented  attractions  which  enabled  the  two  friends  to 
remtt  even  the  iavitatioiiB  of  the  gifted,  though  pro^, 
Pott  It  was  in  the  eveakig  that  the  ^commercial  room** 
was  filled  with  a  social  circle,  whose  characters  and  man- 
ners it  was  the  delight  of  Mr.  Tupman  to  observe ;  whose 
sayiifgs  and  doings  it  was  the  hatnt  of  Mr.  Snodgrass  to 
netedown. 

Most  people  know  what  sort  of  places  commercial 
rooms  usually  are.  That  of  the  Peacock  differed  in  no 
material  respect  from  the  generality  of  such  apartments: 
that  is  to  say,  it  was  a  large  bare-lookiag  room,  the  fur- 
niture of  which  had  no  doubt  been  better  when  it  was 
newer,  with  a  spacious  tMe  in  the  centre,  and  a  variety 
of  smaller  dittoe  in  the  comers :  an  extefisive  assort- 
ment of  variously  shaped  chairs,  and  an  old  Turkey  car* 
pet,  bearing  about  the  same  rdative  proportion  to  the 
fiise  of  the  room  as  a  lady's  pocket-handkerchief  might  to 
ihe  floor  of  a  watch-boz.  The  walls  were  garnished 
with  one  or  two  large  maps ;  and  several  weather-beat* 
en  rough  great-ooats,  with  complicated-  capes,  dangled 
from  a  long  row  i£  pegs  in  one  comer.  The  mantel-shelf 
was  ornamented  with  a  wooden  inkstand,  containing  one 
Btnmp  of  a  pen  and  half  a  wafer :  a  road-book  and  di- 
rectory: a  county  history,  minus  the  cover:  and  the 
mortal  remains  of  a  trout  in  a  glass  coffin.  The  atmos- 
phere was  redolent  of  tobaoco-snu^e,  the  fumes  of  which 
kad  communicated  a  rather  dingy  hue  to  the  whole 
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rtMmi,  and  more  espedallj  to  ^  dustj  red  curtains 
which  shaded  the  windows.  On  the  sideboard,  a  rarietj. 
of  miscellaneoas  articles  were  huddled  together,  the  most 
conspiouons  of  which  were  some  verj  cloudy  fish-sauce 
cmets,  a  couple  of  driYing4xizes,  two  or  three  whips,  and 
as  many  traTelling  shawls,  a  tray  of  knives  and  forkSf 
and  the  mustard. 

Here  it  was  that  Mr.  Tupman.and  Mr.  Snodgrass 
were  seated  oc  the  evening  after  the  conclusion  of  the 
Section,  with  several  other  temporary  inmates  of  the 
house,  smoking  and  drinking. 

^  Well,  gents,**  sud  a  stout,  hale  personage  of  about 
forty,  with  only  one  eye — a  very  bright  black  eye, 
which  twinkled  with  a  roguish  expression  of  fbn  and 
good-humor;  ^our  noble  selves,  gents.  I  always  pit>> 
pose  that  toast  to  ^  company,  and  drink  Mary  to  my- 
8<£    £h,Maryr 

"  Get  along  with  you,  you  wretch,**  said  the  hand- 
maiden, obvionrfy  not  ill-pleased  with  llie  compliment, 
however. 

^  Don*t  go  away,  Mary,"  said  the  black-eyed  man. 

**  Let  me  idone,  imperence,**  said  the  young  lady. 

^Never  mind,**  saUL  the  one-eyed  man,  cidling  after 
the  girl  as  she  left  the  room ;  ^  ni  step  out  by  and 
by,  Mary.  Keep  your  sinrits  up,  dear.**  Here  he  went 
through  the  not  very  difficult  process  of  winking  upon 
the  company  with  his  solitary  eye,  to  the  enthusiastic  de- 
list of  an  Merly  personage  with  a  dirty  face  and  a  clay 
pipe. 

"Bum  creeters  is  women,**  said  the  dirty-faced  man, 
after  a  pause. 

^Ah,  no  mistake  about  that,"  said  a  very  red-fh6ed 
man,  behind  a  eigar*  •  v 
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After  tills  littfe  hit  of  philQ0€iiby»  thef«  was  another 


'^Thfigpe's  mmmer  tbiiigB  thm  women  in  this  world 
though,  mind  70a,''  aaid  the  man  with  the  hkek  eye, 
slowly  filling  a  large  Dutch  pipe,  with  a  most  capaoiooi 
bowL 

^  Are  70U  married?  "  inquired  the  dirty-faoed  man. 

**  Can't  8^  I  anL**. 

^  I  thought  not*"  Hero  the  dir^-fiused  man  fell  mto 
ecstasies  of  mirth  at  his  own  retort,  in  whioh  he  was 
joined  by  a  man  of  bland  Toice  and  plaoid  counlenanocb 
who  always  made  it  a  point  to  agree  with  everybody. 

^  Women,  after  all,  gentlemen,'*  said  the  enthimstie 
lilr.  Snodgiras^  ^  ape  the  great  props  and  oomforis  of  our 
ezistenoe.'' 

^  So  they  are,"  aaid  the  plaoid  gendeman. 

'^When  they're  in  a  good-humor,**  interposed  (he 
cBrQr^&oed  loan. 

^  And  thaf  s  yery  trne^"  said  tibe  plaoid  one. 

^  I  repudiate  that  qualification,''  said  Mr.  Soodgrass, 
whose  thoiights  wero  iast  reyeytinf  to  SmUy  Wardle. 
^I  repudiate  it  with  disdain -^  with  indignsAioA.  Show 
n|e  the  man  who  says  anything  against  womeoy  aa  wom- 
en, and  I  boldly  declare  he  is  not  a  man."  And  lifo 
Snodgrass  took  bis  cigar  from  his  mouth,  and  struch  the 
table  violently  with  his  denched  fist 

<<  Tliat's  good  sound  argument,"  said  the  placid  man. 

^  Ck>ntaining  a  position  which  I  deny,"  interrupted  ho 
of  the  dirty  countenance. 

^  And  there's  certainly  a  very  great  deal  of  truth  in 
what  you  observe,  too,  sir,"  said  the  placid  gentleman. 

*<  Your  health,  sir,"  said  the  bagman  with  the  lonely 
ejje,  bestowing  an  approving  nod  on  Mr.  SoodirSMt 
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Hr.  Sooc^prnBB  ackno^riedged  tbe  cempHmail* 

^  I  always  like  to  hear  a  good  argmnealy''  oontincied 
the  bagman^  ^  a  sharp  one  like  this ;  if s  verj  improving  ] 
bat  this  little  argomeiit  aboQt  women  btoo^t  to  my 
mind  a  story  I  haye  heard  an  M  onde  of  mine  teU,  the 
reeoUeotion  of  which,  just  now,  made  me  say  there  were 
rummer  thmgs  than  wonen  to  be  Hiet  wiUi  sometimes." 

"^  I  should  like  to  hear  that  same  story,"  said  the  red* 
fiMed  man  with  the  eigar« 

^Should  yoa?"  was  the  only  reply  of  Ae  bagman, 
who  continued  to  smeka  with  great  Teheaiiaioe. 

''So  shonld  V  said  Mr.  Tupman,  H>^ak{ag  for  the 
fifsi  time.  He  wae  always  aajdeus  to  mcrease  kia  stoek 
of  experiexiee, 

^'Shoiddyotff  Well,  then,  IH  teU  it  No^Iwen't. 
I  know  you  woaH  believe-  il,"  asid  the  man  with  the 
roguish  eye^  making  that  organ  look  mere  roguish  than 
efer« 

"^  If  yon  say  if  a  true,  rf  eoorse  I  shidl,''  said  Mr.  Tup- 


*^g^^  upoa  tittt  videivtamUi^  m  t^  it,"  vepUed 
thetntvellerw  ^  Did  yon  ever  hear  of  the  great  eommerw 
oial  house  of  Bilson  and  Skim?  But  it  doesnft  matter 
though,  whether  yeu  did  or  not,  because  ikej  retired 
from  business  long  tinoe.  It^  ei|^ty  years  ago  since  the 
drcomstance  happvied  to  a  traveller  for  that  house,  but 
he  was  a  particular  firiend  iji  my  uncle's ;  and  my  uncle 
tM  the  story  to  me.  If  s  a  queer  name ;  but  he  used  to 
caUH 
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^  One  winter^s  ereiimg,  Aboat  five  o'deck,  just  ba  it 
began  to  grow  dusk,  a  man  in  a  gig  might  have  been 
seen  urging  his  tired  horse  along  the  road  which  leads 
across  Marlborough  Downs,  in  the  direction  of  Brist<^ 
I  saj  he  might  have  been  se^  and  I  have  no  doubt  he 
would  have  been,  if  anybody  but  a  blind  man  had  hap- 
pened to  pass  that  way ;  but  the  weather  was  so  bad, 
and  the  night  so  cold  toad  wet,  that  nothing  was  out  but 
the  water,  and  so  the  traveller  jogged  along  in  die  mid* 
die  of  the  road,  lonesome  and  dreary  enough.  If  any 
bagman  of  thai  day  could  have  caught  sight  of  the  fittle 
neck-or-nothing  sort  of  gig,  with  a  clay-colored  body 
and  red  wheels,  and  the  vixenish  ill-tempered,  &8t-going 
bay  mare,  that  looked  like  a  cross  between  a  batcher^s 
horse  and  a  twopenny  post-office  pony,  he  would  have 
known  at  once,  tibat  this  traveler  oould  have  been  no 
odier  than  Tom  SmaM,  of  the  great  house  of  Bilson  and 
Slum,  Cateaton  Street,  City.  However,  as  there  was  no 
bagman  to  look  on,  nobody  knew  anything  at  all  about 
the  matter ;  and  so  Tom  Smart  and  his  day-colored  gig 
with  the  red  wheels,  and  die  vixenish  mare  with  the^t 
pace,  went  on  together,  keeping  the  secret  among  them: 
and  nobody  was  a  bit  the  wiser. 

^There  are  many  pleasanter  places  even  in  this  dreary 
woild,  than  Marlborough  Downs  when  it  Mows  hard ; 
and  if  you  throw  in  beside,  a  gloomy  winter's  evening,  a 
miry  and  sloppy  road,  and  a  pelting  fall  of  heavy  rain,  and 
try  the  eflR^t,  by  way  of  experiment,  in  your  own  proper 
person,  you  will  experience  the  fiill  force  of  this  observi^ 
tion. 

^  The  wind  blew  — not  up  die  road  or  down  it,  though 
diaf  s  bad  enough,  but  she^  across  it,  sending  the  rain 
slanting  down  like  die  lines  they  used  to  rule  in  dia' 
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eopj-books  at  school,  to  make  the  bojs  slope  welL  For 
a  moment  it  would  die  awaj,  and  the  traveller  would  be- 
gin to  delude  himself  into  the  belief  that,  exhausted  with 
its  preTioos  fury,  it  had  quietly  laid  itself  down  to  rest, 
when  whoo  I  he  would  hear  it  growling  and  whistling 
in  the  distance,  and  on  it  would  ccMne  rushing  over  the 
hill-t<^ps,  and  sweeping  along  the  plain,  gathering  sound 
and  strength  as  it  drew  nearer,  until  it  dashed  with  a 
heavy  gust  against  horse  and  man,  driving  the  sharp  rain 
into  their  ears,  and  its  cold  damp  breath  into  their  very 
bones ;  and  past  them  it  would  scour,  far,  far  away,  with 
a.  stunning  roar,  as  if  in  ridicule  of  their  weakness,  and 
triumphant  in  the  consciousness  of  its  own  strength  and 
power.   . 

"The  bay  mare  q^lashed  away,  through  the  mud  and 
water,  with  dnpoping  ears :  now  and  then  tossing  her 
head  as  if  to  ei^xress  her  disgust  at  this  very  ungentle- 
manly  behavior  of  the  elements,  but  keeping  a  good  pace 
notwithstanding,  until  a  gust  of  wind,  more  fiirious  than 
any  that  had  yet  assailed  them,  caused  her  to  stop  sud- 
denly, and  plant  her  four  leet  firmly  against  the  ground, 
to  prevent  her  being  blown  over.  It's  a  special  mercy 
that  she  did  this,  f<»r  if  she  had  been  blown  over,  the 
vixenish  nuure  was  so  light,  and  the  gig  was  so  lights  and 
Tom  Smart  such  a  light  weight  into  the  bargain,  that 
they  must  in&llibly  have  all  gone  rolling  over  and  over 
together,  until  they  reached  the  confines  of  earth,  or 
until  the  wind  fell;  and  in  either  case  the  probabiH^  is, 
that  neither  the  vixenish  mare,  nor  the  day-colored  gig 
with  the  red  wheels,  nor  Tom  Smart,  would  ever  have 
been  fit  for  service  again. 

"'Well,  damn  my  straps  and  whiskers,'  says  Tom 
Smart,  (Tom  sometimes  had  an  unpleasant  knack  of 
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flwearing),  *  Damn  1117  strapd  and  whisken,'  flays  ToiBi 
*  if  this  aVt  pleasant,  blow  me ! ' 

•*  YouTl  very  likely  ask  me,  why,  as  Tom  Smart  had 
be^i  pretty  well  blown  abready,  he  expressed  this  wish 
to  be  submitted  to  the  same  process  again.  I  cant  say 
—  all  I  know  is,  that  Tom  Smart  said  so  —  cv  at  least 
he  always  told  my  uwde  he  said  so,  and  it^  jest  di6  same 
thing. 

'  *  Blow  me,'  says  Tom  Smart ;  and  the  mare  neighed 
as  if  she  were  (niedsely  of  the  same  opinion* 

*  *  Oieer  np,  old  girl,'  said  Tom,  patting  the  bay  mare 
on  the  neck  with  the  end  <^  his  whip»  *  It  won't  do 
poshkig  on,  sttch  a  night  as  tills ;  the  first  house  we  come 
to  we'll  put  up  at,  so  the  faster  you  go  the  sooner  i^a 
over.    6(^0,  old  girl -^gently  —  gently.' 

^Whether  the  vixenish  mare  was  suffidently  wdl 
acquainted  with  the  tones  ot  Tom's  voice  to  comprehend 
his  meanings  or  whethw  she  found  it  colder  standing 
still  than  moving  <m,  of  eoano  I  can't  say.  But  I  can 
say  that  Tom  had  no  sooner  finished  speaking,  than  she 
pricked  up  her  ears,  and  started  forward  at  a  ^^ed 
m^ich  made  the  day-cotored  gig  rattle  titt  you  woald 
have  supposed  every  one  of  the  red  spokes  was  going 
to  fly  out  on  the  tnrf  of  Marlborough  Downs}  and  even 
Tom,  whip  as  he  was,  couldn't  stop  or  che^  her  pace, 
until  she  drew  up,  of  h^  own  accord^  before  a  road-side 
inn  on  the  right-hand  side  of  the  way,  about  half  a  quar- 
ter of  a  mile  from  the  end  of  the  Downs. 

^  Tom  cast  a  hasty  glance  at  the  nj^i^er  part  of  the 
house  as  he  threw  the  reins  to  the  hostler,  and  stock 
the  whip  in  the  box.  It  was  a  strange  dd  place,  buHt 
of  a  kind  of  shingle^  inbiid,  as  it  were,  widi  cross-beams, 
with  gable^topped  windows  prelecting  con^letely  over 
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die  pathway,  and  a  low  door  with  a  dark  pordi,  and  a 
ooopk  of  sUsep  steps  leading  down  into  the  house,  in- 
stead of  the  modem  fashion  of  hitf  a  dosen  shallow  ones, 
leading  np  to  it  It  was  a  oomfbrtable-loddng  place 
though,  for  there  was  a  strong  dieerful  light  in  the  har- 
window,  whkfa  shed  a  hrigfat  nsf  across  the  road,  and 
eren  lighted  np  the  hedge  on  the  other  side ;  and  there 
was  a  red  flickering  light  in  the  Of^posite  window,  one 
moment  hot  fitintly  discernlMe,  and  the  next  gleaming 
etronglj  through  tlM  drawn  eiiitain8>  whidi  intinuited  thaA 
a  roushig  fire  was  bfatfii^  within*  Markmg  these  little 
evidences  with  the  eje  <^  an  experienoed  traveller,  Ton 
dismounted  with  as  mnoh  agili^  as  his  hatf^sen  limbs 
would  permit,  and  entered  the  boose. 

^In  less  than  five  minutes'  time,  Tom  was  ensconced 
in  the  room  opposite  the  bar  ^^  the  yery  room  where  he 
had  imagined  the  fire  blaaing  —  before  a  substantial 
matt^^oMust  roaring  Are,  composed  of  something  short 
of  a  bn^bel  of  coids,  and  wood  enough  to  make  half  a 
dosen  decent  gooseberry-bushes,  piled  half  way  up  the 
dumney,  and  roaring  wad  crackhng  with  a  sound  that 
of  itself  would  have  warmed  the  heart  of  any  reasona- 
ble'man.  This  was  comfortable,  bat  tlds  was  not  all, 
for  a  smaftly  drossed  girl,  with  a  brif^t  eye  and  a  neat 
ankle,  was  laying  a  very  clean  white  cbth  on  the  tables 
and  as  Tom  sat  with  his  slippered  foet  on  the  fonder, 
and  his  back  to  the  open  do<Nr,  he  saw  a  charming  pros- 
pect of  the  bar  reflected  in  the  glass  over  the  dihnney- 
piece,  with  delightful  rows  of  green  bottles  aad  gold 
labels,  together  with  jars  of  pickles  aad  preserves,  and 
cheeses  and  boiled  hams,  axid  rounds  of  beef,  arranged 
im  riielves  in  the  most  tempting  and  delicious  arrays 
Well,  this  was  comfortable  too;,  but  even  this  was  net 
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all  —  for  in  the  bar,  seated  at  tea  at  the  nicest  possible 
little  table,  drawn  close  up  before  the  brightest  possible 
little  fire,  was  a  buxom  widow  of  somewhere  about  eight 
and  fcMTty  or  thereabouts,  with  a  face  as  comfortable  aa 
the  bar,  who  was  evidently  the  landlady  of  the  housei 
and  the  supreme  ruler  oyer  all  these  agreeable  posses- 
sions. There  was  onlj  one  drawback  to  the  beauty  of 
the  whole  picture,  and  that  was  a  tall  man  —  a  very 
tall  man  —  in  a  brown  coat  and  bright  badcet  buttons, 
and  black  whiskers,  and  wavy  blad:  hair,  who  was  seated 
at  tea  with  the  widow,  and  who  it  required  no  great  pen- 
etration to  discover  was  in  a  faur  way  of  persuading  her 
to  be  a  widow  no  longer,  but  to  C(mfer  upon  him  the 
privilege  of  sitting  down  in  that  bar,  for  and  during  the 
whole  remainder  of  the  term  of  his  natural  life. 

^  Tom  Smart  was  by  no  means  of  an  irritable  or  en- 
vious disposition,  but  somehow  or  other  the  tall  man 
with  the  brown  coat  and  the  bright  basket  buttons  did 
rouse  what  little  gall  he  had  in  his  ocnnposition,  and  did 
make  him  feel  extremely  indignant :  the  more  especially 
as  he  could  now  and  then  observe,  from  his  seat  before 
the  glass,  certain  little  affectionate  familiarities  passing 
between  the  tall  man  and  the  widow,  whidi  sufficieotly 
di^ioted  that  the  tall  man  was  as  high  in  iavor  as  he  was 
in  siae»  Tom  was  fond  of  hot  punch — I  msiy  venture  lo 
say  he  was  very  fond  of  hot  punch  —  and  aflter  he  had 
seen  the  vixenish  mare  well  fed  and  well  littered  down, 
and  had  eaten  every  bit  of  the  nice  little  hot  dinnor 
which  the  widow  tossed  up  for  him  with  her  own  handsi 
he  just  ordered  a  tumbler  of  it,  by  way  of  experimenL 
Now,  if  there  was  one  thing  in  the  whole  range  of  do- 
mestic art,  which  the  widow  could  manufacture  better 
Ihan  another,  it  was  this  identical  article ;  and  the  first 
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tumbler  was  adapted  to  Tom  Smart's  taste  wHh  saeli' 
peculiar  nicetj,  that  he  ordered  a  second  with  the  least 
possible  delay.  Hot  punch  is  a  pleasant  thing,  gentle* 
men  —  an  extremely  pleasant  thing  under  any  circum- 
stances —  but  in  that  snug  old  parior,  before  the  roaring 
fire,  with  the  wind  blowing  outside  till  every  timber  in 
the  old  house  creaked  again,  Tom  Smart  found  it  per- 
fectly deHghtfuL  He  ordered  another  tumbler,  and  then 
another — I  am  not  quite  certain  whether  he  cUdn't  order 
another  after  that  —  but  the  more  he  drank  of  the  hot 
punch,  the  more  he  thought  of  the  tall  man. 

'^^  Confound  his  impudence  I'  said  Tom  to  himself 
<  what  business  has  he  in  that  mug  bar?  Such  an  ugly 
yillain  too ! '  said  Tom.  <  If  the  widow  had  any  taste, 
she  might  surely  pick  up  some  better  fellow  than  that.' 
Here  Tom's  eye  wandered  finom  the  glass  on  the  chim* 
ney-piece,  to  Uie  glass  on  the  table ;  and  as  he  felt  hkn- , 
setf  becoming  gradually  sentimental,  he  emptied  the 
fourth  tumbler  of  punch  and  ordered  a  fifth. 

**  Tom  Smart,  gentlemen,  had  always  been  very  much 
attached  to  the  pubKc  Hne.  It  had  long  been  his  ambi- 
tioii  to  stand  in  a  bar  of  his  own,  in  a  green  coat,  knee- 
cords,  and  tops.  He  had  a  great  notion  of  taking  the 
chaur  at  conyivial  dinners,  and  he  had  often  thought  how 
well  he  could  preside  in  a  room  of  his  own  in  the  talking 
way,  and  what  a  capital  example  he  could  set  to  his  cus* 
tomers  in  the  drinking  department  All  these  things 
passed  rapidly  through  Tom's  mind  as  he  sat  drinking 
the  hot  punch  by  the  roaring  fire,  and  he  felt  very  justly 
and  properly  indignant  that  the  tall  man  should  be  in  a 
Gur  way  of  keeping  such  an  excellent  house,  while'  he, 
lorn  Smart,  was  as  &r  off  from  it  as  ever.  So,  after 
delSlierating  over  the  two  last  tumblers,  whether  he 
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badn't  a  perfect  ri^t  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  the  tall 
man  for  baying  oontriyed  to  get  into  the  good  graces 
of  the  buxom  widow,  Tom  Smart  at  last  arrived  at 
the  satisfactory  conclusion  that  he  was  a  very  ill-used 
and  persecuted  individual,  and  had  better  go  to  bed. 

^  Up  a  wide  and  ancient  staircase  the  smart  girl  pre* 
ceded  Tom,  shading  the  chamber  candle  with  her  hand, 
to  protect  it  from  the  currents  of  air  which  in  such  a 
rambling  old  place  might  have  found  plenty  of  room  to 
divert  themselves  in,  without  blowing  &e  candle  out, 
but  which  did  blow  it  out  nevertheless ;  thus  affording 
Tom's  enemies  an  opportunity  of  asserting  that  it  was 
he,  and  not  the  wind,  who  extinguished  the  candle,  and 
that  while  he  pretended  to  be  blowing  it  a-light  again, 
he  was  in  fact  kissing  the  girL  Be  this  as  it  may, 
another  light  was  obtained,  and  Tom  was  conducted 
throu^  a  mase  of  roc«ns,  and  a  labyrinth  of  passages, 
to  the  iq>artment  which  had  been  prepared  for  his  re- 
ception, whore  the  girl  bade  him  good-night,  and  left  him 
alone. 

'^  It  was  a  good  large  ro<Hii  with  big  closets,  and  a  bed 
whidi  might  have  served  for  a  whole  boarding'school, 
to  say  nothing  of  a  couple  of  oaken  presses  that  would 
have  held  the  baggage  <^  a  small  army;  but  what  struck 
Tom's  fancy  most,  was  a  strange,  grim-looking,  high* 
backed  chaiiv  carved  in  the  most  fantastic  manner,  with 
a  flowered  damask  cushion,  and  the  round  knobs  at  4m 
bottom  of  the  legs  carefiiUy  tied  up  in  red  cloth,  as  if  it 
had  got  the  gout  in  its  toes.  Of  any  other  queer  chair, 
Tom  would  only  have  thought  it  W€u  a  queer  chair,  and 
there  would  have  been  an  end  of  the  matter ;  but  there 
was  something  about  this  particular  chdr,  and  yet  he 
couldn't  tell  what  it  was,  so  odd  and  so  unlike  any  other 
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piece  of  fbndtore  he  had  erer  seen,  that  it  seemed  to 
fiiscinate  him.  He  sat  down  before  Ihe  fire,  aod  stared 
at  the  old  chair  for  half  aa  hoar;  — Deuse  take  the 
chair,  it  was  sadi  a  strange  old  thing,  he  couldn't  take 
bis  eyes  off  it 

'^'Well,'  said  Tom,  slowlj  undressing  himself,  and 
staring  at  die  old  chak  all  the  while,  whidi  stood  with 
a  mysterious  aspect  by  the  bedside,  '  I  neyer  saw  such 
a  rum  concern  as  that  in  my  days.  Very  odd,'  said 
Tom,  who  had  got  rather  sage  with  the  hot  punch,  ^  Very 
odd.'  Tom  shook  his  head  with  an  air  i^  profound  wis- 
dom, and  kx^ed  at  the  chair  again.  He  couldn't  make 
anything  of  it  though ;  so  he  got  into  bed,  covered  him- 
self  ap  warm,  and  Ml  asleep. 

^  In  about  half  an  hour,  Tom  woke  up,  with  a  start, 
from  a  confused  dream  of  tall  men  and  tumblers  of 
punch:  and  the  first  object  that  presented  itself  to  his 
waking  imagination  was  the  queer  chair. 

^*I  won't  k>dL  at  it  any  more,'  said  Tom  to  himself, 
and  he  squeezed  his  eyelids  together,  and  tried  to  per- 
suade himself  he  was  going  to  sleep  again.  No  use ; 
nothing  but  queer  diairs  danced  before  his  eyes,  kicking 
up  their  legs,  jumping  OTsr  each  other's  backs,  and  play- 
ing all  kinds  of  antics. 

** '  I  may  as  well  see  one  real  chair,  as  two  or  three 
complete  sets  of  false  ones,'  said  Tom,  bringing  out  his 
head  fiom  under  the  bed-€k>tkes.  There  it  was,  plainly 
discernible  by  the  light  of  the  Are,  lofMag  as  provddng 
as  ever. 

^  Tom  gased  at  the  chair ;  and,  suddenly  as  he  looked 
at  it,  a  most  extraordinary  change  seemed  to  come  over 
it.  The  carving  of  the  back  gradually  assumed  the  lin- 
eaments and  expression  of  an  okl,  shrivelled  human  face ; 
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the  damask  cushion  became  ao  antique,  flapped  waisl- 
coat ;  the  round  knobs  grew  into  a  couple  of  feet,  in> 
cased  in  red-cloth  slippers ;  and  the  whole  chair  looked 
like  a  very  ugly  old  man,  of  the  previous  centqij,  wkh 
his  arms  a-kimbo.  Tom  sat  up  in  bed,  and  rubbed  Jm 
eyes  to  dispel  the  illusion.  Na  The  chair  was  an  ngly 
old  gentleman ;  and  what  was  more,  he  was  winking  at 
Tom  Smart. 

"  Tom  was  naturally  a  headlong  careless  sort  of  dog^ 
and  he  had  had  five  tumblers  g£  hot  punch  into  the  bar- 
gain; bOf  although  he  was  a  little  startled  at  first,  he  b^an 
to  grow  rather  indignant  when  he  saw  die  old  gentleman 
winking  and  leering  at  him  with  such  an  impudent  air. 
At  length  he  resolved  that  he  wouldn't  stand  it ;  and  as 
the  old  face  still  kept  winking  away  as  fast  as  ever,  Tom 
said,  in  a  very  angry  tone  — > 

"  *  What  the  devil  are  you  winking  at  me  for  ? ' 

^  *  Because  I  like  it,  Tom  Smart,'  said  the  chair ;  or 
the  old  gentleman,  whichever  you  like  to  call  him.  He 
stopped  winking  though,  when  Tom  spc^e,  and  b^an 
grinning  like  a  superannuated  monkey. 

^  ^  How  do  you  know  my  pame,  old  nut-cracker  fiKsel' 
inquired  Tom  Smart,  rather  staggered ;  —  though  he  pre- 
tended to  carry  it  off  so  well. 

^ '  Come,  come,  Tom,'  said  the  old  gentleman,  '  thaf  s 
not  the  way  to  address  solid  Spanish  Mahogany. 
Dam'me,  you  couldn't  treat  me  with  less  respect  if  I  was 
veneered.'  When  the  old  gentleman  said  this,  he  looked 
60  fierce  that  Tom  began  to  grow  frightened. 

^' '  I  didn't  mean  to  treat  you  with  any  disrespect,  sir,' 
said  Tom,  in  a  much  humbler  tone  than  he  had  spoken 
in  at  first 

"  *  Well,  *well,'  said  the  old  fellow, '  perhaps  not  —  per- 
haps not    Tom ' — 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  281 

^  *  I  know  everything  about  you,  Tom ;  eyerything. 
You're  very  poor,  Tom.* 

^ '  I  certainly  am,'  said  Tom  Smart  *  But  how  came 
you  to  know  that  ? ' 

"  <  Never  mind  that,'  said  the  old  gentleman ;  *  you're 
much  too  fond  of  punch,  Tom.' 

**  Tom  Smart  was  just  on  the  point  of  protesting  that 
he  hadn't  tasted  a  drop  since  his  last  birthday,  but  when 
his  eye  encountered  that  of  the  old  gentleman,  he  looked 
80  knowing  that  Tom  blushed,  and  was  silent 

"  *  Tom,*  said  the  old  gentleman,  *  the  widow's  a  fine 
woman  —  remarkably  fine  woman  —  eb,  Tom  ?  *  Here 
the  old  fellow  screwed  up  his  eyes,  cocked  up  one  of  his 
wasted  little  legs,  and  looked  altogether  so  unpleasantly 
amorous,  that  Tom  was  quite  disgusted  with  the  levity  of 
his  behavior ;  —  at  his  time  of  life,  too  I 

'^ '  I  am  her  guardian,  Tom,'  said  the  old  gentleman. 

**  *  Are  you  ? '  inquired  Tom  Smart 

"  *  I  knew  her  mother,  Tom,'  ssud  the  old  fellow ;  *  and 
her  grandmother.  She  was  very  fond  of  me  —  made 
me  this  waistcoat,  Tom.' 

«*Did  she?'  said  Tom  Smart 

^ '  And  these  shoes,'  said  the  old  fellow,  HfUng  up  one 
of  the  red-cloth  mufflers ;  *  but  don't  mention  it,  Tom, 
I  shouldn't  like  to  have  it  known  that  she  was  so  much  at- 
tached to  me.  It  might  occasion  some  unpleasantness  in 
the  femily.'  When  the  old  rascal  said  this,  he  looked  so 
extremely  impertinent,  that,  as  Tom  Smart  afterwards 
declared,  he  could  have  sat  upon  him  without  remorse. 

*^  *  I  have  been  a  great  &vorite  among  the  women  in 
my  time,  Tom,*  said  the  profligate  old  debauchee ;  *  hun- 
dreds of  fine  women  have  sat  in  my  lap  fbn  hours  to- 
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gether.  What  do  jou  think  of  that,  jou  dog,  eh  ? '  The 
old  gentlemaii  waa  proceediiq{  to  reoount  some  oiher  ex- 
ploits  of  his  jouthy  when  he  was  seised  with  soch  a  violent 
fit  of  creaking  that  he  was  unable  to  prooeed* 

^ '  Jast  serves  you  right,  old  boj/  thought  Tom  Smart  i 
but  he  didn't  saj  anything. 

<<<Ahr  swd  the  old  fellow,  a  am  a  good  deal  tmuUed 
with  this  now.  I  am  getting  old,  Tom,  and  have  lest 
nearly  all  mj  rails.  I  have  had  an  operation  performed, 
too, — a  small  piece  let  into  my  back  •^  and  I  found  it  a 
severe  trial,  Tom.' 

**  <  I  dare  say  yon  did,  sir,'  said  Tom  Smart 

^  <  However,'  said  the  old  gentleman,  '  that's  not  tha 
point    Tom !  I  want  you  to  marry  the  widow.' 

« '  Me,  sir  ! '  said  Tom. 

^  ^  You ; '  said  the  old  gentleman. 

^  <  Bless  your  reverend  locks,'  said  Tom  — *  (he  had  a 
few  scattered  horse-hairs  left)-— '  bless  your  reverend 
locks,  she  wouldn't  have  me.'  And  Tom  dghed  invol- 
untarily, as  he  thought  of  the  bar. 

^  *  Wouldn't  she  ? '  said  the  old  gontlemaiv  finmly. 

^ '  No,  no,'  said  Tom ;  '  there's  somebody  elae  in  the 
wind.  A  tall  man — a  oon&undedly  taU  man-^with 
black  whiskers.' 

<<<  Tom,'  said  the  old  gentleman ;  ^  she  wiU  never  have 
him.' 

<<<  Won't  she?'  said  Tom.  'If  you  stood  in  the  baiv 
old  gentleman,  you'd  tell  another  story.' 

^'Pooh,  pooh,'  said  the  old  gentleman.  '  I  know  all 
about  that.' 

<<' About  what?'  said  Tom. 

<< '  The  kissing  behind  the  door,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing,  Tom,*,  said  the  old  gentleman.    And  here  he  gave 
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another  kiipadant  look^  which  made  Tom  veiy  wroth, 
because  as  joa  aQ  know,  gentlemen,  to  hear  an  old  fal- 
low, who  ought  to  know  better,  talking  about  these  things, 
10  veiy  unpleasant-*-  nothing  oiore  so« 

^'I  know  all  about  that»  Tom/  said  the  old  gentleDM»« 
'I  have  seen  it  done  very  often  in  my  tioM^  Tmn^  be- 
tween more  people  tbto  I  should  like  to  mentk>n  to  jeu ; 
but  it  nerer  came  to  anything  after  alL' 

" '  Yon  must  have  seen  some  qneer  things/  said  Tom, 
with  an  inquisitiye  look. 

^ '  You  may  say  that,  Tom,'  replied  the  oM  fellow^ 
with  a  very  complicated  wink.  ^  I  am  the  last  of  ay  ftun* 
ily,  T<Hn/  siud  the  old  gentleman, with  a  m^anc^oly  sigh. 

^  *  Was  it  a  large  one  ? '  inquired  T»m  Smart 

"  *  There  were  twelve  of  ns,  Tom,'  said  the  old  gen- 
tleman ;  '  fine  straight-backed,  handsome  fellows  as  yoo'd 
wish  to  see.  None  of  your  qiodem  abortions  — aU  with 
arms,  and  with  a  degree  of  polish,  though  I  say  it  that 
should  not,  which  would  have  done  your  heart  good  to 
behold.' 

** '  And  what's  become  of  the  others,  sir  ? '  asked  Tom 
Smart 

^  The  old  gentleman  applied  his  elbow  to  Us  eye  ait 
he  replied,  *  Gone,  Tom,  gone.  We  had  hard  s^vioe^ 
Tom,  and  they  hadn't  all  my  constitution.  They  got 
rheumatic  about  the  legs  and  arms,  and  went  inio  kileb* 
ens  and  other  hospitals ;  and  one  of  'em,  with  long  ser- 
vice and  hard  usage,  positively  lost  his  senses:  —  he 
got  so  crazy  that  he  was  obliged  to  be  burnt.  Shoek- 
ing  thing  that,  Tom.' 

«" '  Dreadful  I '  said  Tom  Smart. 

^  The  old  fellow  paused  for  a  few  minutes,  apparently 
struggling  with  his  feelings  of  emotion,  and  then  said, 
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« 
"*  However,  Tom,  I  am  wandering  from  the   point 

This  tall  man,  Tom,  is  a  rascally  adventurer.  The  mo- 
ment he  married  the  widow,  he  would  sell  off  all  the  fur- 
niture, and  run  away.  What  would  be  the  consequence  ? 
She  would  be  deserted  and  reduced  to  ruin,  and  I  should 
catch  my  death  of  cold  in  some  brokei^s  shop.' 

«*  Yes,  but'  — 

**  *  Don't  interrupt  me,*  said  Ae  old  gentleman.  *  Of 
you,  Tom,  I  entertain  a  very  different  opinion ;  for  I  well 
know  that  if  you  once  settled  yourself  in  a  public  house, 
you  would  never  leave  it,  as  long  as  there  was  anything 
to  drink  within  its  walls.' 

"  *  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  good  opin- 
ion, sir,'  said  Tom  Smart    - 

" '  Therefore,'  resumed  the  old  gentleman,  in  a  dictato- 
rial tone,  ^  you  shall  have  her,  and  he  shall  not' 

"*  What  is  to  prevent  it?'  said  Tom  Smart,  eagerly. 

**  *  This  disclosure,'  replied  the  old  gentleman  ;  *  he  is 
already  married.' 

"*How  can  I  prove  it?'  said  Tom,  starting  half  out 
of  bed. 

^  The  old  gentleman  untucked  his  arm  from  his  side, 
and  having  pobted  to  one  of  the  oaken  presses,  imme- 
diately replaced  it,  in  its  old  position. 

"  *  He  little  thinks,'  said  the  old  gentleman,  '  that  in 
the  right-hand  pocket  of  a  pair  of  trousers  in  that  press, 
he  has  lefr  a  letter,  entreating  him  to  return  to  his  dis- 
consolate wife,  with  six  —  mark  me,  Tom  —  six  babes, 
and  all  of  them  small  ones.' 

**  As  the  old  gentleman  solemnly  uttered  these  words, 
his  features  grew  less  and  less  distinct,  and  his  figure 
more  shadowy.  A  film  came  over  Tom  Smart's  eyes. 
The  old  man*  seemed  gradually  blending  into  the  chairi 
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the  damask  waistcoat  to  resolye  idIo  a  oushion,  tbe  red 
slippers  to  shrink  into  little  red  doth  bags.  The  light 
faded  gently  away,  and  Tom  Smart  fell  back  on  Ins  pil- 
k>w,  and  dropped  asleep. 

^  Morning  aroused  Tom  from  the  lethargic  slomber, 
into  which  he  had  fallen  on  the  disappearance  of  the  old 
man.  He  sat  up  in  bed,  and  for  some  minutes  yainly 
endeavored  to  recall  the  events  of  the  preceding  night. 
Suddenly  they  rushed  upon  him.  He  looked  at  the  chair; 
it  was  a  fantastic  and  grim-looking  piece  of  furniture, 
certainly,  but  it  must  have  been  a  remarkably  ingenious 
and  lively  imagination,  that  could  have  discovered  any 
resemblance  between  it  and  an  old  man. 

" '  How  are  you,  old  boy  ?'  said  Tom.  He  was  bolder 
in  the  daylight —  most  men  are« 

"  The  chair  remained  motiiwless,  and  spoke  not  a 
word. 

^<  Miserable  morning,'  said  Tom.  No.  The  chair 
would  not  be  drawn  into  conversation. 

^  <  Which  press  did  you  point  to  ?  — -  you  can  tell  me 
that,'  said  Tom.  Devil  a  word,  gentlemen,  the  chair 
would  say. 

"•  ^  It's  not  much  trocdble  to  open  it,  anyhow,'  said  T6m, 
getting  out  of  bed  very  deliberately.  He  walked  up  to 
one  of  the  presses.  The  key  was  in  the  lock ;  he  turned 
it,  and  opened  the  door.  There  woi  a  pair  of  trousers 
there.  He  put  his  hand  into  the  pocket,  and  drew  Ibrtli 
the  identical  letter  the  old  gentleman  had  described ! 

^ '  Queer  sort  of  thing,  this,'  said  Tom  Smart ;  looking 
first  at  the  chair  and  then  at  the  press,  and  then  at  the 
letter  and  then  at  the  chair  again.  ^  Very  queer,'  said 
Tom.  But,  as  there  was  nothing  in  either,  to  lessen  tlie 
queemess,  he  thoiight  he  might  as  well  dress  himself, 
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Mid  settle  the  tall  man's  bosineds  at  onoe  — » just  to  put 
him  out  of  his  misery. 

^  Tom  surveyed  the  rooms  he  passed  through,  on  his 
way  down  stairs,  with  the  scrutinizing  eye  of  a  landlord; 
thinking  it  not  impossible,  that  before  long,  they  and 
their  contents  would  be  his  property.  The  tall  man  was 
standing  in  the  snug  little  bar,  with  his  hands  behind  him, 
quite  at  home.  He  grinned  yacantly  at  Tom.  A  casual 
observer  might  have  supposed  he  did  it  only  to  show  his 
white  teeth;  but  Tom  Smart  thought  that  a  consdous- 
uess  of  triumph  was  passing  through  the  place  where  the 
tall  man's  mind  would  have  been,  if  he  had  had  any. 
Tom  laughed  in  his  ^Eioe ;  and  summoned  the  landlady. 

^ '  Good*moming,  ma'am,'  said  Tom  jSmait,  dosing  the 
door  of  the  little  parlor  as  the  widow  entered. 

^ '  Good*moming,  sir,'  said  the  widow.  ^  What  wiU 
you  take  for  breakfast,  sir  ? ' 

*^  Tom  was  thinking  how  he  should  open  the  case,  so 
he  made  no  answer^ 

^'There's  a  very  nice  ham,'  sold  the  widow,  <and 
a  beautiful  cold  larded  fowL  Shall  I  send  'em  in, 
sir?' 

^  These  words  roused  Tom  from  his  reflocfions.  His 
admiration  of  the  widow  increased  as  she  spoke. 
Thoughtful  creature  I     (Tomfbrtable  provider! 

^'Whois  that  gentleman  in  the  bar,  ma'am  ? '  inquired 
Tom. 

^  <  His  name  it  Jenkins,  sir/  said  the  widow,  slightly 
blushing. 

<"<  He's  a  tall  man,'  said  Tom. 

^  ^  He  is  a  very  fine  man,  sir,'  replied  the  widow,  <  and 
a  very  nice  gentleman.' 

'''Ahl'  said  Tom. 
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^^la  fhtar^  moffMng  okm  jea  1MM,  drr  ittqtdM 
the  wido^  rather  padded  hj  Tom^  wmaauL 

^'Wlij,  To^'taid  Torn.  ''UydM^wahm.i^yM 
bsLtm  iMm  kindiiM  to  lit  ^^im  te  oie  ipotiieal  7 ' 

^  The  widow  looked  much  amazed,  but  ib^  Mt  4dW% 
and  T(Mn  sat  down  too,  olne.  baiid^  iNn  I  dMi  know 
how  it  happened,  gmAismmi*^mdmA  mj  viol*  dedd  to 
tell  me  (hat  Tom  Smack  said  il#  dSdnH  kftcnr  how  it  hAj^ 
fMBod  Qithiv-**«bQt  gonslnw  or  othar  tiie  pwhn  of  Tom's 
^mi  ftU  tipoa  the  hick  #£  the  wiiaw*b  hand,  and  m- 
mained  there  while  he  tpok^ 

***Mj  dear  ma'am,'  said  Tom  flbuui*— ha  luid  al- 
wi^s  a  great  notiMt  of  otmmitling  tiie  amUile**^'!!/ 
dear  ma'am,  joti  dosefre  a  vbxj  ezsalleai  koshaad,  -^ 
yoo  do  indeed^' 

'^'Lor',  girl'  said  the  widofw-^^^as  well  she  might: 
Tom's  mode  of  commeiicin^  tha  oonir«cMion  heing  rather 
iHiaiualy  tolk  to  say  startttng}  the  feet  ef  hi^  aevev  h«^ 
iag  M  eymf  npatt  bar  bafinao  tbia  futwimm  Aigbti  behsg 
taken  into  eonsideration.    '  Lor^,  sir  I ' 

**  < Lsconiitof  ilattert  m^dear  aoabua,'  said  Tmn  Smart. 
'  You  deserve  a  yery  admirable  hashsBd^  aad  whoevif  be 
iH  hall  be  4  very  Itieky  man^'  ^  Tom  said  tii^  his 
eje  involuntarily  wandered  frmn  the  widaw**  &ee  to  the 
floo^ma  i^uod  him* 

<^The  widow  looked  more  puzzled  than  ever,  aod 
mada  mi  effort  to  riscu  Tom  gondy  pressed  her  hand;  as 
if  to  detain  her^aad  she  kfspfc  her  seat.  Widawa,  gentloi 
m^a^.  ar^  iv>t  tisuaUy  timoroM^  as^  my  micla  used'  to 
say. 

^<I  ain  sure  I  am  ^rery  muQh  obhged  to  yiauysir, for 
your  good  opimon,'  said  the  buxom  landlady,  half  ] 
mg  ^  ^  m4  ^  orapr  I  many  agaiui '  ^-^ 
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'^  ^  Iffi  said  Tom  Smart,  lookiiig  yery  elH^wdlj  out  at 
the  right-hand  eomer  of  his  kft^TB.    '^'  — 
,    ^  ^  Well,'  said  Uie  widow,  laogliing  otttright  this  limoy 
wh&i^  I  do^  I  hqpe  I  riiall  have  as  good  a  IiqsImumI  aa 
700  descrfte.' 

<<' Jenkins,  to  wit,' said  Tom. 
.    ^ ^  Lor',  sir! '  exclaimed  the  widow. 
.    <"' Oh,  don't  tell  me,' said  Tom, 'I  know  him.' 
.  .  ^'I  am  sore  nobodj  who  knows  him  kaiows  anydriag 
hud  of  him^'  said  the  widow,  bridling  1^  at  tho  mystefi- 
ous  air  with  which  Tom  had  spoken. 

<<<  HemI'  said  Tom  Smart 

^  The  widow  began  to  think  it  was  high  time  to  orjr, 
so  she  took  out  her  handkerchief  and  inquired  whether 
Tom  wished  to  insult  her :  whether  he  thought  it  like  a 
^Bntleman  to  take  awaj  the  character  of  another  gentle- 
man behind  his  hack:  why,  if  be  had  got  anything  to 
say,  he  didn't  say  it  to  the  man,  like  a  nan,  instead  of 
terrifying  a  poor  weak  woman  in  tint  way,  aad  so 
forth. 

'''ni  sayU  to  faim  fiwt  enouc^'  said  Tom,  'only! 
want  yoa  to  hear  it  ifavt' 

«<Whatisit?'  inquired  the  widow,  kx)king  intently 
m  Tom's  countenance. 

"^  *  m  astonish  yon,'  said  Tom,  putting  his  hand  in  luf 
pocket 

<"<  If  it  is  that  he  wants  money,'  said  the  widow,  <  1 
know  that  already,  and  you  needn't  tnmUe  yourselfl' 

^  <  Pooh,  nonsense,  thaf  s  nothiiig,'  said  Tbm  Smart ; 
/  want  money.    'Ta'n't  that' 

^<<0h  dear,  what  can  it  be?'  exclaimed  the  poor 
widow. 

<<'  Don't  be  frightened^'  s^id  Tom  Smart    He  slowly 
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draw  tbHh  flie  Mter,  ttid  uofblded  it  'Tob  worfl 
scream?'  said  Tom,  doQbtftdly. 

^<  N<H  no/  replied  the  widow ;  Met  me  see  it' 

^*  YoQ  won't  go  fidntibg  awsj^  or  mj  of  tiiat  noQ- 
Musef  said  Tom. 

"^^ No^  no,'  retamed  tiio  widow,  bastflj. 

<<  <  And  don't  nm  otit,  and  blow  him  up,'  said  TVn% 
becaose  ni  do  all  that  ftr  joa ;  jfm  bad  better  not  ex* 
ert  ]rOfii«el£' 

<<' Well,  welV  said  the  widow,  'let  me  see  it' 

**  *'  I  will,'  replied  Tom  Smart;  and,  with  these  wordsi 
he  placed  the  leiter  in  the  widow's  band. 

^  Gentlemen,  I  ha^e  heard  my  ande  say,  that  Toaft 
Smart  said,  thewidoi^s  baneiitaitions  when  she  heard  the 
disdosore  would  have  pierced  a  heart  of  stone.  Tom 
was  eertainlj  very  tender^iearted,  bat  they  pierced  liifl 
to  the  very  core.  The  widow  rocked  beradf  to  and  fto, 
and  wnmg  her  hands. 

''■Oh,  Che  deception  and  Tillany  of  mani'  said  the 
widow. 

« •  Frightflil,  my  dear  ma'am ;  hot  compose  yooiself,' 
saidTbm  Smart 

'''Oh,  I  cant  oompooe  myself'  shrieked  the  widow* 
'  I  sbaH  ncTer  find  any  one  dbe  I  can  k>Te  so  much ! '    - 

"'  Oh  yes  you  will,  my  dear  sool,'  said  Tom  Smart, 
letting  fall  a  diower  of  the  laigesi  siaed  tears,  in  pit^  for 
the  widow's  misfortones.  Tom  Smart,  in  the  energy  of  his 
compassion,  had  put  his  arm  round  the  widow's  waist  \  and 
the  widow,  in  a  passion  of  grief,  had  clasped  Tom's  hand. 
She  looked  up  in  Toai's  fine,  aad  smiled  through  her 
tears.   Tom  looked  down  inheres,  and  smiled  throoghhis.' 

"I  nerer  eoidd  find  out,  gentlemen,  whethw  Tom 
iid  or  did  not  kiss  the  widow  at  that  particulair  moment 
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Bb  ml  t6  teU  my  oiud^  he  ttfa%  fasi  I  binre  nr  d«i*«l 
aboat  it  Between  ounekefy  fOBdeneAi  I  mth^r  Uunk 
he  did. 

«iAfc  «U  eraili,  Tom  Uekod  the  verir  Ml  mm  iMl  at 
the  front  door  half  an  boor  after,  and  iMnried  (he  ^fid^v 
a  month  after. .  Ami  iwtxmi  WiAwe  about  IhejQppntry, 
wilfc  the  ebiffOilaited  gig'wilh  tiie  jr6dwh0»W«Rd  the 
vxMAiah  nmttmMk  the  fittt  ptte^  tiU  he  girrp  op  huii- 
ness  manj  years  afterwards,  and  went  to  Fvanee  witli 
his  wife  rand  thsD  thl&  oU  hoase  'wm  palled  d^mo/ 


*^  Wm  jroQ  allow  me  to  Mk  yon^'*  said  the  iaqiiiiiti?s 
aid  geodenura,  <<  what  became  of  the  chair?" 

^Whj^"  levied  te  mie«ii)r»d  iMgmaa,  «Jt  was  ob* 
aen^ed  to  creidi  ^aiy  mach  on  the  da{f  ef  the  wedding } 
hot  Tom  Sinart  conldn't  si^  for  oertain,  whether  It  waa 
witti  pleamuB  or  bodily  mfhrnti^.  He  rather  tboni^  il 
was  the  latter,  though,  for  it  never  sfNte  afWrwarda»* 

«STerybody  beheyed  the  Mary^didn't  tibey?"  said  the 
dirty-&oed  man,  refilling  his  pipe. 

*^  Bxcept  Tom'a  enemiea,"  replied  the  hflffom*  ^Some 
of  '«m  said  Tom  inyented  it  altogether ;.  and  otben  laid 
he  was  dronk,  and  fimoiBd  it,  and  got  hoid  of  tb»  wrong 
IroQsen  by  miatake  before  he  went  to  bed*  But  no- 
ksij  eyev  ttiindad  ^ihat  t%  amd." 

«<  Tom  said  it  was  aU  tnm?  " 

«  Evory  word.'' 

«  And  your  onde?" 

^ETeiy  letter.* 

f^Thejmnst  hare  bean  moe  mtti^  both  of  ^emj"  laii 
the  dirty^fteed  man. 

"'Tea,  they  were,"  re^ed  the  bagaum;  '<yeiy  nkM 
iindeedr 
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POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS 
THE  PICKWICK  CLUB 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Ql  WHICH  18  GIVEN  A  FAITHFUL  PORTRAXTURB  OF 
TWO  DI8TIN6UI8HED  PERSONS;  AND  AN  ACCURATE 
DESCRIPTION  OF  A  PUBLIC  BREAKFAST  IN  THEIR 
HOUSE  AND  GROUNDS  ;  WHICH  PUBLIC  BREAKFAST 
LEADS  TO  THE  RECOGNITION  OF  AN  OLD  ACQUAINT- 
ANCE, AND  THE  COMMENCEMENT  OF  ANOTHER 
CHAPTER. 

Mr.  Pickwick's  conscience  had  been  somewhat  re- 
proaching him,  fot  his  recent  n^lect  of  his  friends  at 
the  Peacock ;  and  he  was  just  on  the  point  of  walking 
forth  in  quest  of  them,  on  the  third  morning  after  the 
election  had  terminated,  when  his  faithful  valet  put  into 
his  hand  a  card,  on  which  was  engraved  the  following 
inscription. 

Hits.  JUo  Ittuntct. 

^  Person's  a-waidn*,**  sud  Sam,  epigrammaticallj. 
^Does   the  person  want  me,  Sam?"  inquired  Mr. 
Pi<:kwick. 
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^  He  wants  joa  particklar ;  and  no  one  elsell  do,  as 
the  Deyil's  private  secretary  said,  yen  he  fetched  avay 
Doctor  FaostuS)"  fepUed  Mr.  Welter 

^  He.    Is  it  a  gentleman  ?  ^  sidd  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  A  werj  good  imitation  £  one,  if  it  a'n't,**  repfied  Mr. 
Weller. 

<<  Bat  litis  is  a  lady^  ^tt^**  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

*^  Given  me  bj  a  genTm'n,  hows'ever,"  replied  Sam, 
^and  he's  a-waidn'  in  the  drawing-room — said  he'd 
rather  wait  all  dajr,  than  not  see  qron." 

Mr.  Pickwick,  oh  hearing  this  determination,  descended 
U>  the  drawing-room,  where  sat  a  grave  man,  who  started 
op  on  his  entrance,  and  said,  with  cm  air  of  profound  re- 
spect,— 

•*Mr.  Pickwick,  I  presume?" 

«  The  same," 

^  Allow  me,  sir,  the  honor  of  grasping  your  hand  •^- 
permit  me,  sir,  to  shake  it,"  said  the  grave  man* 

«  Certwnly,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  \ 

The  stranger  sbo^k  the  extended  hand,  and  then  con- 
tinued. 

^  We  have  heaid  of  your  fiune,  sir.  The  noise  of 
your  antiquarian  discussion  has  reached  the  ears  of  Mrs. 
Iieo  Hunter  -^  my  wife,  sir ;  /  am  Mr.  Leo  Hunter  "  — 
the  stranger  paused,  as  if  he  expected  that  Mr.  Pick- 
wick  would  be  overcome  by  the  disclosure ;  but  seeing 
that  he  remained  perfectly  calm,  proceeded : 

^  My  wife,  sir  — ^Mm«  lioo  Hunter  —  is  proud  to  num- 
ber among  her  acquaintance  all  those  who  have  rendered 
themselves  celebrated  by  their  works  and  talents.  P«^ 
mit  me,  sir,  to  pbice  in  a  oonspicuous  part  of  the  list  the 
name  of  Mr»  Pickwick,  and  his  brother  members  of  the 
dub  that  derives  its  name  from  him." 
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^I  skaU  biB  extiteindy  hfif^y  to  maioe  flw  aoqaaint^^ 
of  siieh  a  hdjj  sov"  replied  Hr.  Fkkwu^ 

^  You  shtdl  make  it,  ab,"  aaid  tha  girn^e  man.  ^  To- 
morrow morning,  sir,  we  give  a  pnblio  breakfast-— a /Sli 
champitre  to  a  great  number  of  those  who  have  rendered 
diemselves  celebrated  bj  their  works  and  talents.  Peiv 
mit  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter,  iii^  to  kaTO  tha  gratificati<m  of 
leeing  you  at  the  Den." 

**  TVith  great  pleasure,^  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  has  aoaaj  of  Aeae  breaktets,  stt*," 
resumed  the  new  ae<|aaintaDoe,  «-^^ '  feasts  of  reaeon^  dr, 
and  flows  of  souV  as  somebody  who  wrote  a  sdmet  to 
Mfs.  Leo  Hunter  on  her  bvedLfksts,  fMingly  and  orig- 
inally observed." 

""  Was  he  celebraled  fcr  hii  woiks,  and  telonts  ?"*  in- 
quired Mr.  Piekwiok. 

^  He  was,  sir,"  replied  the  grave  man ;  ^  all  Mrs.  Leo 
Hunter^s  acquaintance  are;  it  is  her  ambition,  sir,  to 
have  no  other  acquaintanoe." 

'^  It  is  a  very  n<^Me  ambition,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  When  I  inform  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  that  that  remark 
fell  from  your  li^  silr,  tfie  will  indeed  be  prend,'*  tidd  the 
gntfve  man*  ^  Y#u  have  a  gentleman  m  your  irainy 
who  has  prodaoed  some  beautiful  tittle  poems,  I  think, 
•in" 

^  My  friend  Mr.  Snodgrass  has  a  gteat  tasia  far  poe* 
try,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

<^8o  hm  Mis.  Leo  Hooter,  tir.  She  defies  cm  poetry, 
sir.  She  adores  it ;  I  may  say  that  her  whole  aool  aiid 
annd  aire  wound  «p  and  entwined  With  il»  SiM  has  pro- 
duced some  delightfol  pieces  hersc^  sir.  Ton  may  hmrO 
QMt  mUk  her/  Ode  to  as  etpiring  Fh)g»'  ebnJ^ 

**  i  im't  think  I  hute^"  said  Mi.  Pickmdc 
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^  You  astonish  me,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Leo  Hanter.    ^  II 
nreated  an  immense  sensation.    It  was  signed  with  an 
L  *  and  eight  stars,  and  i4>peared  originallj  in  a  Lady's 
liagazine.     It  commenced 

'  Can  I  view  thee  panting,  luring 

On  thj  stomach,  without  aighhig; 

Can  I  unmoTed  see  thee  dying 
On  a  log, 
Expiring  fkogi  *  '* 

«  Beautiful  P  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
^  Fine,"  said  Mr.  Leo  Hunter,  ^  so  simple." 
«  Very,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  The  next  verse  is  still  more  touching.    Shall  I  ra* 
peatit?** 
« If  you  please,"  said  Mr.  Rokwick. 
**  It  runs  thus,"  said  the  grave  man,  still  more  gravely. 

*  Saj,  have  fiends  m  shape  of  bojs, 
With  wUd  halloo,  and  brutal  noise, 
Hunted  thee  from  manhy  joys, 
With  a  dog, 
Bxpfaingftog!*** 

^  Finely  expressed,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

*^  All  pmnt,  sir,  all  point,"  said  Mr.  Leo  Hunt^,  ^  bml 
you  shall  hear  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  repeat  it  She  can  do 
justice  to  it,  sir.  She  will  repeat  it,  in  character,  sir,  to- 
morrow morning." 

**  In  character  I " 

«As  Minerva.  But  I  foigot  — ifs  a  fypacj  drest 
breakfast." 

^  Dear  me,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwick,  glancing  at  Ins  own 
6gure  —  **  I  can't  possibly  " — 

<<  Can't,  sir;  can't!"  exdaimed  Mr.  Leo  Hanter. 
*  Solomon  Lucas,  the  Jew  in  the  High  Street,  has  Aoo- 
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sandB  «f  fimcj  dresses.  ContMery  skv  how  many  appro- 
priate characters  are  open  for  your  selectioii.  Plato^ 
Zeno,  Epicurus,  Pythagoras  ^»  all  founders  of  clubs." 

^  I  know  that,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick ;  ^  but  as  I  cannot 
pot  myself  in  competition  with  those  great  men,  I  can* 
not  presume  to  wear  their  dresses." 

The  grave  man  considered  deeply,  for  a  few  seconds, 
and  then  said,  -— 

**  On  reflection,  sir,  I  don't  know  whether  it  would  not 
afford  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  greater  pleasure  if  her  guests 
saw  a  gentleman  of  your  celebri^  in  his  own  costume, 
rather  than  in  an  assumed  one,  I  may  yientore  to  prom- 
ise an  exception  in  your  case,  sir — yes,  I  am  quite  cer- 
tain that  on  behalf  of  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  I  may  venture 
to  do  so." 

''In  that  case,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^1  shall  haye 
great  pleasure  in  coming." 

*^  But  I  waste  your  time,  sir,"  said  the  grave  man,  as 
if  suddenly  recollecting  himself.  ^  I  know  its  value,  sir. 
I*  win  not  detain  you.  I  may  tell  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter, 
then,  that  she  may  ccmfidently  expect  you  and  your  dis- 
tinguished frienda?  Good-morning,  sir,  I  am  proud  to 
have  hdLM  so  eminent  a  personage — not  a  step,  sir; 
not  a  word."  And  without  giving  Mr.  Pickwick  time  to 
aflfor  remonstrance  or  denial,  Mr.  Leo  Hunter  stalked 
gravely  away. 

Mr.  Pickwick  took  up  his  hat,  and  repaired  to  the 
Peacock,  but  Mr«  Winkle  had  conv^ed  the  intelligence 
of  the  &Bcy  ball  there,  before  him. 

*^  Mrs.  Pottos  going,"  were  the  first  words  witik  which 
he  saluted  his  leader. 

''Is  she?"  said  Mr.  Pidcwick. 

"As  ApoUo,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle.  "Oi^  Pott  ob- 
jects to  the  tunic" 
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<<HeiBifghL    H«i0l|liiteiriglit,''8aU  Mi^PftcMA 

^  Yqa; — 80  sbeV  going  lo  wear  a  ^hite  salim  gowm 
jiril&  g(4d  spangle^.'* 

.    "^TbfQrll  luttdlj  knoir  whai  •ha't  meant  §n^  iriH 
thej?"  inqaired Mr.  Snodgraa&i 

<"()£  cmrse  ihej  wiU,*  rC^i^ied  Mr.  WinUe  iadi«nint- 
ly.    «  Theyll  see  her  lyre,  won't  they  ?** 

^  True ;  I  fitfgot  that^**  iaM  Md.  Snodgnns. 

<<l8]>aa  goaaaBai:^''ia(erpo8edMB:To^Buiii. 

^WhatP  said  Mzw  PidtwidE,  wifli  a  sadden  start 

<"  As  a  handiif"  lepeUed  Mr.  Tupmaa,  nuldlyw 

<<  Ton  don't  mean  to  say,"  said  Mn.  Pidcwick,  ganBg 
wUb  8<^emn  sienmasd  at  his  hkaid,  ^  -You  don^  swan 
to  say,  Mr.  Tupman,  that  it  is  yoor  intentibn  to  pot 
yontsiilf  inft>  a  gvetti  vehtt  jsioket,,  wiih  a  two^nch 
tail?" 

"^Sm^h  %9  my  itttaatfon,  sir,"  rqpHed  Mr.:  Toyman 
warmly.    « Asd iTl^not^ sir?" 

^  Bmuu4  8tr/^  said  Mr«  Pidowid^  aoniaictoabiy  e^ 
oitnd»    ^  Baooase  yoa  atrs  l6o  old,  sir." 

«« Too  oUl"  eadain^  Mr.  Tinman. 

<<  And  i£  any  fiirther  gsoond  of  tkyebdm  bo  wantiD|^^ 
eanAtoQA  Mif.  HckMiok^M  jomaroitoo  £»!»  dr." 

^  8ir,"  saU  Mr.  TbpiiftBi,liia&ceaaffbBad  wiHi  a  cnsa* 
son  glow.    ^  This  is  an  insult" 

<'8ir,"i!efKedMivKdkwi^  m  4ka  same  lodi,  <<1kis 
aot  half  ikb  insult  to  you;  tirint  yaajftip^ianAo^  in  aay 
presence  in  a  green  Yohiet  jtudktotj  witii  m  two4bch  td^ 
vrwdd  kaloins^" 

"^  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Topman,  «  you're  a  Mow." 

^  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Piokidok^  <^you'ra  aaotherl  * 

16k  Tu|iMm  advancad  a  step  or  two;  and  gkaved  at 
Mr.  Pickwick.    Mr.  Pickwick  return^  ^m  glare,  ana* 
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into  a  teas  hy  aesMctf  kk  ipeetocfat,  and 
bMathdb  i^  Wd  dtittiot.  Mr.  8no4gran  mI  Mr^ 
Winkle  looked  on,  petrified  at  bdnldag  mdk  a  aoena 
between  twoo  sooh  wctu  . 

<<  Sir,'*  said  Mr.  Tupman,  after  a  ahort  panse,  ^maWafl 
ia  a  low,  daep  tk^  ^^joa  haine  eatted  laaoAd*** 

<  I  have,"  Mid  Mr.  PiokwMEL 

^'And  fet** 

<<  I  xeHeiate  the  ehailge.'' 

-AndafeUwr,'' 

"Soyouare!" 

These  WM  a  ftarU  paaae. 

«Mj  attachoMAt  to  your  penon,  or,*  said  Mr.  Ttfp- 
OMW,  speaking  in  a  vdoe  traniik>iQi  widi  emotkmj  abd 
tnokitig  up  falfl  wristibands  tneaawhiky  ^is  great -^  very 
great — hat  upon  Ihat  p^nonl  must  take  somiaaiy  yen^ 
feaaoes* 

<<Come  en,  sSrl"  icfdied  Mr.  Pickwiek.  Sdmalaled 
hff  the  exeitaag  natare  of  the  dialogue,  the  keroie  man 
ictoallj  threw  himself  into  a  paraljrtie  attitude^  oonfi*' 
dently  supposed  fay  tiie  two  bynrtanders  to  have  been  ia^ 
tended  as  a.peetiM  ef  defence. 

<<Whatl.''  exdaimedMr.  Snedgrasi,  sQddei^  teoovefw 
iag  the  power  ef  speeoh^  of  idiioh  faitense  asteaishmMt 
btd  preiviowly  bereft  lum,  and  rasUag  between  the  twoy 
at  ihe  imminent  haaaed  of  reeerrmg  aa  appQcaticHi  ea 
Ike  temple  from  eaihy  <«  What  1  Mn  Fiekwiok,  with  the 
fyee  of  the  world  upon  you  I  Mr*  V^^maa  I  wHo,  in 
tommon  with  us  all,  derives  a  lastre  ftom  his  andying 
name  I    For  shame,  gentlemen  i  in  shamoi* 

The  ttawtented  lines  which  memealaiy  paseioa  had 
ruled  in  Mr.  Pickwldc's  clear  and  q»ea  brow,  gradnatty 
Skated  a^ipy^  a^  hk  young  friend  spoke,  like  the  onrka 
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of  a  blackhead  peacU  boieath  die  •oftening infliwotecf 
India  rubber.  His  eounftoianoe  had  resuaei  ito  uaoal 
benign  expression^  tre  he  coneluded. 

^I  have  been  hasty,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwick,  *^rerj  hastj* 
Tupman;  jour  hand.'' 

The  dark  shadow  pawed  fixxm  Mr.  l^maa's  fiiee^  ai 
he  wannlj  graq>ed  the  hand  of  bis  ficiend. 

"  I  have  been  hasty  too,"  said  he. 

<<  No,  no,"  interrupted  Mr.  Pickwick,  <<the  fimltwaa 
mine.    Tou  will  wear  the  green  yelvet  jacket?  " 

'^  No,  no,"  replied  Mr.  Tupman. 

^  To  oblige  me,  you  will,"  resomed  Mr.  Pickwidu 

«  WeB,  w^U,  I  will,"  said  Mr.  Tupman. 
.  It  was  aecordingly  settled  that  Mr.  Tupman,  Mr. 
Winkle,  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  should  all  wear  fancy  dre8»- 
es.  Thus  Mr.  Pickwick  was  led  by  the  yery  warmth  of 
his  own  good  feelings  to  give  his  consent  to  a  proceeding 
from  which  his  better  judgment  would  have  recoiled —  a 
more  striking  illustration  of  his  amiable  dMUnet^  could 
hardly  have  been  conceived,  even  if  the  events  recorded 
in  these. pages  had  been  wholly  imaginary. 

Mr.  Leo  Hunter  had  not  exaggerated  the  reeoorees  ol 
Mr.  Sok)mon  Lucas.  His  wardrobe  was  extensive  — 
veiy  ext«D8tve*-not  strictly  clasincal  periiaps,  not  quSla 
new,  nor  did  it  contain  any  one  garment  made  predsely 
alter  the  fkshioa  x>£  any  age  or  lime,  but  everything  waa 
more  or  leM  spangled ;  and  what  can  be  prettier  than 
span^^t  It  may  be  objected  that  they  are  not  adapted 
tQ  the  daylight»  but  everybody  knows  that  they  would 
glitter  if  there  were  lamps ;  and  nothing  caa  be  clearer 
than  that  if  people  give  fimcy  balk  in  the  daytime,  and 
tlie  dresses  do  not  show  quite  as  wdl  as  they  would  by 
night,  the  fault  lies  solely  with  the  peq4e  who  give  the 
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boiej  ballB,  and  is  kmo  wise  chavgetUe  on  tlie  mmngjefc 
Snoh  was  the  oonviiicmg  reasoning  of  Mr.  Solomon  Lo- 
eas ;  and  inflaeneed  by  such  aignments  did  Mr.  Tupman, 
Mr.  Winkle^  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  engage  to  array  them- 
selves in  oostomes  whidi  his  taste  and  experience  induced 
him  to  reeommeod  as  admirablj  suited  to  the  oocamn. 

A  carriage  was  hired  from  the  Town  Arms,  for  the  a(y 
eommodation  of  the  Pickwickians,  and  a  chariot  was  or- 
dered from  the  same  repository,  for  the  purpose  of  con- 
▼ejing  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pott  to  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter^s  grounds, 
which  Mr.  Pott,  as  a  deHcate  acknowledgment  of  having 
received  an  invitation^  had  already  confidently  predicted 
in  the  EatanswiU  Gazette  ^  would  present  a  scene  of  va- 
ried and  delicious  enchantment — a  bewildering  oorusca- 
tion  of  beautf  and  tijent — a  lavish  and  prodigal  display 
of  hospitality  —  above  all,  a  degree  of  splendor  softened 
by  the  most  ezqui^te  taste ;  and  adornment  reteed  with 
perfect  hammiy  and  the  chastest  good-keeping — com- 
pared with  which,  the  fabled  goigeoosness  of  Bastem 
Faby  Land  itself  woidd  appear  to  be  dothed  in  as  many 
dark  and  murky  colors,  as  must  be  the  mind  of  the 
qslenetic  and  unmanly  being  who  could  presume  to  taint 
with  the  venom  of  hh  envy,  the  preparations  making  by 
the  virtuous  and  highly  distinguidied  lady,  at  whose 
shrine  this  hmnble  tribute  of  admiration  was  offered.* 

This  last  was  a  piece  of  biting  sarcasm  against  the  Li- 
dcpendoit,  who  in  consequence  of  not  having  been  in- 
vited at  Mf  had  been  through  fear  numbers  affecting  to 
snear  ai  the  whole  affisur,  in  his  very  hirgest  type,  with  aD 
Hbe  ac^ectives  in  ea|ntal  letters. 

The  morning  came ;  it  was  a  pleasant  sight  to  behold 
Mr.  Tupman  hi  fhU  Brigand's  costume,  with  a  very  tight 
jacket)  mttii^;  like  a  pincushion  over  his  back  and  shoid' 
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iertt  the  uppmt  poHiQii  of  las  legs  eacMed  in  the >drdl 
aluirtiV  and  Ihe  lower  pari  thereof  swathed  la  the  oom« 
plicated  bandages  lo  which  all  Brigands  are  peculiarly 
attached*  It  was  pleasing  to  see  his  qpen  and  ingenuoiM 
eoantenance,  well  mustachioed  and  eorkied,  looking  out 
from  an  open  shirt  collar ;  and  to  oopteafiplate  the  sugar* 
loaf  hat,  decorated  with  ribbcHis  of  aH  colors^  wUch  he  was 
oompeUed  to  carry  on  his  knee,  inasmuch  as  no  koown 
conveyance  with  a  top  to  it,  would  admit  of  any  iun'a 
carrying  it  between  bis  head  aad  Ihe  rjQo£  E<|BaHy  hn^ 
moroue  and  agreeable,  was  the  appearance  df  libr.  Saod* 
grass  in  blue  satin  trunks  and  doak,  white  silk  tights  and 
shoes,  and  Grecian  helmet:  which  ererykody  knows 
(and  if  they  do  not,  Mr.  Solomoo  liuoas  dad)  to  havo 
been  the  regular,  authentie^  every-day  dostoune  of  a  Tioa^ 
badonr,  from  the  earliest  ages  down  to  the  time  of  theb 
final  disi^^arance  from  the  face  of  the  earth.  All  this 
was  pleasant,  but  this  was  as  nothing  eompared  with  the 
shouting  of  the  populace  when  the  carriage  drew  up,  fae« 
hind  Mr,  Pott's  chariot,  which  chariot  ilseif  doew  up  at 
Hr.  Pott's  door,  which  door  itself  qtened,  and  dtspl^^ 
the  great  Pott  accoutred  as  a  Bassiaa  ofilcer  of  juados^ 
inth  a  tremendous  knout  in  Us  hand-^  tastefoUy  tjpioal 
of  the  stem  aad  mighty  power  of  t^e  Eatanswill  Q** 
zette,  and  the  fearful  lashings  it  bestowed  on  public  dt* 
tenders. 

^<  Br^Fo! "  shouted  Mk.  Tupman  aad  .M&  Soodgvasft 
from  the  passage,  when  they  beheld  tfa#  walkipg  alia* 
gory. 

<^  Bravo  ! "  Mr.  Pickwick  was  heard  to  exclaim  from 
the  passage. 

^  Hoo  r-  roar  Pott  I "  shouted  the  pofulaos^  AmNl 
these  salutations,  Mr.  Pott,  smiling;  with  that  kind  of 
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VitaA  SgtAiy  yAiitk  snflciently  iMtiflei  that  he  fHt  hia 
power,  and  knew  bow  to  exert  it,  got  into  the  dmiiot. 

Then  there  emerged  from  the  bouse,  Mrs.  Pott,  who 
wotiM  hare  looked  vety  like  Afwllo  if  she  hadn't  had  a 
gown  on :  oonducted  by  Mr.  Winkle,  who  in  his  li^^t* 
rod  coat,  oould  not  possibly  haTe  beisn  mistaken  for  any- 
fhitig  but  a  sportsman,  tf  he  had  not  bonie  an  eqnal  re- 
semblanoe  to  a  general  postman.  Last  of  aU  oame  Mr. 
PiekwiK^,  whom  the  bojs  applauded  as  londly  as  any- 
body, ptobaMy  under  the  impression  that  his  ti^ts  and 
gaiters  were  dbme  renmants  of  the  darii  ages ;  and  then 
(he  two  vehicles  proceeded  towards  Mrs.  Lee  Hmiter's  s 
M>.  Weller  (who  was  to  assist  in  waiting)  being  sta- 
tioned on  the  box  of  tiiait  in  which  his  master  was  seated. 

Every  one  of  llie  men,  woMen,  boys,  girls,  and  babies, 
wbo  were  assembled  to  see  the  viators  in  their  fancy 
dresses,  sereamed  with  delight  and  ecstasy,  when  Mr. 
Pickwick,  with  the  Brigmd  on  one  arm,  and  the  Troa- 
badonr  on  the  other,  walked  sdenmly  np  the  entrance. 
Neter  were  snoh  shouts  heaird  as  those  which  greeted 
Mr.  Tnpman'i  eflbrta  to  fix  the  sugar-loaf  hat  on  his 
bead,  by  way  of  estedng  tibe  garden  in  style. 

The  preparations  were  on  the  most  delightful  scale  i 
ftilly  realiKiBg  the  piophetic  Pott's  anticipations  about 
the  gorgeooBness  of  SaBtem  Fairy-land,  and  at  once 
affording  a  sufficient  contatMfictaon  Co  the  malignant  state- 
ments ef  the  reptile  ladependent  The  groundl  trere 
■KR^  tkkii  an  aere  and  a  quarter  in  extent,  and  they 
wer3  filled  with  people  I  Never  was  such  a  blaae  of 
beaa^,  aiid  ftshion,  and  literature.  There  was  the 
young  lady  who  ^did"  the  poetry  in  the  EatanswiU  6a- 
aalte,  in  tlie  gaib  of  a  sultana,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of 
the  young  gentleman  who  ^  did  "  the  review  departmenli 
VOL.  XI.  a 
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and  who  was  i^propriately  habited  in  a  fiaJd-mardiaTw 
uniform — the  boots  excepted.  There  were  hosts  of 
these  geniuses,  and  any  reasonable  person  would  have 
thought  it  honor  enough  to  meet  them.  But  more  than 
these,  there  were  half  a  dozen  lions  from  London  —  an- 
thers, real  authors,  who  had  written  whole  books,  and 
printed  them  afterwards —  and  here  you  might  see  'em, 
walking  about,  like  ordinary  men,  smiling,  and  talking — 
ay,  and  talking  pretty  considerable  nonsense  too,  no  doubt 
with  the  benign  intention  of  rendering  themselves  intel* 
ligible  to  the  common  people  about  them.  Moreover, 
there  was  a  band  of  music  in  pasteboard  ci^;  four 
something-ean  singers  in  the  costume  of  th^  country, 
and  a  dozen  hired  waiters  in  the  costume  of  tkeir  coun- 
try —  and  very  dirty  costume  too.  And  above  all,  there 
was  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  in  the  character  of  Minerva,  re* 
ceiving  the  company,  and  overflowing  with  pride  and 
gratification  at  the  notion  of  having  called  such  distin- 
guished  individuals   together. 

'^Mr.  Pickwick,  ma'am,**  said  a  servant,  as  that  got^ 
tleman  approached  the  presiding  goddess,  with  his  bat  in 
his  hand,  and  the  IMgand  and  IVoobadour  on  either 
arm. 

^Whail  Where!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Leo  Qunter, 
starting  up,  in  an  affected  rapture  of  surprise. 

«  Here,"  said  Mr.  Pickwidc 

^Is  it  possible  that  I  have  really  the  gratification  of 
beholding  Mr.  Pickwick  himself  1 "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Leo 
Hunter. 

'^No  other,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  bowing 
very  low.  ^^  Permit  me  to  introduce  my  friends  —  Mr. 
Tupman  —  Mr.  Winkle  —  Mr.  Snodgrass — to  the  au- 
thoress of '  The  Expiring  Frog.' " 
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Very  few  people  bat  those  who  have  tried  it,  know 
what  a  difficult  process  it  is  to  bow  in  green  veiyet 
smalls,  and  a  tight  jacket,  and  high-crowned  hat :  or  in 
blue  satin  trunks  and  white  silks :  or  knee-cords  and  top* 
b«ots  that  were  never  made  for  the  wearer,  and  have 
been  fixed  upon  him  without  the  remotest  reference  to 
the  comparative  dimensions  of  himself  and  the  suit. 
Never  were  such  distortions  as  Mr*  Tupman's  frame  un* 
derwent  in  his  efforts  to  i^pear  easy  and  graceful^- 
never  was  such  ingenious  posturing,  as  his  fancj-dressed 
friends  exhibited. 

''Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter,  ^I  nmst 
make  you  promise  not  to  stir  from  mj  side  the  whole 
day.  Thwe  are  hundreds  of  pe<^le  here,  that  I  must 
positively  introduce  you  to*" 

^  You  are  very  kind,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  In  the  first  place,  here  are  my  little  girls ;  I  had  al- 
most forgotten  them,"  said  Minerva,  carelessly  pointing 
towards  a  couple  of  full-grown  young  ladies,  of  whom  <me 
might  be  about  twenty,  and  the  other  a  year  or  two 
older,  and  who  were  dressed  in  very  juvenile  costumes 
—  whether  to  make  them  look  young,  or  their  mamma 
younger,  Mr.  Pickwick  dpes  not  distinctly  inform  us. 

**  They  are  very  beautiful,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  the 
juveniles  turned  away,  after  being  presented. 

^They  are  very  like  their  mamma,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
PotI,  nu^jesiioaUy. 

^  Oh  you  naugb^  man,"  ezdaimed  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter, 
playfully  tapping  the  Editor's  arm  with  her  fim.  (Mi^ 
oerva  with  a  fan  I ) 

"  Why  now,  my  dear  Mrs.  Hunter,"  said  Mr.  Pott, 
who  was  trumpeter  in  ordinary  at  the  Den,  ''  you  hum 
that  when  your  picture  was  in  the  Exhibition  of  the 
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Royal  Academy,  last  year,  everybodf  inquiral  wbelher 
it  was  intended  for  yon,  or  your  youngest  daughter ;  ftr 
you  were  so  mnch  alike  tlmt  there  was  no  telling  the  di^ 
toence  between  you* 

^  Well,  and  if  they  did,  why  need  you  repeat  it  before 
fttrangers?**  said  Mrs.  Leo  Huntet^  bestowing  anoth^ 
tap  on  the  slumbering  lion  (^the  EatanswiU  Gttsette. 

'  Gonnt,  Orant,**  screamed  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  to  a  wd 
whiskered  indiriduid  in  a  foreign  unifonn,  who  was  pafl»* 
fag  by. 

^  Ah !  you  want  me  ?  **  said  the  Count,  tumfag  back* 

<*  I  want  to  fatroduee  two  very  clever  people  to  each 
other,"  said  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter.  ^  Mr.  Pickwiek,  I  \mw% 
great  pleasure  in  introducing  you  to  Count  Smorlt<»^.* 
She  added  in  a  hurried  whisper  to  Mr.  Pickwick  —  **  tii# 
famous  foreigner  —  gathering  materials  for  his  gfteat 
work  on  England  —  hem !  —  Count  SloikM'hofk,  Mr. 
Pickwick.* 

Mr.  Pickwick  saluted  the  Conat  with  all  the  reverene# 
due  to  80  great  a  man,  and  the  Count  drew  forth  a  set  of 
tablets. 

''What  you  say,  Mrs.  Hunt?*  mqukred  the  Oooiit^ 
smiling  graciously  on  the  gratified  Mrs.  Leo  Hmlei^ 
•*Pig  Vig  or  Big  Vig — what  you  call  —  Lawyer— 
eh?  I  see  — that  is  it.  Big  ^* — aad  the  Couot 
was  proceeding  to  enter  Mr.  Pidtwick  in  his  tablet^  as  a 
gentleman  of  the  long-robe,  who  derived  his  name  fitoio 
the  profession  to  which  he  belonged^  when  Mrs.  Leo 
Hunter  interposed. 

«  No,  no.  Count,"  said  the  lady,  **  Pick-wick.* 

<"  Ah,  ah,  I  see,"  replied  the  Count  ^  Peek  — Chri^ 
tian  name  ;  Weeks  —  surname;  good^  ver  good*  Peek 
Weeks.     How  you  do^  Weeks  ?  " 
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<<  Qttite  well,  I  thank  joo,"  rc|iBed  Mr.  Piekwicky  witi 
ftU  hit  usoal  lAbiMtj.  ^  n«Fe'*jcm  been  long  in  Engi> 
kind?'' 

*^  Long  -^  ver  long  tiiae  -^  loHnight  4**  merec'* 

^Do  70a  atay  hereloiig?'' 

«Oneweek/' 

«  Ton  will  have  enoogh  to  46,"  said  Mr.  Pickvnck, 
gmiling,  ^  to  gather  all  the  materials  70a  want,  in  tihal 
time." 

«  Eh,  thaj  are  gathered,"  said  the  Conat. 

"  Indeed  F"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^Thej  are  hete,"  added  the  Coont^  tapping  his 
forehead  aigniAoantlf.  '^Lacrge  book  at  home*-^fiiB 
of  notes  —  music,  picture,  science,  potrj,  p<^tie}  all 
twigB.'' 

^The  word  polities,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  <<eQm«> 
prises,  in  ilaelf,  a  diAeuit  stody  o£  no  iaeonsidenihlt 
■lagnitude." 

.  *^  Ah  I "  said  the  Cbunt,  drawmg  out  the  ti^»lets  againi 
^ver  good *^ fine  wcrds  to  begin  a  chapter.  Chapter 
fortj-eeveo.  Poltae&  The  wocd  pohic  surprises  bf 
himadf  "*^  And  down  went  Mr.  Pickwick's  remark,  ta 
Gount  Smoritock's  tablets,  with  suioh  Tariations  and  addi» 
liotts  as  the  Oouat^a  exuberant  hxtej  suggested,  or  his 
faapec^t  knoiidedge  of  the  laagoage  occasioned. 

«"  Oonmi,"  said  lOan.  Im  Hnnterw 

^Mrs.  Hunt,"  relied  the  Oount 

<<This  Is  Mr.  Snodgrass,  a  Mend  of  Mr.  Pkkwiok'a, 
and  a  poet" 

^  Sflsp,"  exehdmed  the  Count,  bringing  out  the  tablets 
eoce  mace.  ■^Head,  potry*— chapter,  literary  friends 
^^jiame,  Snowgrasa;  rer  good.  Introduced  to  Soow* 
frass — great  poel^  Mead  o£  Peek  Weeks-^-by  Mrs. 
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Hunt,  which  wrote  other  sweet  poem  —what  is  dial 
name  ?—  Fog — Perspiring  Fog  —  ver  good  —  rer  good 
indeed."  And  the  Count  put  up  his  tablets,  and  with 
sundry  bows  and  acknowledgments  walked  away,  thor- 
oughly satisfied  that  he  had  made  the  most  important 
and  valuable  additions  to  his  stock  of  infonnation« 

^WonderM  man,  Count  SmorltcndL,"  said  Mrs.  Leo 
Hunter. 

^  Sound  Philosopher,"  said  Pott 

'^  Clear-headedy  strong-minded  persoOy"  added  lir. 
Snodgrass. 

A  chorus  of  by-standers  took  up  the  shoot  of  Count 
Bmorltork's  [wuse,  shook  their  heads  sagely^  and  unani- 
mously cried  **  Very  I " 

As  the  enthusiasm  in  Count  Smorltork's  fiivor  ran  very 
high,  his  praises  might  have  been  sung  until  the  end  of 
the  festivities,  if  the  four  something-ean  singers  had  nol 
ranged  themselves  in  front  of  a  small  apple-tree,  to  kx^ 
picturesque,  and  commenced  singmg  their  national  songs, 
which  appeared  by  no  means  difficult  of  execution,  inas- 
much as  the  grand  secret  seemed  to  be,  that  three  of  the 
something-ean  singers  should  grunt,  while  the  fourth 
howled.  This  interesting  perfimnance  having  concluded 
amidst  the  loud  plaudits  of  the  whole  company,  a  boj 
forthwith  proceeded  to  entangle  himself  with  the  raik  of 
a  chair,  and  to  jump  over  it,  and  crawl  under  it,  and  fall 
down  with  it,  and  do  everything  but  sit  upon  it,  and  then 
to  make  a  cravat  of  his  legs^and  tie  th^n  round  his  neckf 
and  then  to  illustrate  the  ease  with  which  a  human  b&* 
ing  can  be  made  to  look  like  a  magnified  toad  —  all 
which  feats  3rielded  high  delight  and  satisfacticm  to  the 
assembled  spectators.  After  which  the  voioe  of  Mrs. 
Pott  was  heard  to  chirp  fiuntly  forth,  sometliiBg  whac^ 
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ooortesy  iuterpreted  into  a  song,  whidi  was  all  very  clas- 
sical, and  strictly  in  character,  because  Apollo  was  him- 
self a  composer,  and  composers  can  very  seldom  sing 
their  own  music  or  anybody  else's,  either.^  This  was 
succeeded  by  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter's  recitation  oi  her  far- 
£Euned  ode  to  an  Expiring  Frog,  which  was  encored  once, 
and  would  have  been  encored  twice,  if  the  mi^  part  of 
the  guests,  who  thought  it  was  high  time  to  get  scnn^ 
thing  to  eat,  had  not  said  that  it  was  perfectly  shameful 
ID  take  advantage  of  Mrs.  Hunter's  good  nature.  So^ 
althoi^h  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  prdessed  her  perfect  willing 
ness  to  recite  the  ode  again,  her  kind  and  considerate 
(Hends  wouldn't  hear  of  it  on  any  account ;  and  the  re- 
freshment room  being  thrown  open,  all  the  people  who 
bad  ever  been  there  before,  scrambled  in  with  all  pos- 
sible despatch:  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter's  usual  course  of 
proceeding  beu^,  to  issue  card^  fi>r  a  hundred,  and 
breakfast  for  fifty,  or  in  other  words  to  feed  only  the 
very  particular  lions,  and  let  the  smaller  animals  take 
care  of  themselves. 

"^  Where  is  Mr.  Pott ?"  said  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter,  as  she 
placed  the  aforesaid  lions  around  her. 

^  Here  I  am,"  said  the  £ditor,  from  the  remotest  end 
of  the  room ;  far  beyond  all  hope  of  food,  unless  some* 
thing  was  done  for  him  1^  the  hostess. 

"  Wcm't  you  come  up  here  ?  " 

"  Oh  pray  don't  mind  him,"  said  Mrs.  Pott,  in  the  most 
obliging  voice  —  "  yoa  give  yourself  a  great  deal  of  un- 
necessary trouble,  Mrs.  Hunter.  You'll  do  very  well 
there,  won't  you  —  dear  ?  " 

**  Certainly  —  love,"  replied  the  unhappy  Pott,  with  a 
grim  smile.  Alas  for  the  knout]  The  nervous  arm 
tet  wielded  it,  with  such  gigantic  force,  on  public  char* 
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aetors,  was  paralysed  beneath  tiie  glance  of  the  imperii 
0U8  Mrs.  Pott 

Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  looked  round  her  in  triumph.  Count 
Smorhork  was  husilj  engaged  in  taking  notes  of  the  oon« 
tDDts  of  the  <Mshes ;  Mr.  Tupman  was  doing  the  honon 
of  the  lobster  ealsid  to  several  lionesses,  with  a  degree  of 
grace  whtdi  no  Brigand  ever  exhibited  before;  Mr. 
Saodgi-ass  having  cut  out  the  joung  gentleman  who  cut 
up  the  books  for  the  Eatanswill  Gazette,  was .  engaged 
itk  an  impassioned  argument  with  the  young  lady  who  did 
tJM  poetry :  and  Mn  IHckwick  was  making  himself  uni* 
rersally  agreeable.  Nothing  seemed  wanting  to  render 
tiie  select  elrde  complete,  when  Mr.  Leo  Hunter — whose 
department  cm  these  ooca^ons  was  to  stand  about  in 
door-ways  and  talk  to  the  less  important  people  —  sud- 
denly called  out,— 

«  My  dear ;  here's  Mr.  CXiarles  Fitz^farBhaH." 

«  Oh  dear,"  sidd  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter,  «  how  anxiously  I 
have  been  expecting  him.  I^ray  make  room,  to  let  Mr. 
Fitz-Marshall  pass.  Tell  Mr.  Fitz-MarBhaU,  my  dear,  to 
oome  up  to  me  directly,  to  be  scolded  for  coming  so  late." 

^  Coming,  my  dear  ma'am,**  cried  a  voice,  ^  as  qnkk 
as  I  can — crowds  <^  people— fhU  room — hardworis  — 
very." 

Mr.  Pickwick's  knife  and  fork  ML  from  his  hand.  He 
stared  across  the  table  at  Mr.  Tapman,  who  had  dropped 
Aif  knifb  and  fork,  and  was  looking  as  if  he  were  about 
to  sink  into  the  ground  without  fbrdier  notice. 

^  Ah  I "  cried  the  voiee,  as  its  owner  pushed  his  wa^ 
among  the  last  five-and-twenty  Turks,  officers,  cavaliers, 
and  Charles  the  Seconds,  that  remained  between  him  and 
the  table,  **  regular  manf^e  —  Baker's  patent  -^  not  a 
crease  in  my  coat^  al^  all  this  sqneeaing  -— might  have 
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^gpiu^my  Vmm*  9ml  emm^hti^-^hal  ha!  not  a  bad 
idea,  that-*-q«i«er  thing  l»  ha^e  it  man^^d  when  \^b 
opon  one,  though  —  trying  process  —  very." 

With  these  1»rok^  w^iida^  a  yonag  maa  dimsed  as  a 
9av«i  offieer*nia4e  hisway  up  to  the  table,  and  presanted 
to  the  astonished  Pickwickians  the  identical  fonn  and 
features  of  Mr.  Alfred  Jingle. 

The  offiooder  had  barely  thne  to  take  Mi«.  Leo  Hont> 
er^s  proffered  haitd,  wh^  hds  ayes  encounteored  the  ior 
digaant  orbs  of  Mr,  Piokwiob 

«'HaUoI''iaaidJia«^  ^  Quite  forgot  —  no  diraodoof 
to  postilion  — giye  ^eln  at  onoe  -^back  in  a  minute." 

^  The  servant,  or  Mr.  Hunter  will  do  it  in  a  moiaenti 
Mr.  Fita-Marshall,"  said  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter. 

^No,  no — 111  do  it-*- shan't  be  long  —  back  in  no 
time,"  replied  Jingle.  With  these  words  he  disappeared 
amoag  the  crowd. 

^  WiU  you  allow  me  to  ask  you,  ma'am,"  said  the  ex- 
cited Mr.  Pickwick,  rising  from  his  seal,  ^who  that 
joang  man  i«^  and  whara  he  resides  1 " 

"  He  is  a  gentleman  of  fortune,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said 
Mrs.  Leo  Hunter,  ^  to  whom  I  Tory  much  want  to  intro- 
duce you.    The  Gaunt  will  be  delighted  with  him." 

^  Yes,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  hastily.  ^  His  resi- 
dence"-^ 

"  Is  at  preseat  at  the  Angal  at  Bury." 

**  At  Bury?" 

^  At  Buiy  St.  Edmunds,  pot  mai^  miles  from  hera. 
But  dear  me,  Mr.  Pickwick,  you  are  not  gotog  to  leave 
na:  surely  Mc  Pickwick  you  cannot  think  of  going  so 
•oon." 

But  long  before  Mrs.  Leo  Hunter  had  finished  speak- 
iag,  Mr.  Pi<.kwick  had  plunged  through  the  throng,  and 
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reached  the  garden,  whiter  he  was  shortly  aflerwarda 
joined  by  Mr.  Tapman,  who  had  followed  his  friend 
closelj. 

^  Ks  of  no  use,"  said  Mr.  Tupman.     *  He  has  gone.* 

"I  know  it,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  <<  and  1  will  follow 
him." 

«  Follow  him  I     Where  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Tupman. 

"  To  the  Angel  at  Bury,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  speak- 
ing very  quickly.  '*  How  do  we  know  whom  he  b  de- 
ceiving there  ?  He  deceived  a  worthy  man  once,  and  we 
were  the  innocent  cause.  He  shall  not  do  it  again,  if  I 
can  help  it ;  111  expose  him.  Sam  !  Where's  my  ser^ 
vant  ?" 

"  Here  you  are,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  emerging  from 
a  sequestered  spot,  where  he  had  been  engaged  in  dis- 
cussing a  bottle  of  Madeira,  which  he  had  abstracted 
from  the  breakfast-table,  an  hour  or  two  before.  "  Here's 
your  servant,  sir.  Proud  o'  the  title,  as  the  U^ng  Skel- 
linton  said,  ven  they  show'd  him." 

"  Follow  me  insttotly,"  siud  Mr.  Pi<*wick.  «  Tup- 
man, if  I  stay  at  Bury,  you  can  join  me  there,  when  I 
write.     Till  then,  good-by !" 

Remonstrances  were  useless.  Mr.  Pickwick  was 
loused,  and  hjs  mind  was  made  up.  Mr.  Tupman  re- 
turned to  his  companions;  and  in  another  hour  had 
drowned  all  present  recollection  of  Mr.  Alfred  Jingle,  or 
Mr.  Charles  Fitz-Marshall,  in  an  exhilarating  qoadriUe 
and  a  bottle  of  champagne.  By  that  time,  Mr.  Pickwick 
and  Sam  Weller,  perched  on  the  outside  of  a  stage-coadi, 
were  every  succeeding  minute  placing  a  less  and  less  dis- 
tance between  themselves  and  the  good  old  town  of  Burj 
8t.  Edmunds 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THR  PICKWTCF  OLFB  27 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

TOO  FULL   OF  ABTENTUBS  TO  BE  BRI&FLT   DSSCRIBKD. 

There  is  no  month  in  the  whole  year,  in  which  na- 
ture wears  a  more  beautiftil  appearance  than  in  the 
month  of  August  Spring  has  many  beauties,  and  May 
is  a  fresh  and  blooming  month,  but  the  charms  of  this 
time  of  year  are  enhanced  by  their  contrast  with  the 
winter  season.  August  has  no  such  advantage.  It 
comes  when  we  remember  nothing  but  dear  skies,  green 
fields,  and  sweet-smelling  flowers —  when  the  recollection 
of  snow,  and  ice,  and  bleak  winds,  has  faded  from  our 
minds  as  completely  as  they  hare  disappeared  from  the 
earth, — and  yet  what  a  pleasant  time  it  is!  Orchards 
snd  cornfields  ring  with  the  hum  of  labor ;  trees  bend  be- 
neath the  thfck  dusters  of  ridi  fhiit  which  bow  their 
branches  to  the  gnmnd;  and  the  com,  piled  in  graceful 
dieaves,  or  waring  in  every  light  breath  that  sweeps 
above  it,  as  if  it  wooed  the  aockle,  tinges  the  landscape 
with  a  golden  hue.  A  mellow  softness  appears  to  hang 
over  the  whole  earth ;  the  infiuence  of  the  season  seems 
to  extend  itself  to  the  very  wagon,  whose  slow  motion 
across  the  wen*reaped  field,  is  perceptible  only  to  the 
eye,  biii  strikes  witii  no  harsh  sound  upon  the  ear. 

As  the  coach  rolls  swifUy  past  the  fields  and  orduurdb 
wlttch  ddrt  the  road,  groups  of  women  and  chOdren, 
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piling  the  fruit  in  deveSi  or  gathering  the  scattered 
of  com,  pause  for  an  instant  from  their  lahor,  and  shad- 
ing the  sunhumt  h/ce  with  a  still  browner  hand,  gaze 
upon  the  passengers  with  curious  eyes,  while  some  stout 
urchin,  too  small  to  work,  but  too  mischievous  to  be  left 
at  home,  scrambles  over  the  side  of  the  basket  in  which 
he  has  been  deposited  &r  secnri^^  and  kicks  and  screams 
with  delight  The  rei^>er  stops  in  his  work,  and  stands 
with  folded  arms,  lookiogat  the  vehicle  as  it  whirls  past 
and  the  rough  cart-horses  bestow  a  sleepj  glance  upon 
the  smart  coach  team,  which  wiys,  m  pbin^  as  a  horse's 
glance  can,  "  If s  all  very  fine  to  look  at^  but  slow  goinf^ 
oyer  a  heavy  field,  is  better  than  warm  work  like  thal^ 
upon  a  dusty  road,  ailer  alL"  Tou  cast  a  look  behind 
you,  as  you  turn  a  comer  of  the  kmuL  The  women  and 
children  have  resumed  their  labor :  the  rei^per  once  mora 
stoops  to  his  woik :  the  cart-horses  have  moved  oa:  aftd 
all  are  again  in  motion. 

The  influence  of  a  scene  like  this  was  not  lost  upon 
the  well  regulated  mind  of  Mr.  Pickwick.  Jotent  upon 
the  resolution  he  had  formed,  of  exposing  the  real  ofaar* 
acter  of  the  ne&rious  Jii^^le,  in  any  quarter  ia  whiefa  ha 
might  be  pursuing  bis  fraudulent  designs,  he  sat  at  fint 
taciturn  and  eonteniplativay  Imodiag  over  the  meaaa  by 
which  his  purpose  could  be  best  attained.  By  degrees 
his  attention  grew  more  Bfki  more  attracted  by  the  ob* 
jects  around  him;  and  at  laet  he  derived  as  much  ei^joy* 
ment  from  the  ride  as  if  it  had  been  undertaken  tor  the 
pleasantest  reason  in  the  worUU 

^  Deli^itAil  pro^Mct,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pi^widB. 

"^  Beats  the  chimley  pots,  siTi"  lepVed  Mr.  Welbr, 
tpoching  his  hat 

"  I  suppose  you  have  hardly  seen  anything  bttt  < 
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atT^pots  and  Inricks  and  mortar,  aH  jonr  fift,  Sam,''  said 
Mr.  Pickwick,  smiling. 

<<I  wonft  afaraTi  a  bi^otiyiii^,'' «aid  Mr.  Weller,  with 
a  shake  of  tfa^  haad;    ^  I  wee  «  waggiaef's  b<^,  ooce.* 

"^  When  wiB  that?"  iiupih^  Mr.  Pidiwii^ 

<<  When  I  W08  finft  ^kaktd  neck  and  cr^  into  tha 
worid  to  pkij  at  l«|pifrog  with  itB  troables,''  replied  Sam« 
^  I  wot  a  oarrier^s  hoj  at  startin' :  then  a  wagginer's, 
then  a  helper,  then  a  boots.  Now  Fra  a  genTmVs  sof* 
vaot  I  skaU  he  a  genl'in'n  myself  one  of  these  dajrs, 
perhaps,  with  a  pipe  in  mj  mouth,  and  a  summer^ioose 
in  the  back  gard^.  Who  knows?  /shouldn't  be  sur- 
prised, for  one." 

^  Ton  art  qalte  a  philosopher,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^It  nms  in  the  fkmily,  I  blieve,  sir,"  replied  Mrv 
WeDer.  "  My  father's  wery  much  in  that  line,  now.  If 
my  mother-in-law  bk>wB  him  up,  he  whistles.  She  flies 
in  a  passion,  and  breaks  his  pipe ;  he  steps  out,  and  gets 
another.  Then  she  screams  wery  loud,  and  falls  into 
'sterics ;  aild  he  smdLes  werj  comfortably  till  she  comes 
to  agin.    Thai's  philosophy,  sir,  a'n't  it  ?  " 

^  A  very  good  substitute  for  it,  at  all  eyents,"  replied 
Mr.  PiokwidCf  landing.  "^  It  must  hare  been  of  great 
■snrice  to  you,  in  ^  course  of  your  raaibHng  liib,  Sam.^ 

^  Service,  siv^  exdaimed  Sam.  **  You  may  say  thai 
Arter  I  ran  away  from  the  cmrrier,  and  afore  I  took  up 
with  the  wagginer,  I  had  linlhrnished  lodgings  for  a  ibit* 
night." 

^ UofhmiAod  lod|rhigs?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Yes -^  the  dry  arches  of  Waterloo  Bridge.  Fine 
sleeptngwplaoe — within  ten  minutes'  walk  of  all  ^hte  pub* 
He  oAoes  -— only  if  there  is  any  objection  to  it,  it  is  that 
Ihe  sitavation*s  ra^tkor  too  airy.  I  see  some  queer  s^ts 
ther." 
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*'  Ah,  I  suppose  70a  didy**  said  Mr,  Pkdcwidc,  witili  an 
air  of  considerable  interest. 

^  Sights,  sir,*  resumed  Mr.  WeUer,  ^  as  'ad  penetrate 
jour  benevolent  heart,  and  oome  out  on  the  other  side. 
Ton  don't  see  the  reg'lar  wi^(rants  there ;  tmst  'em,  they 
knows  better  than  that.  Youi^  beggacs,  male  and  fe- 
male, as  hasn't  made  a  rise  in  tiieir  profession,  takes  up 
their  quarters  thisre  sometimes ;  but  if  s  genorallj  the 
worn- out,  starvhig,  houseless  creetur's  as  rolls  theai* 
selves  in  the  dark  oomers  o'  them  lonesome  plaoes^^ 
poor  creetur's  as  a'n't  up  to  the  twopenny  rope." 

'<  And  pray,  Sam,  what  is  the  twopeni^  rope  ? "  in* 
quired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  The  twopenny  rope,  Mr,"  replied  Mr,  WeHer,  **  is 
juist  a  cheap  lodgin'^house,  where  the  beds  is  twopence  a 
night" 

*" What  do  they  call  a  bed  a  rope  for?"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

"  Bless  your  innocence,  sir,  that  a'n't  it "  replied  Sam. 
^  Wen  the  lady  and  genTm'n  as  keeps  the  Hot>«l,  first 
begun  business,  they  used  to  make  the  beds  on  the  floor; 
but  this  wouldn't  do  at  no  price,  '00s  instead  o'  taking  a 
moderate  twopenn'orth  o'  sleep,  the  loc^rs  used  to  Be 
there,  half  the  day.  So  now  they  has  two  ropeSy  'bovt 
six  foot  apart,  and  three  fh>m  the  floor,  which  goes  right 
down  the  room ;  and  the  beds  nre  made  of  dlips  of  coarse 
sacking,  stretched  across  'em." 

«  Well,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Well,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  <*  the  adwantage  o'  the  plan's 
hobrious.  At  six  o'clock  every  momin',  they  lets  go  the 
ropes  at  one  end,  and  down  falls  all  the  lodgers.  'Con* 
sequence  is,  that  being  thoroughly  waked,  they  gel  up 
wery  quietly,  and  walk  away !     Beg  your  pardon,  sir " 
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Mid  Sam,  suddenly  breaking  off  in  his  loquaoious  dia- 
oourse.    "^  Is  this  Bury  St  Edmunds  ?  " 

"  It  is,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

The  coacit*  rattled  through  the  well-^ared  streets  of  a 
handsome  little  town,  of  thriving  and  cleanly  appear- 
ance, and  stopped  before  a  large  inn  situated  in  a  vride 
open  street,  nearly  facing  the  old  abbey. 

"  And  this,"  safd  .Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  up,  "  is  tho 
Angel !  We  alight  here,  Sam.  But  some  caution  is  ne- 
cessary. Order  a  private  room,  and  do  not  mention  my 
name.     Tou  understand." 

"  Right  as  a  trivet,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  with  a 
wink  of  intelligence ;  and  havmg  dragged  Mr.  Pickwick's 
portmanteau  from  the  hind  boot,  into  which  it  had  been 
hastily  thrown  when  they  joined  the  coach  at  Eatan- 
swill,  Mr.  Weller  disappeared  on  his  errand.  A  private 
room  was  speedily  engaged ;  and  into  it  Mr.  Pickwick 
was  ushered  without  delay. 

"  Now,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  the  first  thing  to 
be  done  is  to  "  — 

"Order  dinner,  sir,"  interposed  Mr.  Weller.  "It's 
wery  late,  sir." 

"  Ah,  so  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  at  his  watch. 
•*  You  are  right,  Sam." 

«  And  if  I  might  adwise,  sir,"  added  Mr.  Weller,  "  Fd 
just  have  a  good  night* s  rest  arterwards,  and  not  begin  in- 
quiring arter  this  here  deep  'un  tiU  the  momin'.  There's 
nothin'  so  refreshin'  as  sleep,  sir,  as  the  servant-girl  said 
afore  she  drank  the  egg-cup-full  o'  laudanum." 

"I  think  you  are  right,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
**  But  I  must  first  ascertain  that  he  is  in  the  house,  and 
not  likely  to  go  away." 

"  Leave  that  to  me,  sir,"  said  Sam.     "  Let  me  order 
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you  a  snug  little  dinner,  and  make  mj  inqniriet  below 
while  it's  a-getting  readj ;  I  ooald  worm  ev'iy  secret  eat 
o'  the  boots's  heart,  in  hve  minutes^  si^.** 

^  Do  80^"  said  Mr.  Piokwiok :  and  Mr.  Weller  at  once 
retired. 

In  half  an  hour,  Mr.  Pickwick  was  seated  at  a  Terjr 
satisfactory  dinner;  and  in  three  quarters  Mr.  Wdler 
returned  with  the  inteUigenoe  that  Mr.  CharleB  Fitz- 
Marshall  had  ordered  his  (Hivate  room  to  be  retataed 
for  him,  until  further  notice.  He  was  going  to  spend  the 
evening  at  some  private  house  in  the  neighborhood,  had 
ordered  the  boots  to  ait  up  until  his  return,  and  had  taken 
his  servant  with  himu 

"  Now,  sir,"  argued  Mr.  Weller,  when  he  had  condud* 
ed  his  report,  *<  if  I  can  get  a  talk  with  thia  here  servant 
in  the  momin',  he'll  tell  me  all  his  master's  concerns/* 

^  How  do  jou  know  that  ?  "  interposed  Mr.  Piokwidu 

^'  Bless  your  heart,  sir,  servants  always  do,"  relied 
Mr.,  Weller- 

«  Oh,  ah,  I  forgot  that,"  said  Mr.  Pickwii*.     «  WelL" 

"  Then  you  can  arrange  what^  best  to  be  done,  sir, 
and  we  can  act  according." 

As  it  appeared  that  this  was  the  best  arrangoment 
that  could  be  made,  it  was  finally  agreed  upon.  Mr« 
Weller,  by  his  master's  permission,  retired  to  spend  the 
evening  in  his  own  way ;  and  was  shortly  aflerwardd 
elected,  by  tlie  unanimous  voice  of  the  assembled  com- 
pany, into  the  tap-room  chair,  in  which  honorable  post 
he  acquitted  himself  so  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
gentlemen-frequenters,  that  their  roars ,  of  laughter  and 
approbation  penetrated  to  Mr.  Pickwick's  bedroom,  and 
shortened  the  term  of  his  natural  rest,  by  at  least  three 
hours. 
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£crly  OD  the  easuiDg  morning,  Mr.  WeUa*  wAI  di»» 
peHing  all  the  feverish  remaius  of  the  pveTiouB  eveiiiiiffs 
conviviaUtj,  through  the  instnimentalitj  of  a  halfpenny 
shower-bath  (having  induced  a  /onng  gentleman  attached 
to  the  stable-department,  bj  the  offer  of  that  coin,  to 
jKimp  over  his  head  and  face,  until  he  was  perfectly  re- 
stored), when  he  was  attracted  by  the  appearance  of  a 
yotmg  feUow  in  muiberry-oolored  livery,  who  was  sitting 
on  a  bench  in  the  yard,  reading  what  appeared  to  be  a 
hymn-book,  with  an  air  of  deep  abstraction,  but  who  oo- 
casionally  stole  a  glance  at  the  individual  under  the 
pump,  as  if  he  took  some  interest  in  his  ^x>oeedings, 
nevertheless. 

"  You're  a  rum  'un  to  look  at,  you  are ! "  thought  Mr. 
Weller,  the  first  time  his  eyes  encountered  the  glance  of 
the  stranger  in  the  roulberry-cok)red  soiii  who  had  a 
large,  sallow,  ugly  face^  very  sunken  eye%  ind  a  gigantie 
head,  from  which  depended  a  quantity  <ii  lank  black  ham 
•*  You're  a  rum  'un ! "  thought  Mr.  Weller }  and  think- 
ing this,  he  went  on  washing  hhnself,  and  thought  no 
more  about  him. 

Still  the  man  kept  glancmg  from  his  hymn-book  i(^ 
Sam,  and  from  Sam  to  bis  hynm-book,  as  if  he  wanted  to 
<^>en  a  conversation.  So  at  last,  Sam,  by  way  of  giv- 
hkg  him  an  opportunity,  said,  with  a  fruniliar  nod  — 

^  How  are  you,  governor  ?  " 

^  I  am  happy  to  say,  I  am  pretty  well,  sir,"  said  the 
mm,  speaking  with  great  deliberation,  and  closing  the 
book.    *^  I  hope  you  are  the  same,  sir  ?  " 

"^  Why,  if  I  felt  less  like  a  walking  brandy-bottle,  I 
shouldn't  be  quite  so  staggery  this  m(ffnin',"  replied 
Sam.     "  Are  you  stoppin'  in  this  house,  old  'un  ?  " 

The  mulberry  man  replied  in  the  affinnative* 
VOL.  n.  8 
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^  How  was  it,  70U  worn't  one  of  us,  last  night  ?  *  m- 
qnired  Sam,  scrubbing  his  &ce  with  the  towd*    ^  Yea 
seem  one  of  the  jollj  sort  —  looks  as  conwivial  as  a  live 
troat  in  a  lime-basket,"  added  Mr.  Weller,  in  an  onder'  ~ 
tone. 

**1  was  out  last  night  with  my  master,"  replied  the 
stranger. 

*^  Whaf  8  his  name  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Weller,  coloring 
up  very  red  with  sudden  excitement,  and  the  friction  of 
the  towel  combined. 

'*  Fitz-MarshaU,"  said  the  mulberry  man. 

"  Give  us  your  hand,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  advancing ; 
"  I  should  like  to  know  you.  I  like  your  appearance, 
old  fellow." 

^  Well,  that  is  very  strange,"  said  the  mulberry  man, 
with  great  simplicity  of  manner.  '*  I  like  youi^  so  much, 
that  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  fiom  the  very  first  mo- 
vMsni  I  saw  you  under  the  pump." 

<* Did  you  though?" 

"  Upon  my  word.    Now,  isn't  that  curious  ?  " 

^Wery  sing'ler,"  said  Sam,  inwardly  oongratuladng 
himself  upon  the  softness  of  the  stranger.  ^  What* s  your 
name,  my  patriarch  ?  " 

«  Job." 

^'  And  a  wery  good  name  it  is  —  only  one  I  know, 
that  a'n't  got  a  nickname  to  it  Whatfs  the  other 
name?" 

«  Trotter,"  said  the  stranger.     «  What  is  yours  ?  " 

Sam  bore  in  mind  his  master^s  caution,  and  replied, 

«  My  name's  Walker ;  my  master's  name's  Wilkins. 
Will  you  take  a  drop  o'  somethin'  this  momin',  Mr. 
Trotter?" 

Mr.  Trotter  acquiesced  in  this  agreeable  proposal: 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THB  PICKWICK  CLUB.  M 

«id  haring  deposited  his  book  in  his  ooat-pocket,  aceom* 
panied  Mr.  Weller  to  the  tap,  where  they  were  soon  oo* 
eupied  in  discossing  an  exhilarating  compound,  formed 
by  mixing  together,  in  a  pewter  vessel,  certain  qnaatHies 
of  British  Hollands,  and  tfa0  fragrant  essence  of  the 
dove. 

^  And  what  sort  of  a  place  hare  jon  got?"  inqnired 
Bam,  as  he  iUed  his  companion's  glass,  for  the  second  time. 

«  Bad,"  sud  Job^  smacking  his  Kps,  ^^very  bad*** 

**  Ton  don't  mean  that  ?**  said  SaniL 

<*  I  do,  inde<*d.  Worae  than  that,  mj  mastei's  gomg 
to  be  married.** 

"No." 

^  Tes ;  and  worse  than  (hat,  too,  he's  going  to  mn 
awaj  with  an  immense  rich  heiress,  fhmi  boardtng- 
school." 

^  What  a  dragon !  **  said  Sam,  refilling  his  companion's 
glass.  *"  It's  some  boarding«scbool  in  this  town,  1  sup- 
pose, aVt  it?" 

Now,  althon^  this  question  was  pat  in  the  most  care- 
less tone  imaginable,  Mr.  Job  Trotter  plainly  showed,  by 
gestare^  that  he  perceired  his  new  friend's  anxiety  to 
draw  fbrth  an  answer  to  it  He  emptied  his  glass, 
looked  mysteriously  at  his  companion,  winked  both  of  his 
■mall  eyes,  one  afbsr  the  other,  and  Anally  made  a  motion 
with  his  arm,  as  if  he  were  working  an  imaginary  pump- 
handle:  thereby  intimating  that  he  (Mr.  Trotter)  con- 
sidered himself  as  undCTgoing  Hbe  process  of  being 
pimiped,  by  Mr.  Samuel  Weller. 

^Mb,  no,"  said  Mr.  Trotter,  in  condurion,  <<that^s  not 
to  be  tdd  to  everybody.  That  is  a  secret  —  a  great  so- 
areiy  Mr.  Walker." 

As  the  mulberry  man  said  this,  he  turned  his  glass 
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qpaid^  down,  aa  a  meaas  cf  reminding  his  con^wnko 
that  he  had  nothing  left  wherewith  to  slake  his  thint. 
Scffft  observed  the  hint;  and  feeliBg  the  delicate  manner 
in  wbifik  it  was  conveyed^  ordered  the  pewter  Tesael  te 
^  refillod»  whereat  the  si^fiU  eyes  oi  the  mulbeoy  nmrn 
glistened. 

<<And  so  ifs  a  seerel?*  said  Sav. 

^  I  diould  nvther  suspect  it  was,**  said  the  malbeirj 
man,  slp{^g  his  Kquor,  with  a  comj^aoent  fiuie. 

**  I  suppose  your  masYs  wery  rich  ?  "  said  Sam* 

Mr.  Trotter  smiled,  and  holding  his  glass  in  his  left 
hand,  gave  four  distinct  slaps  on  the  pocket  of  his  mul^ 
berry  indescribables  with  his  right,  as  if  to  intimate  that 
hia  master  might  have  done  the  same  without  aknmng 
anybody  mucht  by  the  chinking  of  ooin. 

"  Ah,**  said  Sam,  "tbafs  the  game,  is  it?  " 

The  mulberry  man  nodded  significantly. 

^  Well,  and  dou't  you  think,  old  feUer,**  remonstrated 
Mr.  Weller,  "  that  if  you  let  your  master  take  in  this 
here  young  lady,  you're  «  furedous  raacal?  * 

"I  know  that,"  said  Joh  Trotter,  turning  upon  his 
oompanioQ  a  countenance  of  deep  contrition,  and  groanr 
ing  sli^ly*  ^*  I  know  that  and  thafs  what  it  is  that 
preys  upon  my  nund.    But  what  am  I  to  do? " 

^  Do ! "  said  SaB^;  ^ di^wulge  to  die  nnsia,  and  give 
up  your  master.*^ 

**WhoJd  believe  me?*'  replied  Jdb  Trotter.  '*Tkt 
jioang  lady's  oonsidered  the  very  picture  of  innocence 
and  discretion.  She'd  deny,  it,  and  so  would  my  maater. 
Who'd  believe  me?  I  should  lose  my  i^aoe,  and  get  in* 
dieted  for  a  conspiracy^  or  some  sndi  thing ;  diat^s  all  I 
should  take  by  my  motion." 

'^Thete'^  wmietUn'  in  that,"  said  Sam,  ruminatifig; 
**  there's  somethin'  in  that" 
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'^  if  I  Inew  aD7  respeetabla  gsaUffumn  wlio  w^itld  take 
the  matler  op,"  coatiMitd  Mr.  Trotter,  ^  I  miglit  hafre 
seme  hope  U  preventiDg  the  dopeomit;  but  ttien^s  the 
MHne  diffioolt^^  Mr  Walker,  jiut  the  saaie.  I  know  m» 
genlleoKui  in>  thk  vtvaage  plaee ;  and  tern  t&oae  if  I  cttcl) 
whether  he  would  bdieve  mj  tflmy/' 

*  CoDM  Ais  way,."  said  Saao,  eaddenly  jmnpiiig  up, 
and  gratpiDg  the  mulbeny  man  by  the  anik  ^My 
ma^r's  the  man  yea  want,  I  seer**  And  after  a  d^t  re* 
nstance  on  the  part  of  Job  Trotter,  Sam  led  his  newly 
found  friend  to  the  apartment  of  Mr.  Pickwiek,  to  wfaoia 
he  presented  him,  together  with  a  brief  saramary  of  the 
dialogoe  we  haTe  just  repeated. 

^  I  am  very  sorry  to  betray  my  master,  sir,"  said  Job 
Trotter,  applying  to  his  eyes  a  pmk  checked  poeket 
handkerchief  aboat  six  inches  scjpiare. 

**The  feeling  does  you  a  great  deal  of  honor,"  pei^ied 
Mr.  Pkskwiok ;  ^  but  it  is  your  duty,  nevertheless." 

•*  I  know  it  is  my  duty,  sir,"  replied  Job>  with  great 
emoticm.  ^  We  shoisUI  all  try  to  dischasge  oar  dnty,  sir; 
and  I  humbly  endeavor  to  diaoharge  mine,  sir ;  but  it  is 
a  hard  trial  to  betray  a  master,  sir,  whose  dothea  yon 
wear,  and  whoaa  bread  yoa  es^  even  tiioagh  he  is  a 
Si^imdrel,  sir." 

'^  You  are  a  very  good  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
much  affected,  ^aa  hcmestMow" 

'^  Oome^  ome,"  interpeeed  San,  wlw  had  witnessed 
Mr.  Trotter's  tears  with  conaiderablfr  impatteaoi,  ^  blow 
this  here  waternsart  bb'ness^  It  won't  do  no  good^  this 
won't." 

^  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  reproachftilly,  ^  I  am  sonry 
to  find  that  yos  hare  so  little  reepectiba  this  yomig  man's 
feelings." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


88  POSTHUMOUS  PAP£BS  OF 

** His  feelin's  is  all werj  well,  mr"  replied  Mr.  Weller) 
^  and  as  they're  so  wery  fine,  and  it's  a  pitj  he  should 
lose  'em,  I  think  he'd  better  keep  'em  in  his  own  bns- 
sum,  than  let  'em  ewaporate  in  hot  water»  '(qpedallj  as 
thej  do  no  good.  Teais  neyer  jet  wound  up  a  dodE, 
or  worked  a  steam  ingen'.  The  next  time  you  go  oui 
to  a  smoking  party,  young  feller,  fill  your  pipe  witii  that 
'ere  reflection,  and  for  the  present,  just  put  that  bit  of 
pink  gingham  into  your  pocket  Ta'n't  so  handsome 
that  you  need  keep  waTing  it  about,  as  if  yon  was  a 
tight-rope  dancer." 

^My  man  is  in  the  right,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ac- 
costing Job,  ^  although  his  mode  of  expressing  his  opin« 
ion  is  somewhat  homely,  and  occasionally  incomprehen- 
siWe." 

«  He  is,  sir,  very  rights"  said  Mr.  Trotter,  "<  and  I  will 
give  way  no  longer." 

«*  Very  well,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  «  Now,  where  is 
this  IxMurding-school  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  large,  old,  red-briok  house,  just  outside  the 
(own,  sir,"  replied  Job  Trotter. 

^  And  when,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  when  is  this  Til- 
lanous  design  to  be  earned  into  execution  —  when  ii 
this  elopement  to  take  place?" 

*•  To-night,  sir,"  replied  Job. 

«  To-night ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  This  very  night,  sir,"  replied  Job  Trotter.  *<  Thai 
18  what  alarms  me  so  much." 

^  Instant  measures  muM  be  taken,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick* 
^  I  will  see  the  lady  who  keeps  the  establishment  imme- 
diately." 

''  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Job,  **  but  that  coarae 
of  proceeding  will  nevei  do." 
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"  Why  not  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  My  master,  sir,  is  a  very  artfiil  man.'' 

"  I  know  he  is,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  And  he  has  so  wound  himself  round  the  old  lady's 
heart,  sir,"  resumed  Job,  ^  that  she  would  believe  nothhig 
to  his  prejudice,  if  you  went  down  cm  your  bare  knees,  and 
swore  it,  especially  as  yon  have  no  proof  but  the  word 
ai  a  servant,  who,  for  anything  she  knows  (and  my  mas* 
ter  would  be  sure  to  say  so),  was  discharged  for  some 
fault,  and  does  this  in  revenge." 

"  What  had  better  be.  done,  then  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

^'  Nothing  but  taking  liim  in  the  very  &ct  of  elopinf^ 
will  convince  the  old  lady,  sir,"  replied  Job. 

^^  All  them  old  cats  mil  run  their  heads  ag'in'  mile* 
stcmes,"  observed  Mr.  Weller  in  a  parenthesis. 

^  But  this  taking  him  in  the  very  act  of  elopement, 
wouki  be  a  very  diffloult  thing  to  aocompUsh,  I  fear," 
said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"I  don't  know,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Trotter,  aflet  a  few 
moments'  reflectioB.  "  I  think  it  mi|^t  be  very  easily 
done." 

"  How  ?  "  was  Mr.  Pickwick's  inquiry. 

«  Why,"  rq)lied  Mr.  Trotter,  **  my  master  and  I,  being 
in  the  confidence  of  the  two  servants,  will  be  secreted  in 
the  kitchen  at  ten  o'clock.  When  the  family  have  retired 
to  rest,  we  shall  come  out  of  the  kitchen,  and  the  young 
lady  out  of  her  bedroom.  A  post-chaise  will  be  wait* 
mg^  and  away  we  go." 

«  Well,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

«  Well,  sir,  I  have  been  thinking  that  if  you  were  in 
waiting  in  the  garden  behind,  alone  "  — 

«  AJone,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.    "  Why  akme  ?  " 
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^I  thought  it  very  mttanO,*  replied  Joh,  ^tfmt  the 
old  lady  wouldn't  like  mich  an  unpleamiit  discoreiy 
to  be  made  before  more  persons  than  can  possibly  be 
helped.    The  joong  lady  too^  sir — consider  her  fbel* 


<<Toa  are  very  right,"  said  Mr.  Pidnrick.  «The 
ooosideration  evinces  yoor  delicacy  of  feeKng.  Go  on ; 
yon  are  very  right'* 

"^  W^  sir,  I  was  tUnking  that  if  yon  were  waithig 
in  the  back  garden  alone,  and  I  was  to  let  you  in,  at  the 
door  which  opens  into  it,  horn  the  end  of  the  passage,  at 
exactly  half-past  eleven  o'clock,  you  would  be  just  in 
the  very  moment  of  time,  to  assist  me  in  frostratmg  the 
designs  of  this  bad  man,  by  whom  I  have  been  anforto- 
nately  ensnared.'*    Here  Mr.  Trotter  nghed  deeply. 

"  Don't  distress  yV)ur6elf  on  that  account,**  said  Mr. 
Pickwick,  <^  if  he  had  one  grain  of  the  delicacy  of  feel- 
ing which  distinguishes  you,  humble  as  your  staHon  i%  I 
should  have  some  hopes  of  him." 

Job  Trotter  bowed  low ;  and  in  spite  of  Mr.  Wei- 
Isr'e  previous  remonstrance,  the  tears  again  rose  to  his 
eyes. 

^  I  never  see  such  a  feUer,"  said  Sam.  ^  Blessed  if - 
I  don't  think  he's  got  a  main  in  his  head  as  is  always 
turned  on." 

^  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  great  severity.  <"  HoU 
your  tongue." 

**  Wery  well,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weiler. 

*^  I  don't  like  this  plan,"  said  Mr.  Pidtwick,  after  deep 
meditation.  ^  Why  cannot  t  conmiunicate  with  the  young 
hidy'sfHenda?" 

"  Because  they  live  one  hundred  nnlesfirom  here,  wr" 
responded  Job  Trotter. 
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<<Tkai^  a  diBoher,''  sdid  Mr.  Welkr,  bsH^ 

"  Then  this  garden,"  resumed  Mr.  Pickwick.  **  How 
■ml  to  get  into  it  ?" 

^  Tbe  waU  is  rery  low,  nr,  and  your  sorani  wUl  gi^e 
you  a  leg  up." 

**  My  servant  will  give  me  a  kg  up,"  repeated  Mr. 
Pickwick,  mechanically.  ^  Too  will  be  sore  to  be  near 
Ibis  door,  that  you  speak  of?  " 

^  You  cannot  mistake  it,  sir ;  if  s  the  only  one  that 
opens  into  the  garden.  Tap  at  it,  when  you  hear  ih% 
elodL  strike,  and  I  will  open  it  instantly." 

<"  I  don't  like  the  plan,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick ;  <<bQt  as 
I  see  no  other,  and  as  the  happiness  of  this  yoong  lady's 
wlu^e  Ills  ifi  at  stake,  I  adopt  it.  I  shall  be  sure  to  be 
tiiere." 

Thus,  for  the  second  time»  did  Mr.  PidLwick'k  innate 
good-feeUag  iuTolre  him  m  an  ei^Brprise,  from  which  he 
woald  most  willingly  hare  stood  aloof. 

<<What  is  the  name  of  the  hoose?"  inquired  Mr« 
Pickwkk. 

<'  Westgate  House,  mr«  Ton  turn  a  iitUe  to  the  right 
when  you  get  to  the  end  of  the  town ;  it  stands  by  itBetf, 
some  lilde  distanee  off  the  high  itMd,  with  the  name  oa 
a  brass  plate  on  the  gate." 

^I  know  it»"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^I  observed  it  once 
before,  when  I  was  in  this  town.  You  may  depend  upon 
me." 

Mr.  Trotter  made  another  bow,  and  tarned  to  depart^ 
iFhen  Mr.  Picdnriek  thrasl  a  guinea  into  his  hand* 

•<Yo«'re  a  ine  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Piekwiek,  <<and  I 
admire  your  goodness  of  heart  No  thanks.  Remember 
-*- eleven  o'dbok." 

^There  is  no  fear  of  my  forgetting  0,  w»"  replied  Job 
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Trotter.  With  these  words  he  left  ^e  room,  followed  bj 
Sara. 

^  I  say,"  said  the  latter,  ^  not  a  bad  notion  that  'ere 
erying.  Fd  ciy  like  a  rain-water  spout  in  a  shower,  on 
such  good  terms.     How  do  you  do  it  ?  •* 

**  It  C(»ne8  from  the  heart,  Mr.  Walker,"  rq^Hed  Job 
solemnly.    "  Good-morning,  sir." 

"  You're  a  soft  customer,  you  are ;  — we've  got  it  aD 
out  o'  you,  anyhow,"  thought  Mr.  Weller,  as  Job  walked 
away. 

We  cannot  state  tiie  predse  nature  of  the  thoughts 
which  passed  through  Mr.  Trotter^s  mind,  because  we 
don't  know  what  they  were. 

The  day  wore  on,  evening  came,  and  at  a  litde  beibre 
ten  o'clock  Sam  Weller  reported  that  Mr.  Jingle  and 
Job  had  gone  out  together,  that  their  luggage  was 
packed  up,  and  that  they  had  ordered  a  chaise.  The 
plot  was  evidently  in  execution,  as  Mr.  TVotter  had 
foretold. 

Half-past  ten  o'clock  arrived,  and  it  was  time  for  Mr. 
Pickwick  to  issue  forth  on  his  delicate  errand.  Resist- 
ing Sam's  ten^r  of  his  great  coat,  in  order  that  he  might 
have  no  incumbrance  in  scaling  the  wall,  he  set  forth,  fol- 
lowed by  his  attendant. 

There  was  a  bright  moon,  but  it  was  behind  the 
doud&  It  was  a  fine  diy  ni^t,  but  it  was  most  uncom- 
monly dark.  Paths,  hedges,  fields,  houses,  and  treets, 
were  enveloped  in  one  deep  shade.  The  atmosphere 
was  hot  and  sultry,  the  summer  li^tning  quivered 
faintly  on  the  verge  of  the  horizon,  and  was  tiie  only 
sight  that  varied  the  dull  gloom  in  whidi  everything 
was  wrapped  —  sound  there  was  none,  ezc^t  the  dia> 
tant  barking  of  some  resUess  house-dog. 
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They  found  the  house,  read  the  brass  plate,  walked 
round  the  wall,  and  stopped  at  tiiat  portion  of  it  which 
divided  them  firom  the  bottom  of  the  garden. 

^  You  will  return  to  the  inn,  Sam,  when  you  have  as- 
sisted me  over,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"Wery  well,  sir." 

<<  And  you  will  sit  up,  till  I  return." 

«  Cert'nly,  sir.* 

^  Take  hold  of  my  kg;  and,  when  I  say  <  Over,'  ruse 
me  gently.** 

"All  right,  sLr." 

Having  settled  these  preliminaries,  Mr.  Pickwidi: 
grasped  the  top  of  the  wall,  and  gave  the  word  ^  Over,** 
which  was  very  literally  obeyed.  Whether  his  body 
partook  in  some  degree  of  the  elastidty  of  his  mind,  or 
whether  Mr.  Weller's  notions  of  a  gentle  push  were  of  a 
somewhat  rougher  description  than  Mr.  Pickwick's,  the 
immediate  effect  of  his  assistance  was  to  jerk  that  im* 
mortal  gentleman  completely  over  the  wall  on  to  the  bed 
beneath,  where,  after  crushing  three  gooseberry  bushes 
and  a  rose-tree,  he  finally  alighted  at  ftill  length. 

^  You  haVt  hurt  yomrsel^  I  hope,  sir,''  said  Sam,  in  a 
bud  whisper,  as  soon  as  he  recovered  finom  the  surprise 
consequent  upon  the  myBterioos  disappearance  of  his 
master. 

<"  I  have  not  hurt  myw^,  Sam,  certainly,"  i^Hed  Mr. 
Pickwkd^,  firom  the  other  side  of  the  wall,  ^but  I  rather 
think  that  ^fou  have  hurt  me." 

^  I  hqpe  not,  sir,"  said  Sam. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Mr.  Piekwick,  rising,  "ifs  notb- 
fag  but  a  few  scratches.    Qo  away,  oir  we  shall  be  over- 
rd." 
Good-by,  sir" 
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Wkh  slealthj  steps  Sam  Weflcr  departed,  leaving  Ma 
Pickwick  alone  in  the  garden. 

IdghtB  ocoafflooaUj  i^>peared  in  the  dilfeiienl  winclowa 
of  the  house,  or  glanced  fima  the  staiinases,  as  if  the  m- 
mates  were  retiring  to  rest  Not  caring  to  go  too  near 
the  door,  until  the  appointed  time,  lie  ^dcwkk  crottched 
into  an  angle  of  the  wall,  and  awaited  its  arrivaL 

]i  was  A  situation  whieh  might  w^  lia?e  depresaed  the 
spirits  of  many  a  man.  Mr.  Pickwick,  however,  Ml 
neither  depression  nor  misgiving.  He  knew  that  his 
purpose  was  ta  the  main  a  good  one,  and  he  placed  im- 
plicit reliaaee  on  the  high-minded  Job.  It  was  dull,  oer- 
tainlj ;  act  to  say,  dreary ;  but  a  cooiemplative  man  cas 
always  employ  himself  in  meditation.  Mr.  Pickwick  had 
meditated  himself  into  a  doae,  when  he  was  roused  by 
the  chimes  of  the  neighboring  churdb  ringing  omt  the 
hoar — half-past  eleven. 

^  That  is  the  time^"  Uiougfat  Mr.  Pickwick,  getting 
cautiously  on  his  feet  He  looked  up  at  the  house.  The 
lights  had  diaappeared,  and  the  shatters  were  ckiaed— 
all  in  bed,  no  doubt  He  walked  on  tiptoe  to  die  door, 
and  gave  a  gsnUe  tap.  Two  or  three  muuiles  paaaheig 
without  aay  reply,  he  gave  anotiier  tap  rather  loader, 
and  then  another  rather  louder  than  that 

At  ka^  the  aowid  of  feet  was  andiUe  updo  the 
ilairs,  and  then  the  U^t  of  a  candle  ihoae  6inNigfa  the 
keyhole  of  the  door.  There  was  a  good  deal  of  mi* 
diaining  and  unbolting,  and  the  door  was  dowly  opened^ 

Now  the  d6or  opened  outwaids:  and  as  the  door 
opened  wider  and  vAdtsv^  Mn  Piekwiok  reoeded  b^iind 
it,  more  and  more.  What  was  his  astonishment  when  1m 
just  peeped  out  by  way  of  caution,  to  see  that  the  p»- 
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son  who  had  opened  it  was  —  not  Job  Trotterv  but  m 
serr^mt^irl  witk  a  candle  in  her  hand  !  Mr.  Pidiwiok 
drew  in  his  head  again,  with  the  swiftness  diBplajed  by 
that  admirable  melodramatic  perfiurmer.  Flinch,  when  he 
lies  in  wait  for  the  flatrheaded  comedian  with  the  tin  boK 
of  music 

^  It  mist  have  been  the  cat,  Sarah,''  said  the  i^i^ad- 
dreasiqg  herself  to  someone  in  the  honsa  ^  Pass,  piii% 
puss— dt»tit»  til." 

But  no  animal  being  decoyed  hj  these  blandishmentai 
the  girl  slowly  closed  the  dow^  and  re-£itttened  it;  leav- 
ing Mr.  Pickwick  drawn  up  straight  against  the  walL 

*<  This  is  very  curioua,"  thoa^  Mr.  Pickwick.  *"  They 
are  sitting  up  beyond  their  usual  hour,  I  suppose.  £3C- 
tremely  unfortunate,  that  they  should  have  diosen 
this  night,  of  all  others,  for  such  a  purpose -*-ex« 
caediagly.''  Afid  with  these  thoughts,  Mr.  Pickwick 
ciuitiously  retked  to  the  angle  of  the  watt  in  which  he 
had  been  before  ensconced ;  waiting  until  such  lime  at 
he  might  deem  it  safe  to  repeat  the  signaL 

He  had  not  been  here  five  mkmtes,  when  a  vivid  flash 
o£  lightnii^  was  followed  1^  a  loud  peal  of  thunder  that 
crashed  and  roUed  away  in  the  distance  with  terrific 
WMse — ^then  cana  another  flash  of  lightning,  brighter 
than  the  other,  and  a  second  peal  of  thunder  louder  than 
the  first  I  and  then  down  came  Hkb  nain»  with  a  fiMroe  and 
fiiry  that  swept  everything  before  it 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  peifeeti^  aware  thflit  a  ir^  is  a  very 
dai^erous  neif^bor  in  a  thonder-etorm.  Ha  had  a  troa 
OD  his  rights  a  tree  on  his  lefW  a  third  before  him,  and 
a  fourth  beynd.  If  he  remained  where  he  was^  he  might 
6dl  the  victim  of  an  aooideBt ;  if  he  showed  himself  in 
the  centre  of  the  gankn^  he  might  be  consigned  to  a 
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omalable ; — once  ar  twice  be  tried  to  teak  the  wall,  b«l 
haying  no  other  legs  thia  time,  than  those  with  wUoh 
Nature  had  furnished  him,  the  only  effect  of  hb  strog^ 
g^  was  to  inflict  a  variety  of  very  unpleasant  gratingp 
on  his  knees  and  shins,  and  to  throw  him  into  a  state  of 
the  most  profuse  perspiration. 

<"  What  a  dreadful  situation  I  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
pausing  to  wipe  his  brow  after  this  exercise.  He  looked 
up  at  the  bouse — all  was  dark.  They  must  be  goae  to 
bed  now.    He  would  try  thesignal  again. 

He  walked  cq  t^>toe  across  the  moist  gravel,  and 
tapped  at  the  door.  He  b^  his  breath,  and  listened  at 
the  keyhole.  No  rtflj:  very  odd.  Another  kaodu 
He  listened  again.  There  was  a  low  whisperiBg  inside^ 
and  then  a  voice  cried  — 

"Who's  there?" 

<<  That's  not  Job,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwick,  bastUy  draw- 
ing  himself  straight  up  against  the  wall  agahi.  ^  If  s  a 
woman.** 

He  had  scarcely  had  time  tofhnn  this  eondnsion,  when 
a  window  above  stairs  was  thrown  up,  and  three  or  four 
female  voices  repeated  the  query  —  ^  Who's  there?" 

Mr.  Pickwick  dared  not  move  hand  or  foot  It  waa 
dear  that  the  whole  establidmient  was  roosed.  He  made 
up  his  mind  to  remain  where  he  was,  until  Hm  alarm 
had  subsided :  and  then  by  a  supernatural  eflbrt  to  get 
over  the  wall,  or  perish  in  the  attempt 

Like  all  Mr.  Pickwick's  detenmnations,  this  was  the 
best  that  could  be  made  under  the  <^cum8iattoes ;  but^ 
unfortunately,  it  was  founded  upon  the  assumptkm  that 
they  would  not  venture  to  open  the  door  again.  What 
was  his  discomflture,  when  he  heard  the  chain  and  boka 
withdrawn,  and  saw  the  door  sfewly  opening,  wider  and 
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widerl  He  retreated  into  the  comer,  step  hj  $^;  b«k 
do  what  he  would,  the  interpositioii  of  his  own  peraca 
prevented  its  being  opened  to  its  utmost  width. 

*^  Who's  there  ?**  screamed  a  nomeroos  chorus  of 
treble  voices  from  the  staircase  inside,  oonsisting  of 
the  spinster  lady  of  the  estaWshment,  three  teaohers,  five 
female  servants,  and  thirty  boarders,  aU  half-dressedf 
and  in  a  forest  <^  curl-papers* 

Of  course  Mr.  Pickwick  didn't  saj  who  wa$  there : 
and  then  the  burden  of  the  chorus  changed  into  —  ''Lor^  I 
I  am  so  frightened." 

^  Cook,"  said  the  lady  abbess,  who  took  care  to  be  on 
the  top  stair,  the  very  laet  of  the  group  —  ^  Cook,  why 
don't  you  go  a  little  way  into  the  garden?  " 

<<  Please,  ma'am,  I  don't  like,"  responded  tibe  cook. 

^  Lor',  what  a  etupid  thing  that  cook  is  1 "  said  tha 
thirty  boarders. 

"*  Cbok,"  said  the  lady  abbess,  with  great  dignity ; 
^  don't  answer  me,  if  yoa  please.  I  inost  upon  year 
looking  into  the  garden  immediately." 

Here  theeook  began  to  cry,  and  the  hoosemaid  said  it 
was  "•  a  shame  1 "  for  which  partisan^p  the  received  a 
month's  warning  on  the  spot. 

^  Do  you  hemr,  cook?  "  siud  the  kdy  abbess,  stamp- 
ing her  foot,  impatiMlly. 

^  Don't  you  hear  your  missis,  cook?''  said  the  titfet 
teachers. 

^  What  an  impudent  thing  that  -cook  is  t "  said  iim 
thirty  boarders. 

The  unfortunate  cook,  thus  strongly  urged,  advanced 
a  step  or  two,  and  holding  her  candle  just  where  it  pre* 
vented  her  from  seeing  anything  at  all,  declared  there 
iffMnothingthere,anditmu8t  have  been  the  wind*    The 
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iMrwM  Jost  going  to  be^leseA  in  eonseqaetoce^  when 
Ml  inquiskive  boarder,  who  had  been  peeping  between 
the  hmges,  set  up  a  fearfhl  sereammg,  which  called  baek 
the  coo4  and  the  housemaid,  and  all  the  more  adventa- 
rous,  in  no  thne. 

<«  What  is  the  malter  widi  Miss  Sraithers  ?"  said  tte 
lady  abbess,  as  the  afereaaid  ilOss  Smithers  proceeded  to 
go  into  hysterics  of  four  young  lady  power. 

^  Lor^,  Miss  Smithers  dear,"  said  the  other  niae-and* 
twenty  boarders. 

'^Oh,  the  man  — the  man — behind  the  doorr  screamei 
ifise  Smithers* 

The  kdy  abbess  no  sooner  heard  this  f^ypaliing  crji 
than  she  retreated  to  her  own  bedroom,  doable-lockedl 
the  door,  wkd  iiialed  away  eomfcttably.  The  boardera, 
and  the  teadiers,  and  the  serrants,  fell  back  upon  the 
stairs,  and  upon  each  other ;  and  never  was  such  a 
SQPBaming^  and  fiuntuif  ,  and  stmggUiig  beheld.  In  the 
midft  of  the  tumult,  Mr.  Piokwidi  emetged  from  his 
conceafanent,  and  presented  himself  amongst  diem. 

H  Ladies— dear  ladie^"  amd  Mr.  Rokwic^ 

^  Oh,  he  says  we^  dear,"  oried  the  oldest  and  ugHeaC 
teacher.    *^  Oh,  the  wretch  I  *^ 

^  Ladies,^  roared  Mr.  Pickwid^  rendered  desperate 
by  the  danger  of  his  situation.  ^  Hear  aae.  I  am  ii6 
robber.    I  want  the  lady  of  the  house.'' 

^  Oh,  what  a  ferocious  monster  ! "  screamed  anothey 
teacher.    '  He  mrnta  Miss  Tdmfcfais.'' 

Here  there  was  a  general  scream. 

^  Ring  the  alarm  beU,  aomehodj !  **  oried  a  doeen 


<«DeB't  — donV  shouted  Mr.  Fkkwk^    "^Lodt  at 
¥bk    Do  I  look  like  a  robber  I    My  dear  Uidies «—  yen 
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may  bind  me  htmA  and  hgy  or  kek  bm  up  in  a  ek>#et,  if 
70a  like.  Only  hear  what  I  hare  got  to  saj-^-^only  hear 
me.'' 

**  flow  did  you  come  in  our  garden  ?*•  faltered  the 
housemaid. 

^  Can  the  lady  of  the  house,  and  Til  tell  her  every 
thing— ^ererything:''  said  Mr.  Pi^wick,  exerting  his 
longs  to  the  utmost  pitch.     ''  Gall  her — only  be  quiety 
and  call  her,  and  you  shall  hear  everything.*^ 

It  might  have  been  Mr.  Pickwick's  appearance,  or  H 
migfat  have  been  his  manner,  or  it  might  have  been  the 
temptation  — » so  irre^stible  to  a  female  mind — of  hear- 
ing something  at  present  enveloped  in  mystery,  that 
rednoed  the  more  reasonable  portion  of  t2ie  establish* 
ment  (some  fbur  incBviduals)  to  a  state  of  comparative 
quiet.  By  them  it  was  proposed,  as  a  test  of  Mr.  Piok** 
wick's  sincerity,  that  he  should  immediately  submit  to 
personal  restraint ;  and  that  gentieman  harfimg  consented 
to  hold  a  conference  with  Miss  Torakins,  fW>m  the  into* 
rior  of  a  closet  in  which  the  day-boarders  hung  their 
bonnets  and  sandwich-bags,  he  at  once  stepped  into 
it,  of  his  own  accotd,  and  was  securely  locked  in. 
This  revived  the  othen;  and  Miss  Tomkins  having 
been  bronght-to,  and  brought  down,  the  conference  beM 
gan. 

^  What  did  you  do  in  my  garden,  Man  f  ^  said  Miss 
Tomkins,  in  a  faint  voice. 

^  I  came  to  warn  yo«i,  that  one  of  your  young  ladies 
^as  going  to  elope  to-night,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  fh>m 
the  interior  of  the  closet. 

*^ Slope  I*^  exclaimed  Miss  Tomkins,  the  tliree  teach* 
ers,  the  thirty  boarders,  and  the  five  servants.  ^Who 
wxfli?* 

VM*.  n  4 
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<<  Your  friend,  Mr.  Oiarles  Fitz-ManhalL*' 

^  ify  friend  I    I  don't  know  any  such  peraoo." 

<*  Well ;  Mr.  Jin^e,  then." 

**  I  never  heard  the  name  in  my  life." 

^  Then,  I  have  heen  deceived,  and  deluded,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick.  ^I  have  heen  the  victim  of  a  conspiraej 
-*  a  foul  and  base  conspiracy.  Send  to  the  Angel,  mj 
dear  ma'am,  if  you  don't  believe  me.  Send  to  the 
Angel  for  Mr.  Pickwick's  man-servant,  I  implore  yon, 
ma'am." 

<'  He  must  be  respectable  —  he  keeps  a  man-servant,'* 
said  Miss  Tcunkins  to  the  writing  and  ciphering  gov- 


*^  It's  my  opinion,  Miss  Tomkins,"  said  the  writing  and 
ciphering  governess,  ^  that  his  man-servant  keeps  hiou 
/  thmk  he's  a  madman.  Miss  Tomkins,  and  the  othec^s 
his  keeper." 

^  I  think  you  are  very  right.  Miss  Gwynn,"  responded 
Miss  Tomkins.  ^  Let  two  of  the  servants  repair  to 
the  Angel,  and  let  the  others  remain  here,  to  protect 
us." 

So  two  of  the  servants  were  despatched  to  the  Angel 
in  search  of  Mr.  Samuel  Weller:  and  the  remaining 
three  stopped  behind  to  protect  Miss  Tomkins,  and  the 
three  teachers,  and  the  thirty  boarders.  And  Mr.  Pick- 
wick sat  down  in  the  closet,  beneath  a  grove  of  sand- 
wich bags,  and  awaited  the  return  of  the  messeqgen, 
with  all  the  philosophy  and  fortitude  he  could  snmmion 
to  his  aid. 

An  hour  and  a  half  elapsed  before  they  came  badK, 
and  when  they  did  come,  Mr.  Pickwick  recognized,  in 
addition  to  the  voice  of  Mr.  Samuel  Weller,  two  oth«r 
voices,  the  tones  of  which  struck  fruniliariy  <m  his  ear ;  but 
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whose  thej  were,  he  oould  noi  for  the  life  of  him  eaU 
to  mind. 

A  veiy  brief  conyerBation  ensued.  The  door  wat 
unlocked.  Mr.  Pickwick  atq^ped  oat  of  the  doeet^ 
■nd  fbnnd  himeelf  in  the  presence  of  the  whole  es* 
tabliyunent  of  Weetgate  House,  Mr.  Samael  WeUer^ 
and-* old  Wardle,  and  his  destined  sonr^in-^aw,  Mr* 
Tnindle  I 

^Mj  dear  friend,''  said  Mr.  Piekwid^  ninnhig  for- 
ward and  grasping  Wardle's  hand,  ^mj  dear  friend) 
praj,  for  Heaven's  sake,  eicplain  to  this  ladj  the  unfor* 
tonate  and  dreadfrd  sitnation  in  which  I  am  placed. 
You  must  have  heard  it  from  my  servant  i  saj,  at  all 
events,  my  dear  follow,  that  I  am  neither  a  robber  nor 
a  madman." 

^  I  have  said  so,  mj  dear  friend.  I  have  said  so  al- 
ready," replied  Mr.  Wardle,  shaking  the  right  hand  of 
fais  friend,  whik  Mr.  Trundle  diook  the  left. 

^  And  whoever  says,  or  has  said,  he  is,"  interposed 
Mr.  Weller,  stepping  forward,  ^  says  ihat  wMch  is  not 
the  tmth,  bat  so  for  from  it,  on  the  contrairy,  quite  the 
rewerse.  And  if  there's  any  number  o'  m&a  on  these 
here  premises  as  has  said  so,  I  shall  be  wery  happy  to 
give  'em  all  a  wery  convincing  |»x)of  o'  their  being  mis- 
taken, in  this  here  wery  room,  if  these  wery  respectable 
ladiesll  have  the  goodness  to  retire  and  order  'em  up^ 
one  at  a  time."  Having  delivered  this  d^aaoe  with 
great  volubility,  Mr.  Weller  struck  his  open  pahn  em^ 
phaticaHy  with  his  clenched  fist,  and  winked  pleasantly 
on  Miss  Tomkins :  the  intensity  of  whose  horror  at  his 
Bupposing  it  within  the  bounds  of  possibility  that  there 
could  be  any  men  on  the  premises  of  Westgate  House 
Establishment  for  Young  Ladies,  it  is  impossiUe  to  de- 
scribe. 
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Mr.  Piekwick's  explanation  iMtving  been  alreadj  paiw 
tiallj  made,  was  soon  concluded.  But  neither  in  the 
course  of  his  walk  home  with  his  friends,  nor  afterwards 
when  seated  before  a  biaotng  fire  at  the  supper  he  so 
much  needed,  coald  a  single  obserratiMi  be  diiiwn  frtna 
him.  He  seemed  bewildered  and  amazed.  Once,  and 
only  ottoS)  he  turned  rcmnd  lo  Mr.  Wardle^  «uid  said, 

» "  How  did  you  come  here  ?  ** 

<^Tnmdle  and  I  came  down  here,  fi»r  some  ^ood  shoot- 
ing  on  the  first,"  replied  Wardle.  *"  We  arrived  to-nigfal^ 
ttid  were  astonished  to  hear  from  jonr  senrant  that  joa 
were  here  too.  Bnt  I  am  glad  yoia  are,''  said  the  iM 
feUow,  slapping  him  on  the  back.  ^  I  am  >glad  you  are. 
We  shall  hare  a  jovial  party  on  the  first,  and  well  give 
Winkle  another  dianoe  —  eh,  old  boy  ?  " 

Mr.  Pickwick  made  no  reply ;  he  did  not  even  ask 
after  his  Mends  at  Dingley  IXsU,  and  shortly  aAerwardi 
retired  for  the  ni^t,  desirii^  Sam  to  £ltch  his  eandk 
when  he  rung. 

The  bell  did  ring  in  due  oonne,  aad  Mn  Welled  pc^ 
seated  himsel£ 

''Sam,'*  said  Mr.  Pkkwick,  leokhig  out  firom  vndar 
Ike  bedclothes. 

"^  Sir,"  s^  Mr.  WeUer. 

Mr.  Pickwick  paused,  and  Mr.  Weller  smrfTed  Am 
candle. 

'' Sam,"  said  Mr.  Fkdcwiek  again^  as  If  wilh  a  dsspcTi 
ate  effort 

**  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller^  onoe  more. 

«  Where  is  that  TroUer?  " 

"Job,  sir?" 

"Yes." 

""Goae^sir*" 
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^  T^th  his  master,  I  suppose  ?  " 

^  Friend  or  master,  or  whatever  he  is,  he's  gone  with 
him,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.    '<  There's  a  pair  on  'em,  sir." 

"  Jingle  suspected  mj  design,  and  set  that  fellow  on 
jou,  with  this  stoiy,  I  suppose?"  said  Mr.  PickwidE« 
half  choking. 

"^  Just  that,  8ir,".rtplied  Mr.  W^elltr* 

^  It  was  all  false,  of  course  ?  " 

'<All,8ir,"r^edMr.W«lkr*  <<Beglar^o,airi  art* 
id^bdge." 

*^  I  don't  think  he'll  escape  us  quite  so  easilj  tbe  next 
time,  Sam  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  I  detti  thmk  he  will,  sir."^ 

^  WheMerer  I  meet  that  Jingle  again,  wiiererer  it  is,* 
said  Mr.  Pickwidk,  raising  himself  in  bed,  and  indent^ 
n^  his  ptlfow  with  a  teeaiendoiis  blow,  ^  HI  inflict  p^t^ 
sonal  chaslisemeDt  on  him,  in  addition  to  the  exposure 
ha  to  liehfy  nerits.  I  will,  or  my  name  is  not  Fick«> 
wick." 

^And  weneyer  I  catches  hold  o'  that  there  mdan« 
eh(^  e^p  with  the  \AaA  hair,"  said  Sam,  <<  if  I  don't 
brnig  8ome  real  water  into  his  eyes,  for  oiMe  in  a  waf | 
mj  name  a'n't  Wetter.    €kxNl^<ught,  sir  I " 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 

BBOWlHa  THAT  AN  ATTACK  OF  BHSUXATISlfy  Of 
80MS  OASES,  ACTS  AS  A  QUIOKENBB  TO  IHVIWTIVJ 
GENIUS. 


The  coiistitation  of  Mr.,  Pickwick,  though  able  to  i 
tain  a  very  considerable  amount  of  exertion  and  fiitigne^ 
was  not  proof  against  such  a  combination  of  attacks  as 
he  had  undergone  on  the  memorable  ni^t,  recorded  in 
the  last  chapter.  The  process  of  being  washed  in  the 
night  air,  and  rough-dried  in  a  doset,  is  as  dangerous  aa 
it  is  peculiar.  Mr.  Pickwick  was  laid  up  with  an  atta<^ 
of  rheumatism. 

But  although  the  bodilj  powers  of  the  great  man  w«n 
thus  impaired,  his  mental  en^gies  retamed  their  pristine 
▼igor.  His  spirits  were  elastic;  his  good  humor  was  re- 
stored. Even  the  vexation  consequent  upon  his  recent 
adventure  had  vanished  from  his  mind ;  and  he*  could  yAik 
in  the  hearty  laughter  which  any  allusion  to  it  exdted  in 
Mr.  Wardle,  without  anger  and  without  embarrassment. 
Nay,  more.  During  the  two  days  Mr.  Pickwick  waa 
confined  to  his  bed,  Sam  was  his  constant  attendant  On 
the  first,  he  endeavored  to  amuse  his  master  by  anecdote 
and  conversation ;  on  the  second  Mr.  Pickwick  demand- 
ed his  writing-desk,  and  pen  and  ink,  and  was  deeply  en- 
gaged during  the  whole  day.    On  the  third,  being  able 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  55 

to  sit  up  in  biB  *bed-chamber,  he  deepatehed  his  ralel 
with  a  message  to  Mr.  Wardle  and  Mr.  Tmndlet  intimat* 
ing  that  if  they  would  take  their  wine  there,  that  eyeo- 
ing,  they  would  greatly  oblige  him.  The  inyitation  was 
most  wilHngly  accepted ;  and  when  they  were  seated  oyer 
their  wine,  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  sundry  blushes,  produced 
the  following  little  tale,  as  haying  been  ^  edited "  by 
himself,  during  his  recent  indisposition,  fixun  his  notes  of 
Mr.  WeUer's  unsc^^histioated  reoitaL 


"THE   PABISH   CLERK. 

A  TIXB  or  TBUB  LOyS. 

^  Onob  upon  a  time  in  a  very  small  ooontry  town,  at 
a  considenble  distance  from  London,  there  liyed  a  little 
man  named  Nathaniel  Pipkin,  who  was  the  parish  clerk 
of  the  little  town,  and  liyed  in  a  little  house  in  the  little 
high  street,  within  ten  nunutes'  walk  of  the  little  church ; 
and  who  was  to  be  found  eyery  day  from  nine  till  four 
teaching  a  little  learning  to  the  little  boys.  Nathaniel 
Pipkin  was  a  harmless,  inoffenaye  good-natured  beings 
with  a  turned-op  nose,  and  rather  tumed-in  legs :  a  cast 
in  his  eye,  and  a  halt  in  his  gait ;  and  he  diyided  Ins 
Itee  between  the  churdi  and  his  sohod,  yerily  belieying 
that  there  existed  not,  on  the  &ce  of  the  earth,  so  cleyer 
a  man  as  the  curate,  so  imposing  an  apartment  as  the 
yestry-room,  or  so  well-ordered  a  seminary  as  his  own. 
Once,  and  only  once,  in  his  life,  Nathaniel  Pipkin  had 
seen  a  bishop — a  real  bishop,  with  Ids  arms  in  lawn 
deeyes,  and  his  head  in  a  wig.    He  had  seen  faim  walk. 
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and  lieani  hkn  talk,  at  a  eonfirmation,  on  which  momeii* 
tcNM  occasion  Nathaniel  Pipldn  was  so  oreroome  with 
reverence  and  awe,  when  the  aforesaid  bishop  laid  his 
hand  on  his  head,  that  he  fainted  right  clean  away,  ami 
was  borne  oat  of  church  in  the  arms  of  the  beadle. 

^This  was  a  great  event,  a  tremendous  era,  in  Na- 
thaniel Pipkin*s  life,  and  it  was  the  only  one  that  hai 
ever  oeeurred  to  ruffle  the  onooth  current  of  hie  quvel 
existence,  when  happening  one  fine  afternoon,  in  a  fit  of 
mental  abstraction,  to  raise  his  eyes  from  the  slate  on 
which  he  was  devising  some  tremendous  problem  in  com- 
pound addition  for  an  offending  urchin  to  solve,  they  sud- 
denly rested  on  the  blooming  countenance  of  Maria  Lobbs, 
the  only  daughter  of  old  Lobbs,  the  great  saddler  over 
the  way.  Now,  the  ejes  of  Mr.  Pipb'n  had  rested  on 
the  pretty  face  of  Maria  Lobbs  many  a  time  and  oft  be- 
fbre,  at  charch  and  elsewheie  c  but  the  eyee  of  Maria 
Lobbs  had  never  looked  so  bright,  the  dieeks  of  Maria 
Lobbs  had  never  locked  so  niddy,  as  upon  this  particular 
occasion.  No  wonder  then,  that  Nathaaiel  I^pkin  was 
unable  to  take  his  eyes  from  tiie  countenance  of  Miss 
Lobbs;  no  wonder  that  Miss  Lobbs,  finding  herself  etared 
at  by  a  young  man,  withdrew  her  head  from  the  window 
oat  of  which  she  had  been  pee|»ttg,  and  shut  the  case* 
ment  and  pulkd  down  the  blind ;  no  wonder  that  Na^ 
thaniol  Pipkin,  imme£ately  thereafter,  fhll  upon  the 
young  urchin  who  had  previously  offended,  and  cuilM 
and  knocked  him  abont  to  his  heart's  content  All  thoe 
was  very  natural,  and  tiiere's  nothing  at  all  to  wonder  at 
about  it. 

*^  It  ii  matter  of  wonder,  though,  that  any  one  of  Mr. 
Nathaniel  Pipkin's  retiring  disposition,  nervous  temp^«- 
(oeiit,  and  most  particularly  donmuliva  ineome,  riieoM 
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bom  Uua  daj  foHhy  have  4ftred  to  ntfk^  td  the*  band  and 
kcart  of  tlie  only  daagliter  of  the  ^7  old  Lobbe — of 
old  Lobbs  the  great  saddler,  wbo  eould  bave  boagbt  up 
Ibe  whole  Tillage  at  oae  strdie  of  hifi  pen,  and  nerer  fek 
the  outlay  —  M  Ldbbs,  who  was  weU  known  to  bata 
haiqps  of  moaej  inyoBted  m  the  baak  at  the  nearest 
market  town — old  Lobbs,  wbo  was  reported  to  bav« 
oo<iiille»  and  inexhaustible  treasures  hoarded  up  in  the 
little  iron  safe  with  the  big  key-bole,  over  the  chiianeyw 
pieoe  k  the  back  parlor— -old  LoU>s»  who,  it  was  weB 
known,  on  festive  oecasioos  garnished  his  board  with  a 
real  silver  tea-pot,  cream^wer,  luid  sugar-basin,  whiek 
be  was  wont,  in  the  ptfide  of  his  heart,  to  boast  should  be 
his  daughter's  property  when  she  found  a  man  to  her 
mind.  I  repeat  it,  to  be  matter  of  profound  astonish- 
ment and  intense  wonder,  that  Nadianiel  Pipkin  shouM 
have  had  the  temerity  to  cast  his  eyes  in  this  directioit. 
But  love  is  blind :  and  Nathaniel  had  a  east  in  his  eye : 
aad  perhaps  these  two  circumstances,  taken  together,  pre- 
vented his  seeing  the  matter  la  its  proper  li^t* 

^  Now,  if  old  Lobbs  had  entertained  the  most  remote 
or  distant  idea  of  the  state  of  the  affeotk>ns  of  Nathaniel 
Pipkin^  he  would  just  have  raeed  the  school-room  to  the 
ground,  or  exterminated  its  master  from  the  surface  of 
the  earthy  or  commiUed  some  other  outrage  and  atrocity 
of  an  equally  ferocious  and  violent  description ;  for  ike 
was  a  teriible  old  fellow,  was  Lobba^  when  his  piide  was 
injured,  or  his  blood  was  up..  Swear !  Such  trains  of 
oaths  would  come  roUing  and  pealing  over  the  way, 
sometimes,  when  he  was  denouncing  the  idleness  of  the 
bony  apprentioe  with  the  tliin  legs,  that  Nathaniel  Pip- 
kin wQubi  shake  in  hia  shoes,  with  horror,  and  the  hair 
af  tha  PHpik'  heads  would   stand  on  end  with  (Hght 
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^  Well  1  Day  after  day,  wkeo  school  was  over,  and 
the  pupils  gone,  did  Nathaniel  Pipkin  sit  himself  down 
at  ^e  Aront  window,  and  while  he  feigned  to  be  reading 
a  book,  throw  sidelong  glances  orer  the  way  in  search 
of  the  bright  eyes  of  Maria  Lobbs ;  and  he  hadn't  sal 
tliere  many  days,  before  the  bri^t  eyes  appeared  at  an 
upper  window,  i^parently  deeply  engaged  in  reading  toow 
Tliis  was  delightAil,  and  gladdening  to  the  heart  <^  Na* 
thaniel  Pipkin.  It  was  something  to  sit  there  for  hours 
together,  and  look  upon  that  pretty  face  when  the  eyes 
were  cast  down  ;  but  when  Maria  Lobbs  began  to  raise 
her  eyes  from  her  book,  and  dart  their  rays  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Nathaniel  Pipkin,  his  delight  and  admiration 
were  perfectly  boundless.  At  last,  one  day  when  he 
knew  old  Lobbs  was  out,  Nathaniel  Pipkin  had  the  te- 
merity to  kiss  his  hand  to  Maria  Lobbs;  and  Maria 
Lobbs,  instead  of  shutting  the  window,  and  pulling  down 
the  blind,  kissed  hart  to  him,  and  smiled.  Upon  which 
Nathaniel  Pipkin  determined,  that,  come  what  might,  he 
would  develop  the  state  of  his  feelings  witibout  ferther 
delay. 

'*  A  prettier  foot,  a  gayer  heart,  a  more  dimpled  &oe, 
or  a  smarter  form,  never  bounded  so  lightly  over  the 
earth  they  graced,  as  did  those  of  Maria  Lobbs,  the  old 
saddler's  daughter.  There  was  a  roguish  twinkle  in  her 
sparkling  eyes,  that  would  have  made  its  way  to  far  less 
susceptible  bosoms  dian  that  of  Nathaniel  Pipkin ;  and 
tliere  was  such  a  joyous  sound  in  her  merry  laugh,  that 
the  sternest  misanthrope  must  have  smiled  to  hear  it 
Even  old  Lobbs  himself,  in  the  very  height  of  his  feroci- 
ty, couldn't  resist  the  coaxing  of  his  pretty  danghter; 
and  when  she,  and  her  coushd  Kate — an  ardi,  impudent- 
looking,  bewitching  little  person  —  made  a  dead  set  upon 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


--THE  nOKWICK  CLUB.  5*J 

Ihe  old  man  together,  as,  to  say  the  truth,  thej  very  often 
did,  he  could  have  refosed  them  nothing,  eyen  had  they 
nked  for  a  portion  of  the  eocmtless  and  ineidiaustibto 
treasures,  whidi  were  hidden  ftom  the  light,  in  the  iron 
ta^ 

^Nathaniel  Pipkin's  heart  beat  high  within  him,  when 
he  saw  this  enticing  little  couple  some  hundred  yards  be- 
fore him,  one  summer's  erening,  in  ihe  very  Md  in 
whkh  he  had  many  a  time  strolled  about  till  night-time^ 
and  pondered  on  the  beauty  of  Maria  Lobbs.  But 
though  he  had  often  tl^ought  then,  how  briskly  he  would 
walk  up  to  Maria  Lobbs  and  tell  her  of  his  i»s8ion  if  he 
could  only  meet  her,  he  felt,  now  that  she  was  unexpect- 
edly before  him,  aU  the  blood  in  his  body  mounting  to 
his  faoe,  manifestly  to  the  great  detriment  of  his  legs, 
which,  deprived  of  their  usual  portion,  trembled  beneath 
him.  When  they  stuped  to  gather  a  hedge-flower,  or 
listen  to  a  bird,  Nathsmiel  PipUn  stopped  too,  and  pre- 
tended to  be  absorbed  in  meditation,  as  indeed  he  really 
was ;  for  he  was  thinking  what  on  earth  he  should  ever 
do,  when  they  tunied  back,  as  they  inevitably  must  in 
time,  and  meet  him  face  to  ikce.  But  though  he  was 
afraid  to  make  up  to  them,  he  couldn't  bear  to  lose^  sight 
of  them ;  so  when  they  walked  filter  he  walked  fkster, 
when  they  lingered  he  lingered,  and  when  they  stopped 
he  stopped ;  and  so  they  might  have  gone  on,  until  the 
darkness  prevented  them,  if  Kate  had  not  looked  slyly 
back,  and  encouragingly  beckoned  Nathaniel  to  advance. 
There  was  something  in  Kate's  manner  that  was  not  to 
be  resisted,  and  so  Nathaniel  Pipkin  complied  with  the 
invitation;  and  after  a  great  deal  of  blushing  on  hk 
part,  and  immoderate  laughter  on  that  of  tiie  wicked 
little  cousin,  Nathaniel  Pipkin  went  down  on  his  kneed 
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on  the  dewj  gmss,  asd  dedarod  kis  n&oiadim  I*  i 
(bere  fiifeyer,  unless  he  were  penmtted  to  rue  the  ae^ 
oepted  loTer  <^  Haria  Lolibs.  Upon  thiSy  the  meirf 
kuight^r  of  Maria  Lebba  rang  through  the  oakn  eTening 
air  —  without  seeming  to  distorfo  it,  though;  it  had  sadi 
a  ideasant  sowid*^aQd  the  wkked  litte  ooosiii  kngfaed 
more  immoderale]^  than  befiwe^  and  Nathaniel  P^ikki 
bhiahed  deeper  than  ever.  Al  lengtl^  Maria  Lobhs  being 
mere  strenuouslj  niged  bj  the  love-worn  little  man^ 
Inmed  away  her  head,  and  whimpered  her  ooorin  to  aayv 
or  at  all  eyeats  Kale  did  say,  diat  she  felt  much  hoooted 
by  Mr.  Pipkin's  addceases;  that  her  hand  and  heart 
were  at  her  Other's  disposal ;  but  thai  nobody  oonld  be 
insensible  to  Mr.  Pipkia's  merits*  As  all  this  was  said 
with  much  gravity^  and  as  Natbaidel  Pipkin  wa&ed 
home  with  Maria  Lobbs^  and  strug^d  for  a  kiss  at  paru 
ing,  he  went  to  bed  a  hi^py  man,  and  dreamed  all  night 
long  of  softening  old  Lobbs,  opening  the  strong  box, 
and  marrying  Maria» 

^  The  next  day,  Nathaniel  Pipkin  saw  eld  Lobbs  g^ 
eut  upon  his  M  gray  pony,  and  afler  a  great  many  signa 
at  the  window  from  the  wioked  Httle  eoosiB,  the  objeot 
and  meaning  of  which  he  could  by  no  means  nnderstaiid, 
the  bony  apprentice  wUh  the  thin  Iqgs  came  over  to  saj 
that  his  master  wasn't  coAing  bouM  all  night,  aad  thai 
the  ladies  expected  Mr.  Pipkin  to  tea,  at  six  o\kxk  pre- 
dsely.  How  tbe  lessons  were  got  tiuough  thai  day,  nei* 
ther  Nalbaniel  Pipkito  nor  his  papib  knew  any  nsoffe  than 
you  do ;  but  tb^  were  got  through  somdiow,  and,  after 
tbe  boys  had  gone,  Natbanid  Pipkin  took  tfll  fall  six 
e'cloek  to  dress  himself  to  his  satisfaction.  Not  that  it 
look  long  to  select  the  garments  be  should  wear,  inasnraek 
as  be  bad  no  cboioe  about  tbe  matter ;  bpft  the  patting  of 
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Ib^m  oa  to  thQ  best,  adyanttge,  9mA  tbo  Uwebing  of  them 
«p  preyioi»3^^  wa»  a  task  ^  ao  iaeonmderible  di^SeuUy 
or  importance. 

^  Tliere  was  a  yevy  sang  lidla  party,  ooasistiag  of  Mi^ 
da  Lobbs  aod  bar  oooaia  Kate,  aad  tbrea  oar  ibar  rompp 
ing,  goochhafaorad)  iafl(7-«baekad  giuls*  Natbaaiel  Pip^ 
kia  bad  oqalar  deiaoQetKatioa  of  ibe  &oty  tbat  the.  m^ 
9iors  qf  old  Lobbe's  tveaaores  were  noi  exaggerated 
There  were  the  real  9olid  silver  teft-pot,  cr^m^*ewer,  and 
9agar-bll^iQ,  oa  the  table,  and  real  ailver  spooas  to  stir 
the  tea  with,  aad  real  chiaa  cape  to  drink  it  oat  of,  and 
platea  of  the  same,  to  hold  the  cakes  aad  toast  in.  The 
only  eyesore  in  the  whole  place,  was  another  cousin  of 
Maria  Lobbs's,  and  a  brother  of  Kate,  whom  Maria  Lfobbs 
called  '  Henry,'  and  who  seemed  to  keep  Maria  Lobbs  all 
to  hiiaael^  up  in  one  corner  of  the  table.  It's  a  delight- 
ful  thing  toseeafibctioa  in  fiuaiilies,  bat  it  may  be  carried 
rather  too  far,  and  Nathaniel  Pipkin  ooold  not  help  think* 
ing  that  Maria  Lobbs  mast  be  very  piuticnlarly  food  of 
her  relations,  if  she  paid  ae  mnch  attention  to  all  of  them 
as  to  this  individual  cousiOp  AJder  tea,  too,  when  the 
wicked  little  cousin  proposed  a  game  at  blind  man's  bu£^ 
It  sosaehow  or  othev  happ^ied  thai  Nathaniel  Pipkin  was 
i^early  alwi^4  blipd,  aad  wbanever  ha  laid  hia  hand  upoa 
t^  jpale  eoa^ia,  ha  was  sare  to  fiad  that  Maria  LcMa 
was  not  &r  off.  And  though  the  wicked  Uttiaeousin  aad 
the  other  givls  piacbed  him,  and  palled  his  hair,  aad  padied 
chairs  ia  his  way,  and  all  sorts  of  thiags,  Maria  Lobbs 
never  seemed  to  ooaie  near  him  at  all :  and  once  -^  once 
•^  Nathaniel  Pipkin  coald  have  sworn  be  heard  the  sound 
of  a  kiss,  followed  by  a  faint  remonstrance  from  Maria 
Lobbs,  and  a  balfrsuppressed  laagh  from  her  female 
Snendiif.    AH  tWs  was  odd  —  very  odd  —  and  there  is 
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no  sajing  what  Nathaniel  Pipkin  might  or  might  not 
hare  done,  in  oonseqnenoe,  if  his  thoughts  had  not  been 
saddenlj  directed  into  a  new  channel. 

^  The  circnmstanoe  which  directed  his  thoughts  into  a 
new  chimnel  was  a  kmd  knocking  at  the  street-door,  and 
the  person  who  made  this  loud  knocking  at  the  street* 
door,  was  no  other  than  old  Lobbe  himself,  who  had  nn- 
expectedlj  retnmed,  and  was  hammering  awaj,  like  a 
ooffin-maker :  for  he  wanted  his  supper.  The  alarming 
intelligence  was  no  sooner  eonununicated  by  the  booj 
apprentice  with  the  ^n  legs,  than  the  girls  tripped  up 
stairs  to  Maria  Lobbs's  bedroom,  and  the  male  cousin 
and  Nathaniel  Pipkin  were  thrust  into  a  couple  of  clos- 
ets in  the  sitting-room,  for  want  of  anj  better  places  of 
concealment;  and  when  Maria  Lobbs  and  the  wicked 
little  cousin  had  stowed  them  away,  and  put  the  room  to 
rights,  they  opened  the  street-door  to  old  Lobbs,  who  had 
never  lefl  off  knocking  since  he  first  began. 

^  Now  it  did  unfortunately  happen  that  old  Lobbs  be- 
ing very  hungry  was  monstrous  cross.  Nathaniel  Pipkin 
could  hear  him  growling  away  like  an  old  mastiff  with  a 
sore  throat ;  and  whenever  the  unfortunate  apprentice 
with  the  thin  legs  came  into  the  room,  so  surely  did  old 
Lobbs  commence  swearing  at  hUn  in  a  most  Saracenic 
and  ferocious  manner,  though  apparently  with  no  other 
end  or  object  than  that  of  easing  his  bosom  by  the  db- 
diarge  of  a  few  superfluous  oaths.  At  length  some  sup- 
per, which  had  been  warming  up,  was  placed  on  the  t»- 
ble,  and  then  old  Lobbs  fell  to,  in  regular  style ;  and  hav^ 
big  made  clear  work  of  it  in  no  time,  kissed  his  daughter, 
and  demanded  his  pipe. 

**  Nature  had  placed  Nathaniel  Pipkin's  knees  in  very 
dose  juxtaposition,  but  when  he  heard  old  Lobbs  d^nand 
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his  plpe^  thej  knocked  together,  as  if  tihey  were  going  to 
reduce  each  other  to  powder ;  for,  dependmg  from  a  couple 
of  hooks,  in  the  verj  closet  in  which  he  stood,  was  a  large 
biown-Btemmed  flilver-howled  pipe,  which  pipe  he  him* 
■elf  had  seen  in  die  mouth  of  old  Lohbe,  regularly  every 
aHemoon  and  evening,  for  the  last  five  years.  The  two 
girls  went  down^stairs  for  the  pipe,  and  up-stairs  for  the 
pipe,  and  everywhere  but  where  they  knew  the  pipe  was, 
and  old  Lobbs  stormed  away  meanwhile,  in  the  most  won- 
derful manner.  At  last  he  thought  of  the  closet,  and 
walked  up  to  it.  It  was  of  no  use  a  little  man  like  Na- 
thaniel Pipkin  pulling  the  door  inwards,  when  a  great 
strong  fellow  like  old  Lobbs  was  pulling  it  outwards.  Old 
Lobbs  gave  it  one  tug,  and  open  it  fiew,  disclosing  Na* 
thaniel  Pipkin  standing  bolt  upright  inside,  and  shaking 
with  appreheuMon  ik>m  head  to  foot«  Bless  us !  what  an 
appalling  look  old  Lobbs  gave  him,  as  he  dragged  him 
out  by  the  collar,  and  held  him  at  arm's  length. 

^  ^  Why,  what  the  devO  do  you  want  here  ?'  said  old 
Lobbs,  in  a  fearful  voice. 

^  Nathaniel  Pipkin  could  make  no  reply,  so  <Ad  Lobbs 
shook  him  backwards  and  forwards,  fyr  two  or  three  min- 
utes, by  way  of  arranging  his  ideas  for  him. 

^ '  What  do  you  want  here  ?'  roared  Lobbs ;  *  I  sup- 
pose you  have  come  after  my  daughter,  now  ?* 

^  Old  Lobbs  merely  said  this  as  a  sneer  i  for  he  did 
no(  believe  that  mortal  presumption  could  have  carried 
Nathaniel  Pipkin  so  far.  What  was  his  indignation, 
when  that  poor  man  replied — 

^^Tes,  I  did,  Mr.  Lobbs  —  I  did  come  after  your 
daughter.    I  love  her,  Mr.  Lobbs.' 

**  'Why,  you  snivelling,  wry-&eed,  puny  villain,'  gasped 
old  Lobl»,  paralyzed  by  the  atrocious  confession ;  <  what 
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do  yoa  mean  by  t&at  ?  Say  thia  to  my  &oe !  Dammidi 
111  throttle  you.' 

^  It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that  old  Lobbsr  wooU 
have  carried  this  threat  into  execution,  in  the  ezcees  of 
bifl  rage,  if  hia  arm  had  not  been  stayed  by  a  very  unex« 
peoted  apparition,  to  wit,  the  male  oousin,  who,  stepping 
out  of  his  cbset^  and  walking  up  to  old  Lobbe,  said — 

'^  ^  I  cannot  allow  this  harmless  person,  sir,  who  has 
been  asked  here,  in  some  girlish  frolic,  to  take  upon  him* 
8^,  in  a  very  noble  manner,  the  fault  (if  fisudt  it  is) 
which  I  am  guilty  of,  and  am  ready  to  avow.  /  love 
your  daughter,  sir ;  and  /  came  here  foe  the  purpose  d 
meeting  her/ 

^  Old  Lobbs  opened  his  eyes  very  wide  at  this,  but  not 
wider  than  Nathaniel  Pipkin. 

^' You  did?'  ssdd  Lobbs:  at  last  finding  breath  to 
qpeak. 

"'Idid.' 

^ '  And  I  forbade  you  Om  housd,  Vaog  agOir' 

^ '  Tou  did,  or  I  ^ould  not  have  been  here,  dandes^ 
tinely,  to-night.' 

"  I  am  sorry  to  record  it  of  old  Lobbs,  but  I  think  be 
would  have  struck  the  cousin,  if  his  pretty  daughter,  with 
her  bright  eyes  swimming  in  tears,  had  not  dung  to  his 
arm. 

" '  Don't  stop  him,  Maria,'  said  the  young  man :  ^  if  he 
has  the  will  to  strike  me,  let  him.  I  would  not  hurt  a 
hair  of  his  gray  head  for  the  riches  of  the  workU' 

^  The  old  man  cast  down  his  eyes  at  this  reproof,  and 
they  met  those  of  has  daughter.  I  have  hinted  once  or 
twice  before,  that  they  were  very  bright  eyeS|  and,  though 
they  were  tearftd  now,  their  influence  was  by  no  means 
lessened.    Old  Lobbs  turned  his  head  away,  as  if  to  avoid 
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being  persnadea  by  tbem,  when,  as  fortune  woold  have  it, 
he  encountered  the  face  of  the  wicked  little  cousin,  who, 
half  afraid  for  her  brother,  and  half  laughing  at  Nathan- 
iel Pipkin,  presented  as  beAvitching  an  expression  ot 
countenance,  with  a  touch  of  slyness  in  it  too,  as  any 
man,  old  or  young,  need  look  upon.  She  drew  her  arm 
cooxingly  through  the  old  man's,  and  whispered  some- 
thing in  his  ear;  and  do  what  he  would,  old  Lobbs 
OQuMn't  hdp  breaking  out  into  a  smile,  while  a  tear  stole 
down  hiB  cheek,  at  the  same  time« 

"  Five  minutes  after  this,  the  gnrls  were  brought  down 
from  the  bedroom  with  a  great  deal  of  girling  and  mod- 
esty ;  and  while  the  young  people  were  uHiking  them- 
selTCs  ptrCocdy  happy,  old  Lobbs  got  down  the  pipe, 
and  smoked  it:  and  it  was  a  remarkaMe  dreumstanee 
about  tliat  particular  pipe  of  t6baooo,  that  it  was  the 
moat  soothing  and  ddightfbl  one  he  ever  smoked. 

<<  Nathaniel  Pipkin  thought  it  best  to  keep  his  own 
counsel,  and  by  so  doing  gradually  rose  into  hAf^  favor 
with  old  Labbs,  who  taught  him  to  smoke  in  time ;  and 
they  used  to  sit  out  in  the  garden  on  the  fine  evenings, 
for  many  yean  afterwaids,  smddng  and  drinking  in 
great  state.  He  soon  recovered  fi-om  the  efieets  of  his 
attachment,  for  we  find  his  name  in  the  parish  register, 
AS  a  witness  to  the  marriage  of  Maria  Lobbs  to  her 
cooaii ;  and  it  also  i^pears,  by  reference  to  other  docu- 
ments, that  on  the  night  of  the  wedding,  he-  was  incar- 
cerated in  the  village  cage,  for  having,  in  a  state  of 
extreme  intoxicaition,  committed  sundry  excesses  in  the 
streets,  in  all  of  which  he  was  aided  and  abetted  by  the 
boqy  i4>prentice  with  the  thin  1^^"* 
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CHAPTER  XVllL 


0EIBFLT    ]I.LD8TftikTrTE    Of    TWO    POIKT8  J  —  1 

THE    POWER    OF    HTStBBIOS,  AND,    BBOOlfDLTy  TSB 
rOBOB  OF  CUDOUKSTAMOBS. 

For  twa  daje  after  the  breakfast  at  Mrs.  Hmler^s,  Uie 
Piokwiokiaos  remained  at  EatanswiU,  anxiously  await- 
ing tlie  futiyal  ot  aone  tntdligencB  from  tlieir  revered 
l^d^»  Mr*  Tupnum  and  Mr.  Snodgcass  were  onee 
again  left  .to  tbeir  own  Qieaii«  of  amusement;  for  Mr. 

I  Winkle,  in  compliaace  with  a  meet  pressing  iwdtatkm, 
(Bominued  tQ  reside  al  Mr.  Potfs  hoosey  and  to  demote 

.his  tile  to  jhe  companiwMhip  of  his  amafala  Ia4y.    Nor 

.  was  the  r^ccasional  society  of  Mr.  Pott  himself  wanting 
to  complete  their  felicity.  Deeply  Immersed  in  the  in- 
tensity  of  his  specubtioBS  for  the  pnble  weal,  and  the 

.  destruction  of  the  Independent,  it  was  not  the  habit  of 
that  great  man  to  descend  from  his  mental  pinnacle  to 
the  humble  level  of  ordinary  minds.  Ob  this  orffaaimii 
however^  and  as  if  express^  in  oompliDiMit  to  any  M* 
lower  of  Mr.  Pid^wick's^  he  unbent,  relaxed,  stepped 
down  from  his  pedestalyand  wiriked  upon  the  grooBd: 
benignly  adapting  his  remad^s  to  the  oomprehenflioB  of 
tlie  herd,  and  seeming  in  o^itward  fbcm,  if  nc^  ia  qniit, 
to  be  one  of  them. 
Such  having  been  the  demeanor  <^  this  oelebraled 
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public  character  towards  Mr.  WlnUe,  U  win  be  readily 
imagitied  that  ecm^tderable  8ttri>rise  was  depicted  on  the 
ecHUiteaaaee  of  the  latter  gmuletaan,  wheii;  aa  he  wm 
sitting  alone  in  the  breakfast-room,  the  doof  Wa3  hislily 
thiiown  open»  and  as  baslilj  closed,  on  the  entran6e  ik 
Mr«  Pott,  who,  stalking  mt^ealioally  towards  him^  and 
tlirusting  aside  his  proffered  hand,  ground  his  teeth,  as 
if  to  put  a  sharper  edge  on  what  he  was  about  to  utter, 
and  exclaim^Ml,  m  a  saw-4ike  voice,  *-^ 

"Serpent!" 

<'  Sir  I*'  exdaimed  Mn  Winkle^  stiotiiig  fhwa  his  chair 

^  Serpent,  sir  1  **  repeated  Mr.  Pott,  raising  his  voioe^ 
and  then  suddenlj  depressing  it ;  **1  sajd,  Serpent,  sir -i-^ 
make  the  uu^t  of  it." 

When  you  have  parted  with  a  man,  at  two  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  on  terms  of  the  utmost .  good4eUowship, 
and  he  meets  you  agiun,  at  half-past  nine,  and  greets 
you  as  a  serpent,  it  is  not  unreasonaUe  to  conclude  thai 
sometliiug  of  an  unpleaaant  nature  has  ocourred  mean-> 
while.  So  Mr.  Winkle  thou|^  He  retumed  Mr« 
Pott's  gaae  of  stone,  and,  in  compliance  with  that  geuh 
tkiaaa's  request,  pfooeeded  to^^mke  the  most  he  could 
of  tibe '^  serpent"  The  motft,bDweiver,  was  nothing  at  all; 
so^a^er  a  proftiuiid  ailenoe  of  some  minutes'  duration,  he 
said,'-*-" 

"^  Serpent,  sir  I  Serpent,  Mr.  Pott!  What  can  you 
mean,  sir  P  —  this  is  pleasantry^" 

^  Pleasantry,  sir  I "  exckumed  Pott,  with  a  motion  of 
the  hand,  indieatite  of  a  st^s^mg  desire  to  hurl  the  Britan- 
nia metal  teapot  at  the  head  of  his  visitor.  *^  Pleasantry, 
ik!-*— >but  no»  I  wiU  be  cakn^  I  will  be  calm,  sir:** 
m  proof  of  his  ealnmess,  Mr.  Pott  fluag  himself  into  a 
chair,  and  foamed  at  the  mouth. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


6a  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

^  Mj  dear  nr,^  interposed  Mr.  Winkle. 

**I}ear  sirP  replied  Poit  **  How  dare  700  addraaf 
me  as  dear  sir,  sir  ?  How  dare  70a  look  me  in  tfae  fiioe 
and  do  it,  sir?'* 

«  Wen,  sir,  if  70a  eome  to  that,**  responded  Mr.  Win- 
kle, ^  bow  dare  70a  look  me  in  the  face,  and  call  me  a 
serpent,  sir  ?  ** 

^  Because  70a  are  one,"  replied  Mr.  Pott 

"  Prove  it,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  warmty.  «  Prove 
it" 

A  malignant  scowl  passed  over  the  profbmid  hce  of 
tiie  editor,  as  he  drew  from  his  pocket  the  Independent 
of  that  morning ;  and  la7ing  his  finger  on  a  particalar 
paragraph,  threw  the  journal  across  the  table  to  Mr. 
Winkle. 

That  gentleman  took  it  np,  and  read  as  follows :  — 

"Our  obscure  and  filth7  contemporar7,  in  some  dis- 
gusting observations  on  the  recent  election  for  this  bor- 
ough,  has  presumed  to  violate  the  hallowed  sancdt7  of 
private  Hfe,  and  to  refer,  in  a  manner  not  to  be  misQn- 
derstood,  to  the  personal  affairs  of  our  late  candidate  — 
a7e,  and,  notwithstanding  his  base  defeat,  we  will  add, 
our  future  member,  Mr.  Fizkin.  What  does  our  das- 
tardl7  contemporaT7  mean?  What  would  the  mffiaa 
sa7,  if  we,  setting  at  nought,  like  him,  the  decencies 
of  social  intercourse,  were  to  nuse  the  curtain  widdi 
happil7  conceals  his  private  life  from  general  ridicule^ 
not  to  8a7  iVom  general  execration  ?  What,  if  we  were 
even  to  point  out,  and  comment  on,  fiicts  and  dream- 
stances,  which  are  public^  notorious,  and  beheld  b7 
ever7  one  but  our  mole-e7ed  contemponny  —  what  if 
We  wore  to  print  the  following  effbsion,  which  we  re- 
ctiivcd  while  we  were  writing  the  commencement  of 
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fliis  article^  fhym  a  talented  fi^knr-townamaa  and  ootw 
respondent ! 

M«UNS8  TO  A  BRASa  POT. 


"< '  Ok  Pbtt!  if  you'd  kavwn 
How  fiUse  abe'd  have  grown, 

When  70a  heard  the  marriage  belb  tinkle; 
Toa*d  hare  done  theOf  I  row, 
What  yon  cannot  Mp  now, 

And  handed  her  over  to  W  •  •  •  •  ♦  • 


^  What,"  said  Mr.  Pott,  solannl j :  ^  what  rhymes  to 
•  linkle,'  villain  ?  " 

«  What  rhymes  to  tinkle  ? "  said  Mrs.  Pott,  whose 
entrance  at  the  moment  forestalled  the  reply.  ^  What 
rhymes  to  tinkie  ?  Why,  Winkle,  I  should  conceive.'* 
Saying  this,  Mns.  Pott  smiled  sweetly  ott  the  disturbed 
Pickwickian,  and  extended  her  hand  towards  hkn.  The 
agitated  young  man  would  have  accepted  it,  in  his  con- 
fusion, had  not  Pott  indignantly  interposed* 

''Back,  ma'am  — foaokl"  said  the  ecBtor.  "^Take 
bis  hand  before  mf  retj  faoeP 

*^  Mr.  P  I "  said  his  astonished  hidy. 

''Wretched  woman,  look  here,"  exclaimed  the  has* 
liand.  "Lo(^  here,  ma*am  —  ^  Lines  to  a  Brass  Pot' 
^ Brass  pot';  —  thafs  me,  ma'am.  < False  skt^d  have 
grown ';  — that's  yon,  ma'am  —  yoo."  With  this  ebul 
lition  of  rage,  which  was  not  nnaooompanied  with  some- 
thing like  a  tremble,  at  the  expression  of  his  wife's  face, 
Mn  Pott  dashed  the  corrent  number  of  the  Eatanswill 
Independent  at  her  (bet 

^  Upon  my  word,  m,"  siud  the  astonished  Mrs.  Pott, 
stooping  to  pidL  up  the  paper.     "  Upon  my  word,  sir  1 " 
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Mr.  Pott  winced  beneath  tlie  oontemptoons  .gase  of  h» 
wife.  He  had  made  a  desperate  struggle  to  screw  up 
his  courage,  but  it  was  fast  coming  unscrewed  again. 

There  appeam  modBng  Ttfry  tremendous  in  this  Utile 
sentence,  ^  Upon  my  word,  sir,**  when  it  comes  to  be 
read ;  but  the  tone  of  VK^ce  in  which  it  was  ddivered, 
and  the  look  that  accompanied  it,  both  seeming  to  bear 
reference  to  some  revenge  to  be  thereafter  visited  apoo 
the  head  of  Pott,  produced  their  full  effect  upon  lum. 
The  most  unskilful  observer  could  have  detected  in  his 
troubled  countenance  a  readiness  to  resign  his  WeUing- 
ton  boots  to  any  efficient  substitate  who  would  have  con- 
sented to  stand  in  them  at  that  moment. 

Mrs.  Pott  read  the  paragraph,  uttered  a  loud  ahri^ 
and  threw  herself  at  fhll  length  on  the  hearth-rug,  scream- 
ing, and  tapping  it  with  the  heels  of  her  shoes,  in  a  man- 
ner which  could  leave  no  doubt  of  tile  propriety  <^  her 
feelings  on  the  occasion. 

«"  My  dear,''  said  the  terrified  Potti—^ I  didn't  say  I 

believed  it;-p-I "  but  the  unfortunate  man's  vmce 

was  drowned  in  the  screaming  of  his  partner. 

'*  Mrs.  Pott,  let  me  entreat  yoa,  my  dear  ma'am,  to 
compose  yourself,"  said  Mr.  Winkle ;  bat  the  shrieks  and 
lapping  were  loader  and  more  frequmit  than  ever. 

''  My  doar,"  saidMr^Pott,  ^lam  very  aocry.  If  you 
won't  consider  your  ewn  health,  consider  me,  my  dear. 
We  shall  have  a  crowd  round  the  house."  But  the  more 
strenuously  Mr«  Pott  entreated,  the  more  vehemenl^ 
the  screams  pouted  forth* 

Very  fortunately,  hoirever,  attached  U>  Mrs.  PottTfl 
person  was  a  body-guard  of  one,  a  young  lady  whose  oa* 
tenslble  empk>yment  was  to  preside  over  h&r  toilet,  but 
who  rendered  heiaelf  useful  in  a  variety  <^  ways,  and  in 
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none  moie  so  IfafiQ  in  the  pttrtteiilar  departaent  of  con- 
stautlj  aiding  and  abetting  her  mistrefls  in  eveiy  wufa 
and  inclination  oppoeed  to  the  desires  of  the  unhappj 
Pott  The  screams  reached  this  young  lady's  ears  in  due 
eoorse,  and  broaghther  hito  the  room  with  a  speed  which 
Ibreatened  to  derange  materiallj  the  very  ft-gq«^if»*ft  ar- 
iaiigement  of  her  cap  and  ringlets* 

^^Oh,  my  dear,. dear  nustressl"  ezdained  the  body- 
gumid,  Isneding  frantically  by  the  aide  of  the  prostrate 
Mrs.  Pott  ^  Oh,  my  dear  mistress,  what  is  the  mat- 
ter?" 

M  Your  master*^ your  brutal  master,"  murmured  the 
patient. 

Pott  was  eridently  giirmg  way. 

^Ic^s  a  riuune,''  said  the  body-guard,  leproaehfiilly. 
**I  know  he'll  be  the  deatbon  yon,  ma'am.  Poor  dear 
thing  I " 

He  gave  way  more.  The  oppodle  party  fbllowed  up 
the  aiiaek. 

^  Oh  don't  leave  me -^  don't  leave  me,  Goodwin," 
raurmnred  Mrs.  Pott,  dutohuig  at  the  wrists  of  the  said 
Goodwin  with  an  hysteric  jerk.  ^  You're  the  only  per* 
Bon  thaf  a  kind  to  me,  Goodwin." 

At  this  affiMdng  appeal,  Goodwin  giA  up  a  little  do- 
mestic tragedy  of  her  own,  and  shed  tears  cop&ously. 

"  Never,  ma^am  —never,"  said  Goodwin.  "  Oh,  sir, 
you  should  be  carefuL — yo9k  should  indeed;  you  dcoi't 
know  whali  harm  you  may  do  missis;  yonll  be  sorry  for 
U  one  day,  I  know  —  I've  always  said  so." 

The  unlucky  Pott  looked  timidly  on,  but  said  nothing. 

^  Goodwin,"  said  Mrs.  Pott,  in  a  soft  voio& 

^  Ma'am,"  said  Goodwin. 

**  If  you  only  knew  how  I  have  loved  that  man  **— — . 
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^  Don't  distreae  Tourself  by  reooUeedng  it,  ma'am," 
said  the  bodj-goard. 

Pott  looked  yery  frigiitened.  It  was  time  to  finiah 
him. 

«  And  now,"  sobbed  Mrs.  Pott  —  **now,  after  all,  to 
be  treated  in  this  waj ;  to  be  reproached  and  insulted  in 
the  presence  of  a  third  party,  and  that  party  almost  a 
stranger.  But  I  will  not  submit  to  it  I  Goodwin,"  oon- 
&ued  Mrs.  Pott,  raising  herself  in  ^e  arms  of  her  at- 
tendant, "my  brother,  the  LieutCDant,  shall  interfere, 
m  be  separated,  Goodwin." 

"  It  would  certainly  serve  him  right,  ma'am,"  said 
Goodwin. 

Whatever  thoughts  the  threat  of  a  separation  might 
have  awakened  in  Mr.  Pott's  mind,  he  forebore  to  give 
utterance  to  them,  and  contented  himself  by  saying,  with 
great  humility,  — 

**  My  dear,  will  you  hear  me  ?  *• 

A  fresh  train  of  sobs  was  the  only  reply,  as  Mrs.  Pott 
grew  more  hysterical,  requested  to  be  informed  why  she 
was  ever  bom,  and  required  sundry  other  pieces  of  in- 
fbrmatiott  of  a  skmlar  description. 

"  My  dear,"  remonstrated  Mr.  Pott,  **  do  not  give  way 
to  these  sensitive  feelings.  I  never  believed  that  the 
paragraph  had  any  foundation,  my  dear  —  impossible.  I 
was  only  angry,  my  dear— *I  may  say  outrageous  — 
with  the  Independent  people  for  daring  to  insert  it ;  thafs 
all : "  Mr.  Pott  cast  an  imploring  look  at  the  innocent 
cause  of  the  mischief,  as  if  to  entreat  him  to  say  nothing 
about  the  serpent. 

''  And  what  steps,  sir,  do  yon  mean  to  take  to  obtain 
redress  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Winkle,  gaining  courage  as  he 
saw  Pott  losing  it 
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**  Oh,  Groodwin,"  observed  Mrs.  Pott,  "  does  he  mean 
to  horsewhip  &»  editor  of  the  Independent  —  does  he, 
Goodwin?** 

**  Hush,  hash,  ma'am ;  pray  keep  yourself  quiet,'*  re- 
plied the  body-guard.  **  I  dxre  say  he  will,  if  you  wish 
it,  ma'am." 

<*  Certainly,*'  said  Pott,  as  his  wife  evinced  decided 
symptoms  of  going  off  again.    ^  Of  course  I  shall." 

•*  When,  Goodwin— when?"  said  Mrs.  Pott,  still  un- 
decided about  the  going  off. 

"<  Immediately, of  course,'^  said  Mr. Pott;  ^before  tbe 
day  is  out" 

<<0h,  Goodwin,"  resumed  Mrs.  Pott,  «it's  the  only 
way  of  meeting  the  slander,  and  setting  me  right  witli 
the  world." 

^  Certainly,  ma'am,"  replied  Goodwin.  *^  No  man  as 
is  a  man,  ma'am,  could  refuse  to  do  it" 

So,  as  the  hysterics  were  still  hoYering  about,  Mr. 
Pott  said  once  more,  thai  he  would  do  it ;  but  Mrs.  Pott 
was  so  overcome  at  the  bare  idea  of  having  ever  been 
suspected,  that  she  was  half-a-dozen  times  on  the  very 
verge  of  a  relapse,  and  most  unquestionably  would  have 
gone  off,  had  it  not  been  for  the  indefatigable  efforts  of 
the  assiduous  Goodwin,  and  repeated  entreaties  for  par- 
don fi^om  the  conquered  Pott ;  and  &ially,  when  that 
unhappy  individual  had  been  frightened  and  snubbed 
down  to  his  proper  level,  Mrs.  Pott  recovered,  and  they 
went  to  In-eak&st 

^  You  will  not  allow  this  base  newspaper  sland^ar  to 
shorten  your  stay  here,  Mr.  Winkle  ?"  said  Mrs.  Pott, 
vuling  through  the  traces  of  her  tears. 

^  I  hope  not,"  said  Mr.  Pott,  aetuatedy  as  he  spoke. 
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by  a  widh  that  his  Ti^tor  would  ^ohoke  bimielf  with  the 
morsel  of  dry  toast  which  he  was  raisi]^  to  Ms  fipa  at 
the  moment :  and  bo  terminate  his  stay  effectnalty. 

**  I  hope  not'* 

"  You  are  very  good,"  0aid  Mr.  Winkle ;  "but  a  let- 
ter has  been  received  from  Mr.  Pickwick — so  Ileani 
by  a  note  fix>m  Mr.  Tnpman,  which  was  bron^  ap  to 
my  bedroom  door,  this  morning — in  ^^ch  he  requests 
119  to  join  him  at  Bury  to-day;  and  we  are  to  leave  l^ 
the  coach  at  noon." 

«  Bat  you  wfll  come  bade  ?**  said  Mrs.  Pott 

«*  Oh,  certainly,"  replied  Mr.  Wmkle. 

■^  Tou  are  quite  sure  ?"  Siud  Mrs.  Potty  steaHi^  a  tender 
look  at  her  visitor. 

«  Quite,"  responded  Mr.  Winkle, 

The  breakftst  passed  off  in  siience,  for  each  member 
of  the  party  was  brooding  over  his,  or  her,  own  personal 
grievances.  Hn.  Pott  was  regretting  tiie  loss  of  a  beau ; 
Mr.  Pott  his  rash  pledge  to  horsewhip  the  Independent; 
Mr.  Winkle  his  havii^r  innocently  pb»ed  hknsdf  in  so 
awkward  a  situation.  Noon  approached,  and  after 
many  adienx  and  promises  to  return,  he  tore  Idmsdf 
away. 

<*  If  he  ever  comes  bade,  Fll  poisoa  Mm,"  Hkmi^ 
Mr.  Pott,  as  he  turiied  into  the  little  back  office  where 
he  prepared  his  thunderbolts. 

^  F  I  ever  do  come  bade,  and  mix  mysdf  up  whk 
these  people  again,"  thought  Mr.  Winlde,  as  he  wended 
his  way  to  the  Peacock,  ^  I  skaJl  deserve  to  be  horse- 
whipped  myself — thatfs  all." 

His  friends  were  ready,  the  coach  was  nearly  so^  and 
hi  half«aB-hoar  they  were  {noceeding  on  their  joum^, 


Bigitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWIOK  CLUB.  78 

the  road  atrer  wludi  Mr.  Pu^wick  and  Sam  had 
BO  reoentlj  travelled,  and  of  which,  as  we  have  alread j 
said  someUung,  we  do  not  feed  called  upon  toeztract  Mr. 
Snodgrass's  poetical  and  beautifiil  descriptioD.     - 

Mr.  Weller  waa  Htandiiig  at  the  door  of  the  Angel, 
teady  to  reeeive  them,  and  hj  that  gentlemaa  they  weK 
nshered  to  the  apartmentof  Mr.  Pickwick,  where,  to  the 
no  anuOl  mirprise  of  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mr.  Snodgraas,  and 
the  no  small  embamssmeiit  of  Mr.  Tupman,  they  found 
old  Wardle  and  TmndOe. 

^  How  are  you?**  aaid  the  old  man,  grasping  Mr. 
Tupman's  hand.  ^  Don't  hang  back,  ot  look  sentimental 
about  it;  it  can't  be  helped,  old  fellow.  For  her  sake,  I 
wish  jToifd  had  her ;  for  joor  own,  Fm  yery  g^  70a 
hare  not.  A  jom^  fellow  like  you,  will  do  bettar  one 
of  these  days— eh?"  With  this  consolation^  Wardle 
slapped  Mr;  Tupman  on  the  baok»  and  laughed  hearts 

ay. 

<"  Well,  and  how  are  yon,  my  fine  fdbws  ?  *  said  the 
.old  gentleman,  shakiag  hands  with  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mr. 
foodgrasB  1^  the  same  time.  ^  I  have  just  been  telliag 
Pickwick  that  we  must  have  you  all  down  at  Christ* 
mas.  We^re  gomg  le  have  a  wedding**— a  real  wedding 
thisdaie.'' 

<«A  wedding!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Snadgra8S»  turning 
TBvy  pale. 

**  Tes,  awed^ng.  Bnt  don't  be  ftig^itened,"  said  the 
food^umored  old  man  $  ^  if  s  aafy  Trundle  there,  and 
Bella." 

""  Oh,  is  that  all?"  said  Mr.  Sw>dgras8,  relieved  fitn 
a  painful  doubt  midch  had  hXkai  heavily  on  his  bireest. 
**  Give  yon  joy,  sir*    How  is  Joe?" 
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"  Oh,  he ;  —  veiy  well,''  replied  the  old  gentle 
•*  Sleep7  as  ever." 

^  And  jour  mother,  and  the  clergyman,  and  all  of  'em  ?" 

«  Quite  well" 

**  Where,"  said  Mr*  Tupman,  with  an  effort— «  where 
is-— J^  sir  ? "  and  he  turned  awaj  his  bead,  and  cor- 
ered  his  eyes  with  his  hand. 

'^  JSke/  "  said  the  old  gentleman,  with  a  knowing  shake 
of  the  head.    ^  Do  you  mean  niysingb  relative—^  eh?" 

Mr.  Tupman,  by  a  nod,  intimated  that  his  question 
applied  to  the  disappointed  BaehaeL 

^  Oh,  she's  gone  away,"  said  the  oM  gentleman.  ^  She's 
living  at  a  relation's,  &r  enough  eff.  She  couldn't  bear 
to  see  the  girls,  so  I  let  her  go.  But  come  I  Here's  the 
dumer.  You  must  be  hungry  after  your  ride.  I  am, 
without  any  ride  at  all ;  so  let  us  fall  to." 

Ample  jostiee  was  done  to  the  meal ;  and  when  they 
were  seated  round  the  table,  after  it  had  been  disposed 
of,  Mr.  Pickwick,  to  the  intense  horpor  and  indignation 
of  his  fi>llow»^  related  the  adyenture  he  had  undergone^ 
and  the  success  which  had  attended  the  base  artifices  of 
the  diabolical  Jingle. 

^  And  the  attack  of  rheumatism  which  I  caught  in  that 
garden,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  conclusion,  ^  renders  me 
lame  at  Uiis  moment." 

<*  I,  too,  have  had  something  of  an  adventure,"  said 
Mr.  Winkle,  with  a  smile  |  and  at  the  request  of  Mr. 
Pickwick,  he  detailed  the  malicioos  libel  of  the  Eatan- 
swill  Independent,  and  the  consequent  excitement  of 
their  firiend,.the  editor. 

Mr.  Pickwick's  brow  darkened  daring  the  reoitaL 
Ilis  friends  observed  it,  and»  when  Mr.  Winkle  had 
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eondudod,  maiBtained  a  profound  silQQoe.  Mr.  Fiek- 
wick  struck  the  table  emphatioallj  witih  hia  clenched 
fist,  and  spoke  as  follows:  — 

^  Is  it  not  a  wonderful  drcumstanoe,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, "  that  we  seem  destined  to  enter  no  man's  house^ 
without  involying  him  in  some  degree  of  trouble  ?  Does 
It  not,  I  ask,  bespeak  the  indiscretion,  or,  worse  than 
that,  the  blackness  of  heart —  that  I  should  saj  so  I  —  of 
my  followers,  that  beneath  whatever  roof  they  locate, 
they  disturb  the  peace  of  mind  and  happiness  of  some 
eonfiding  female  ?    Is  it  not,  I  si^  " 

Mr.  Pickwick  would  in  all  probability  have  gone  on 
for  some  time,  had  not  the  entrance  of  Sam,  with  a  let- 
ter, caused  him  to  break  off  in  his  eloquent  discourse. 
He  passed  his  handkerchief  across  his  forehead,  took  off 
his  spectacles,  wiped  them,  and  pat  them  on  again ;  and 
his  voice  had  recovered  its  wonted  softness  of  tone,  when 
he  said, — 

«  What  have  you  there,  Sam  ?  " 

^  Called  at  the  Post^ffice  just  now,  and  found  this 
here  letter,  as  has  laid  there  for  two  days,"  replied  Mr. 
Weller.    ^  If  s  sealed  vith  a  vafer,  and  directed  in  round 


^  I  don't  know  this  hand,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  opening 
the  letter.  ^  Mercy  on  us  I  what^s  this  ?  It  must  be  a 
jest ;  it-*- it —  can't  be  true." 

^  What's  the  matter  ?  "  was  ihe  general  inquiry. 

*^  Nobody  dead,  is  there?"  sndWardle,  alarmed  at  the 
horror  in  Mr.  Pickwick's  countenance. 
.  lyir.  Pickwick  made  no  reply,  but,  pushing  the  letter 
across  the  table,  and  desbing  Mr.  Tupman  to  read  it 
aloud,  fell  back  in  his  chair  with  a  look  of  vacant  astoo- 
.Ishment  quite  alarming  to  behold. 
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*  Ml'.  Tupman,  with  a  trembling  Toiee,  read  the  lettfliv 
of  which  the  following  is  a  copy :  — 

FreemaiCt  Oourtj  O&rrMB, 

Augmt  28<^  1880. 
BntrdeH  against  Piekw^sk. 
Sir, 

Having  been  instrurted  by  Mn.  Mar^M  BardM, 
to  commence  an  action  agcdnst  you^fhr  a  hreaek  of  prom- 
isB  of  marriage,  for  which  theplcdntiff  lags  her  damages 
at  fifteen  hundred  pounds,  we  beg  to  inform  gou  that  a 
writ  has  been  issued  against  gou  in  this  suit,  in  the  Oouri 
of  Common  Pteas;  and  request  to  know,  bg  return  of 
post,  the  name  of  your  attomeg  in  London,  who  wUl  a»» 
cept  service  thereof. 

We  are,  Sir, 

Tour  obedient  servants, 

Dodson  and  fhgg. 
Mr.  Samuel  Pickwick. 

*  There  was  something  so  impiiessive  hi  the  mute  astoo* 
IsAmient  with  which  eadi  man  r^airded  his  neighbor, 
and  everj  man  regarded  Mr.  Pickwick,  that  all  seemed 
afVaid  to  speak.  The  silence  was  at  length  brdten  by 
Mr.  Tupman. 

"  Dodson  and  Fogg,**  he  repeated  medumieaHy. 

<<  Bardell  and  Pickwick,**  said  Mr.  Snodgrass,  musing. 

"  Peace  of  mind  and  happiness  of  confiding  femal^** 
murmured  Mr.  Winkle  with  an  ahr  of  abstraedon. 

^  It's  a  conspiracy,*  said  Mr.  Pickwiek,  at  length  ro- 
oorering  the  power  ot  speech ;  ^a  base  eonspitaey  be- 
tween Oiese  two  grasinng  attorneys,  Dodson  and  Fogg. 
Birs.  BardeU  would  never  do  it;  —  she  hasnH  the  heart 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PI0CWK3K  CLUB.  79 

t»*>it;~8lielia0ii't  thecan  to4eit    BUkmiom^ 
ridiculoaB." 

""Of  bar  htir^"  aud  Wavfie,  widi  a  mile,  ^700 
Bhould  certainlj  he  tha  beet  judge.  I  donH  wisk  to  dii- 
ooorage  70a,  but  I  fbaiiU  oertaialj  eaj  that,  ef  her  oaee 
Dodson  and  Fogg  are  fiur  better  jud^^  than  aoj  of  m 
can  be." 

^l€s  a  vile  attenqit  to  extort  monej^**  nid  Me.  FUk* 
wkk. 

''I  hope  k  !%"  aaid  Waidle,  with  a  diort  dry 
coagh. 

^  Who  ever  heard  me  address  her  in  an j  way  hut  that 
itt  which  a  lodger  would  addren  his  landkdj  ?  **  conAmr  • 
oed  Mr.  Pioicwick,  with  gieatt  vdKemenee.    ^Whoever 
saw  me  with  her  ?    Not  even  my  friends  here  " 

^Except  on  one  oecaakait"  said  Mr.  Tapoun* 

Mr.  Pickwick  changed  color. 

^^Ah^^aaftd  WanOe.  "<  Well,  that^a  inqiortant  There 
wat  notfaiag  aaspiebus  tben,  I  soppoee  ?  " 

Mr.  Tapman  g^aneed  timidly  at  his  leader.  ^  Whyf" 
he  said,  ^  there  was  nothing  suspknons;  but— I  don't 
know  how  it  happened,  mmid'^'flbs  cerlunly  was  redin- 
ing  in  his  arms." 

^  Gracious  powers  I "  ejacnkted  Miv  I^okwiek,  at  the 
reeollection  of  the  aoeae  in  qmertian  fltrvek  forcibly  upon 
him ;  *^  what  a  dreadful  hialanee  of  the  force  of  ciroam* 
stances  I     So  she  was  —  so  she  was." 

^  And  our  friend  was  soothing  her  anguudb,"  said  Mr. 
Winkle,  rather  maliciously. 

"^  So  I  was,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  « I  won't  deny  iA» 
80  I  was." 

""HaUol"  saidWaidle;  <«  for  a  case  in  wUeh  thete'a 
aaihing  su^msoiis,  thia  looks  rather  queer'— eh,  Pieki* 
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mA?    A&;8l3rdog~BljrdogP  and  he laii|^  till  th« 
glasses  on  the  sideboard  rang  again. 

^  What  a  dreadfid  conjunction  of  appearances !  **  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Pickwick,  resting  his  chin  npon  his  hands. 
"Winkle — Tapman  —  I  beg  yonr  pardon  fix*  the  ob- 
servations I  made  ju3t  now.  We  are  all  the  victims  of 
drciunstances,  and  I  the  greatest"  With  this  apology, 
Mr.  Pickwick  baried  his  head  in  his  hands,  and  rumi- 
nated ;  while  Wardle  measured  out  a  regular  circle  of 
nods  and  winks,  addressed  to  the  other  mendben  of  the 
company. 

""Ill  have  it  eaq>lained,  though,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
raising  his  head,  and  hammering  the  table.  "  m  see 
this  Dodaon  and  Fogg!  Fll  go  to  London  to-mof«- 
row." 

"  Not  to^BKnTOw,"  said  Wardle ;  **  you're  too  lame.* 

"  WeU  then,  next  day.** 

"Next  day  is  the  first  of  Septemb^,  and  you're 
pledged  to  ride  out  with  us  as  £v  as  Skt  Qeofl&ey  Man- 
ning's grounds,  at  all  events,  and  to  meet  us  at  lunch,  if 
you  don't  take  the  field." 

"Well  then,  die  day  after,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick; 
"Thursday.— Sam  1" 

"  Sir,"  repUed  Mr.  WeDer. 

"Take  two  places  outside  to  London,  on  Thunday 
morning,  for  yourself  and  me." 

"  Wery  well,  sir." 

Mr.  Weller  left  the  room,  and  departed  slowly  on  his 
ermnd,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  bis  eyes  fixed 
on  the  ground. 

"  Rum  feller,  the  hemperor,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  as  be 
walked  slowly  up  the  street.  "Think  o'  his  making  up 
to  that  'ere  Mrs.  Bardell  —  vith  a  little  boy,  too  I    Al- 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

A  PLBA8ANT  DAT,  WITH  AN  UNPLEASANT  TEHMDfATIOKi 

The  birds,  who,  hi^pilj  for  their  own  peace  of  mindi 
and  personal  comfort,,  were  in  blissful  ignorance  of  the 
preparations  which  had  been  making  to  astonish  ihem«  on 
the  first  of  September,  hailed  it  no  doubt,  as  one  c£  the 
pleasantest  mornings  thej  had  seen  that  season.  Manj 
a  joung  partridge  who  strutted  complacently  among  the 
stubble,  with  all  the  finicking  coxcombry  of  yonth,  and 
many  an  older  one  who  watched  his  levity  out  of  his  little 
round  eye,  with  the  contemptuous  air  of  a  bird  of  wisdom 
and  experience,  alike  unconscious  of  their  approaching 
doonu  basked  in  the  fresh  morning  air  with  Uvely  and 
blithesome  feelings,  and  »» few  hours  afterwards  were  laid 
bw  upon  the  earth.  But  we  grow  affecting:  let  us 
proceed. 

In  plain  commcmplaoe  matter-of-foct,  then,  it  was  a 
fine  morning  —  so  fine  that  you  would  scarcely  have  be- 
lieved that  the  few  months  of  an  English  summer  had 
yet  flown  by.  Hedges,  fields,  and  trees,  hill  and  moor- 
knd,  presented  to  the  eye  their  ever-varying  shades  of 
deep  rich  green  ;  scarce  a  leaf  had  fallen,  scarce  a 
sprinkle  of  yellow  mingled  with  the  hues  of  summer, 
warned  you  that  autumn  had  begun.  The  sky  was  cloud- 
less ;  the  sun  shone  out  bright  and  warm ;  the  songs  of 
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4>irds,  Mdd  hum  of  mjTiads  of  snmmer  ins^dta,  filled  die 
air ;  and  the  cottage  gardens,  crowded  with  flowers  of 
erery  rich  and  beautiful  tint,  sparkled,  in  tiie  heavy  dew« 
like  beds  of  glittering  jewels.  Everything  bore  the  stamp 
of  summer,  and  none  of  its  beauiiful  eolmrs  had  yel  faded 
from  the  dye  ? 

Such  was  the  morning,  when  an  open  caniagei,  in 
which  were  three  Pickwickiaos,  (Mr.  &iodgras8  laving 
preferred  to  remain  at  home,)  Mr.  WardlCy  and  Mr. 
Trundle,  wi^  Bam  Weller  on  ^e  box  beside  the  driver^ 
pulled  up  by  a  gate  at  the  roadside,  before  which  stood 
a  tall,  raw-boned  game-kee|^ry  and  a  half-booted^  leather- 
leg^ned  boy :  each  bearing  a  bag  of  oapaoiouB  dimen- 
sions, and  aooompaaied  by  a  totte  of  poinl^n. 

•<  I  say,"  whisj^ered  Mr.  Winkle  to  Wardk,  as  the  man 
let  down  the  steps,  ^  they  don't  suppose  we're  going  to 
kill  game  enough  to  W  those  bags,  do  th^?*^ 

<'  Pin  them  r  exeiahned  dd  Wardle.  "<  Bless  you, 
yes!  You  shall  fill  one,  and  I  the  other;  and  when 
we've  done  with  ^em,  tlie  pockets  of  our  shooting-jack- 
ets win  hold  as  much  more.*' 

Mr.  Winkle  dismounted  without  saying  anything  in  re- 
ply to  this  observation ;  but  he  thought  within  himdelf, 
tlmt  if  the  ^ttrty  remained  in  &e  opea  air,  until  he  had 
fflQed  <me  of  llie  bags,  diey  stood  a  considerable  cfaanee 
of  catching  colds  in  their  headb. 

*<  Hi,  Juno,  kss*^ hi,  old  girl ;  down,  Daph,  down," 
said  Wardle,  caressing  the  dogs.  ^  Sir  Qeofftey  still  hi 
Scotland,  of  course,  Martin  ?" 

llie  tall  game^keeper  replied  in  the  aArmative,  and 
looked  with  some  snrprise  from  Mr.  Winkld,  who  was 
hokiing  his  gun,  as  if  he  wished  hia  coat^pocket  to  save 
him  the  trouble  of  pulling  the  trigger,  to  Mr.  TupnuMi, 
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who  was  holding  hia,  as  if  he  were  afraid  of  it — as  theare 
is  no  earthlj  reason  to  doubt  he  really  was. 

^  My  friends  are  not  much  in  the  way  of  this  sort  of 
thing  yet,  Martin,"  said  Wardle,  noticing  the  look.  "  Live 
and  learn,  you  know.-  They'll  be  good  shots  one  of  these 
days.  I  beg  my  friend  Winkle's  pardon,  though;  he  haR 
had  some  practice." 

Mr.  Winkle  smiled  feebly  over  his  blue  neckerchief  io 
acknowledgment  of  the  compliment,  and  got  himself  so 
mysteriously  entangled  with  his  gun,  in  his  modest  con- 
fusion, that  if  the  piece  had  been  loaded,  he  must  inevita- 
bly have  shot  himself  dead  upon  the  spot 

^  You  mustn't  handle  your  pieoe  in  that  'ere  way,  when 
you  come  to  have  the  charge  in  it,  sir,"  said  the  tall  gam^ 
keeper  gruffly,  '^  or  Fm  damned  if  you  won't  make  cold 
meat  of  some  on  us." 

Mr.  Winkle,  thus  admonished,  abruptly  altered  its  po- 
sition, and  in  so  doing,  contrived  to  bring  the  barrd  into 
pretty  smart  contact  with  Mr.  Weller's  head. 

^  Hallo  1"  said  Sam,  picking  tip  his  hat,  which  had  been 
knocked  off,  and  rubbing  his  temple.  ^  Blallo,  sir !  if  you 
comes  it  this  vay,  you'll  fill  one  o'  them  bags,  and  some* 
thing  to  spare,  at  one  fire." 

Here  the  leather-leggined  boy  laughed  very  heartily, 
and  then  tried  to  look  as  if  it  was  somebody  else,  where- 
at Mr.  Winkle  frowned  mi^tically. 

*<  Where  did  yott  tell  the  boy  to  meet  us  with  the  snack, 
Martin  ?  "  inquired  Wardk. 

^  Side  of  One-tree  Hill,  at  twelve  o'ckxsk,  sir." 

"^  Thafs  not  Sir  Qeoffrey's  land,  is  it ?" 

"<  No,  sir ;  but  itfs  ckse  by  it  If  s  CSi^tain  Boldw]|f s 
land ;  but  there'll  be  nobody  to  interrupt  us,  and  there's 
'  a  fine  bit  of  turf  there." 
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"  Very  weH,"  sfud  old  Wardle.  "  Now  the  sooner  we're 
1^  the  better.  Will  jou  join  us  at  twelve,  then,  Pick- 
wick?'* 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  particolarlj  desirous  to  view  the 
sport,  the  more  especially  as  he  was  raUier  anxious  ia 
respect  of  Mr.  Winkle's  life  and  limbs.  On  so  inviting 
a  morning,  too,  it  was  veiy  tantaliring  to  turn  back,  and 
leave  his  fiiends  to  ecgoy  themselves.  It  was,  therefcre, 
with  a  very  rueful  air  that  he  repHed,  — 

**  Why,  I  suppose  I  must.* 

*^  AVt  tl^e  gentleman  a  shot,  sir  ?  "  inquired  the  long 
game-keeper. 

"*  No,"  replied  Wardle ;  ^  and  he's  lame  besides." 

^  I  should  very  much  like  to  go,*'  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
«  very  much." 

Th^«  was  a  short  pause  o£  commiseration. 

'<  There's  a  barrow  t'other  side  the  hedge,"  said  the 
boy.  '^  If  the  gentleman's  servant  would  wheel  along 
the  paths,  he  could  keep  nigh  us,  and  we  oould  lift  it 
over  the  stiles  and  that" 

*^  The  wery  thing,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  who  was  a  party 
interested^  inasmuch  as  he  ardently  longed  to  see  the 
sport  ^  The  wery  thing.  Well  said,  Smallcheck ;  m 
kttre  it  out,  in  a  minute*" 

But  here  a  difficulty  arose.  The  long  game-keeper 
re6<dutely  protested  against  the  introduction  into  a  shoot- 
ing party,  of  a  gentleman  in  a  barrow,  as  a  gross  viola- 
tion of  all  established  rules  and  precedents. 

It  was  a  great  .ol:(Je9lion,  but  not  an  insurmountable 
one.  The  game-keeper  having  been  coaxed  and  feed, 
aiMi  having,  moreover,  eased  his  mind  by  ^punching"  the 
head  of  the  inventive  youth  who  had  first  suggested  the 
use  of  the  machine^  Mr.  Pickwick  was  placed  in  it,  and 
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off  the  party  set;  Wiardle  and  the  long  game4ceeper  lead« 
ing  the  way,  and  Mr.  Pickwick  m  the  barrow,  propelled 
bj  Sam,  bringing  up  the  rear. 

^  Stop,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwick,  when  they  had  got 
ludf  across  the  first  field* 

^  Whafs  the  matter  bow  ?**  said  Wardle. 

*•  I  won't  sufier  this  barrow  to  be  moved  anodier  stepy* 
said  Mr.  Piekwick>  resolutely,  ^mlees  Winkle  carriei 
that  gun  of  his,  in  a  <Ufierent  manner.'' 

^  How  am  I  to  carry  it  ?"  said  the  wretched  Winkle. 

^  Carry  it  with  the  muzzle  to  the  ground,*!  replied  Mr, 
Pickwick. 

^  It's  so  unsportsmsn-like/*  reasoned  Winkle. 

<<  I  don't  care  whether  i^s  uni^Knrtaman-like  or  not,** 
replied  Mr.  Pickwick ;  ^<  I  am  not  going  to  be  shot  in  a 
wheelbarrow,  Amt  the  sake  of  i^pearanoes^  to  please  any- 
body.'' 

**  I  know  the  gentleman'U  put  that  'ere  chai^  into 
somebody  afore  he's  dono)"  growled  the  long  man. 

«  Well,  weU  —  I  don't  mind,"  said  poor  Mr.  Winkle, 
taming  his  gunstodi  appermogt ; — **  there." 

»  Anythin'  for  a  quiet  life,"  said  Mr.  Wellor;  and  on 
they  went  again. 

**  Stop  I "  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  aiter  they  had  gona  a  few 
yards  farther. 

«  What  now  ?"  said  Wardle. 

''Thatgunof  Tupman'sisnotsafii:  I  knowitfeaV 
said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

''Eh?  WhatI  notsafe?"fiaidMr.  Tapman,inaion6 
of  great  alarm. 

''  Not  as  you  are  carrying  it,"  said  Mr.  Pickwi^.  '^I 
am  very  sorry  to  make  any  fiuiher  objection,  but  I  eatt- 
not  consent  to  go  on,  unless  you  oarry  it,  as  Winkle  dbee 
his." 
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^I  tlutk  jta  had  hett»rAnS  Ifufl  the  loAg  gwn»<ktep- 
er,  <*  or  you're  quite  as  likely  to  lodge  the  charge  in  joat* 
self  SB  in  anything  elde." 

Mr.  Tupman)  with  the  mort  obligii^  haste,  plaeed  hia 
piece  in  the  podtion  required,  and  the  party  moTed  oo 
again ;  the  two  amateurs  marching  with  rerersed  arms^ 
like  a  couple  of  privates  at  a  royal  funeraL 

The  dogs  suddenly  came  to  a  dead  slop,  and  the  psriy 
advancing  stealthily  a  sibi^  paoe,  stopped  toow 

^  What* 6  the  matter  with  the  dogs'  legs  ?**  whispered 
Mr.  TVInkle.    ^  How  queer  they're  standing." 

"<  Hush,  can't  you  ?  "  ref>lied  Witrdle,  sofUy.  ^  Dim't 
you  see,  thei^'re  nudunga  point ?  " 

^Making  a  pomtPsaid  Mr.  WinUb,  staring  about 
him,  as  if  he  eicpected  to  disoQversoneparticQlar  beauty 
in  the  landacap^,  which  the  sagac&ous  animale  were  call- 
ing j^oial  attention  to.  <^  MakiiB^  a  pointl  What  are 
they  pointing  at  ?  " 

<'  Keep  ypur  eyes  open^''  said  Ward]9«  not  heeding  the 
question  ia  the  ezdtement  oi  the  moment  ^  Now  then.'* 

There  was  a  tharp  whirring  noise,  that  made  Mr. 
Winkle  start  back  as  if  he  had  been  shot  himself.  Bang, 
bang,  went  a  oonpleof  guns ;  — the  smoke  swept  qo&ckly 
away  over  the  field,  and  ended  into  the  «ir. 

«<  Where  are  thay ?"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  in  a  state  ef 
the  highest  excitement^  tumkig  round  and  round  in  aU 
directions.  '^  Where  are  they  ?  TeU  me  when  to  fire- 
Where  are  they  —  where  are  they  ?  " 

^  Wh&re  are  they  ? "  said  Wardle,  taking  up  a  brace 
of  birds  which  the  dogs  had  deposited  al  his  feet. 
•*  Where  are  they !     Why,  here  they  are." 

^No,  no;  I  mean  Ae  othec%"6aid  Ihe  bewildered 
Winkle. 
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<<  Far  enough  off,  bj*  Ib&^tei^''  replied  Wardle,  coolly 
reloading  his  gun. 

**  We  shall  veiy  likely  be  up  with  another  covey  in 
five  minutes,"  said  the  long  game-keeper.  ^  If  the  gentle- 
man begins  to  fire  now,  perhaps  he'U  just  get  the  shot 
out  of  the  barrel  by  the  time  they  rise." 

"Hal  ha!  ha !"  roared  Mr.  WeUer. 

^  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  compassionatmg  hii  M- 
lower's  confusion  and  embarrassment 

"Sir.** 

«  Don't  laugh." 

**  Certainly  not,  dr."  So,  by  way  of  indemnification, 
Mr.  Weller  contorted  his  features  from  behind  the  wheel- 
barrow, for  the  exclusive  amusement  of  the  boy  with  the 
leggings,  who  thereupon  burst  into  a  boisterous  laugh, 
and  was  summarily  eufied  by  the  long  game-keeper,  who 
wanted  a  pretext  for  taming  round,  to  hide  his  own  mer- 
riment. 

^ Bravo,  old  feUow !"  said  Wardle  to  Mr.  Topman ; 
**  you  fired  that  time,  at  all  events." 

**  Oh  yes,"  replied  Mr.  Tupman ;  with  conscious  pride. 
«I  let  it  off." 

^  Well  done.  Toull  hit  something  next  time,  if  you 
lock  sharp.    Very  easy,  aVt  it?" 

**  Yes,  it's  very  easy,"  said  Mr.  Tupman.  «  How  it 
hurts  one's  shoulder,  though.  It  n^u4y  knocked  nie 
backwards.  I  had  no  idea  these  small  fire-arms  kicked 
sa" 

**  Ah,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  smiling ;  **  youll  get 
used  to  it  in  time.  Now  then  —  all  ready  —  all  riglit 
with  the  barrow  there  ?  " 

«  AU  right,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller. 

^  Come  along  then." 
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^  Hold  hard,  air/'  said  Sam,  raising  the  barrow. 

^Ajf  ay,**  replied  Mr.  Pickwick;  and  on  they  went, 
as  briskly  as  need  be. 

^  Keep  that  barrow  back  now,"  cried  Wardle,  when 
it  had  been  hoisted  over  a  stile  into  another  field,  and 
Mr.  Pickwick  had  been  deposited  in  it  once  more. 

^  All  right,  sir/'  replied  Mr.-  Weller,  pausing. 

<*  Now  Winkle,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  ^  follow  me 
x^y,  and  don't  be  too  late  this  time." 

"^  Never  fear,"  said  Mr.  Winkle.  "^ Are  they  pointing  ?  " 

^  No,  no ;  not  now.  Quietly  now,  quietly."  On  they 
crept,  and  very  quietly  they  would  have  advanced,  if 
Mr.  Winkle,  in  the  performance  of  some  very  intricate 
evolutions  with  his  gun,  had  not  accidentally  fii'ed,  at  the 
most  critical  moment,  over  the  boy's  head,  exactly  in  the 
very  spot  where  the  tall  man's  brain  would  have  been, 
had  he  been  there  instead. 

<'  Why,  what  on  earth'did  you  do  that  for  ?  "  said  old 
Wardle^  as. the  birds  flew  unharmed  away* 

'*  I  never  saw  such  a  gun  in  my  life,"  replied  poor 
Winkle,  looking  at  the  lodL,  as  if  that  would  do  any 
good.     ^  It  goes  off,  of  its  own  accord.    It  taiU  do  it" 

""Will  do  it  I"  edioed  Wardle,  with  something  of 
irritation  in  his  .manner.  ^^  I  wish  it  would  kill  siNne* 
thing  cf  its  own  accord." 

^  It'll  do  that  a&>re  long,  sir,"  observed  the  tall  man,  hs 
a  k>w,  prophetic  voice. 

*<Wiiat  do  you  mean  by  that  observation,  sir?" 
inquired  Mr.  Winkle,  angrily. 

^  Never  mind,  sir,  never  mind,"  replied  the  long  game* 
keeper ;  « I've jw  fkmily  myself,  sir ;  and  this  here  boy's 
mother  will  get  something  handscMne  from  Sir  Geoffr^, 
tf  he'8  killed  on  his  land.     Load  agahi,  sir,  load  again." 
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"  Take  away  hig  gun,"  cried  Mr.  Pickwiek  from  tlie 
barrow,  horrorHMricken  at  the  long  man's  datk  insinua- 
tions.   "Take  away  his  gun,  do  you  hear,  somebody?" 

Nobody,  however,  volunteered  to  obey  the  command  ; 
tend  Mr.  Winkle,  after  darting  a  rebellious  glance  at  Mr. 
Pickwick,  rekmded  his  gun,  and  proceeded  onwards  with 
tlie  rest 

We  are  bound,  on  the  authority  oi  Mr.  Pickwick,  to 
slate,  that  Mr.  Tupman's  mode  ot  proceeding  evinced 
far  more  of  prudence  and  deliberation,  than  that  adopted 
by  Mr.  Winkle.  Still,  this  by  no  means  detracts  from 
the  great  authority  of  the  latter  gentleman,  on  all  mat- 
ters connected  with  the  ileld ;  because,  as  Mr.  Pickwiek 
beautifully  observes  it  has  somehow  or  other  happened, 
from  time  immemorial,  that  many  of  tiie  best  and  ableat 
philosophers,  who  have  beea  perfect  lights  of  sdenoe  in 
matters  of  theory,  have  been  wholly  unable  to  reduce 
them  to  practice. 

Mr.  Tupmao's  pi^ocess,  Hke  many  of  our  most  sublime 
discoveries,  was  eicti^mely  simple.  With  the  quickness 
and  penetration  of  a  man  of  genius,  he  had  at  once 
observed  that  the  two  great  points  to  be  attfuned  were 
-^  &^  to  discharge  his  piece  without  injuiy  to  himself, 
and,  secondly,  to  do  so,  without  danger  to  the  foy-standers ; 
—  obviously,  the  best  thing  to  do,  after  surmounting  the 
dHBeulty  of  iring  at  all,  was  to  shut  his  eyes  firmly,  and 
lire  into  the  air. 

On  one  oceasron,  after  perfimning  this  feat,  Ml*.  Tup* 
man,  on  opening  his  eyes,  beheld  a  plump  pcurtridge  in 
the  very  act  of  falling  wounded  to  the  gmund.  He  was 
on  the  point  of  congratulating  Mr.  Wardle  on  his  invari- 
able  success,  when  that  gentlafnan  advanced  towardu 
him,  and  grasped  him  warmly  by  the  hand. 
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^TupmaQ,''8aid  tliebld  gendemaa^  ^  you  snigled  out 
that  particular  bird  ?  " 

«  No,"  said  Mr- TupBMli  —  «  no.** 

''You  did^"  said  Wardk.  <<I  saw  you  do  H  — I 
obeerved  you  pick  bim  out  —  I  noticed  yon,  as  you 
raised  your  piece  to  take  aim ;  ited  I  irill  say  this,  that 
the  best  sliot  in  existence  coukl  not  bavB  done  it  more 
beautifully.  You  are  an  older  hand  at  this,  than  I 
thought  you,  Tupman ;  you  have  been  out  before." 
*  It  was  in  vain  for  Mr*  Topman  to  protest,  with  a  smile 
of  self-denial,  that  he  never  had.  The  rery  smile  was 
taken  as  evidence  to  the  oontrary ;  and  fixmi  that  time 
forth,  his  reputation  was  established.  It  is  not  the  only 
reputation  that  has  been  acquired  as  easily,  nor  are  sueh 
fortunate  circumstanceB  confined  to  partridgo^faooting. 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Winkle  flashed,  and  blazed,  and 
smoked  away^  without  producing  any  material  results 
worthy  of  being  noted  down ;  somedmes  expending  his 
charge  in  mid-air,  and  at  others  senifing  it  skhnming 
along  so  near  the  surface  of  the  ground,  as  to  place  the 
lives  of  the  two  dogs  on  a  rather  unoertain  and  precari- 
ous tenure.  As  a  display  of  foaoy  shooting,  it  was  ex* 
tremely  varied  and  curious;  as  an  exhibition  of  firing 
with  any  precise  object,  it  was,  upon  the  ^ole,  perhaps 
a  failure.  It  is  an  established  axicnn,  that  ^  every  buUel 
has  its  billet"  If  it  apply  in  an  equal  d^;ree  to  shot, 
those  of  Mr.  Winkle  were  unfortunate  fofundlings,  de- 
prived of  their  natural  rights,  cast  kwse  upon  the  worid, 
imd  billeted  nowhere. 

<*  Well,"  said  Wardle,  walking  up  to  the  side  of  the 
barrow,  and  wiping  the  streams  of  perq>inition  from  hit 
jolly  red  face ;  **  smoking  day,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"It is  indeedi"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.     "The  sun  i« 
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hremeDdoodj  hot,  eren  io  me.  I  donH  know  how  yoa 
must  feel  if 

<*Why,"  said  the  old  gentieman,  *<  pretty  hot  It's 
past  twelve,  thought    You  see  that  green  hill  there  ? '' 

«  Certainly.'' 

^  That* s  ihe  place  where  we  are  to  lunch ;  and,  by 
Jove,  there's  the  boy  with  the  basket,  punctual  as  clock- 
work 1" 

^  So  he  18,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  brightening  up. 
**  Qood  boy,  that  Fll  give  him  a  shilling,  presently. 
Now,  then,  Sam,  wheel  away.** 

^  Hold  on,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  invigorated  with  the 
prospects  of  refreshments.  *'Out  of  the  vay,  young 
leathers.  If  you  walley  my  precious  fifb  don't  upset 
me,  as  the  geni'mao  said  to  the  driver,  when  they  was 
a-carryin*  him  to  Tyburn."  And  quickening  his  pace  to 
a  sharp  run,  Mr.  Weller  wheeled  his  master  nimbly  to 
the  green  hill,  shot  him  dexterously  out  by  the  very  side 
of  the  basket,  and  proceeded  to  unpack  it  with  the  utmost 
dispatch. 

**Weal  pie,"  said  Mr,  Weller,  soliloquizing,  as  he 
arranged  the  eatables  on  the  grass.  "  Wery  good  thing 
is  a  weal  pie,  when  you  know  the  lady  as  made  it,  and  is 
quite  sure  it  a^n't  kittens;  and  arter  all  though,  Where's 
the  odds,  when  they're  so  like  weal  that  the  wery  piemeo 
themselves  don't  know  the  differenee  ?  " 

<<  Don't  they,  Sam  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Not  they,  sir,"  relied  Mr.  Weller,  touching  his  hat 
^  I  lodged  in  the  same  house  with  a  pieman  once,  sir, 
and  a  wery  nice  man  he  was  —  reg^ar  clever  chap,  too 
— make  pies  out  o'  anythmg,  he  could.  *  What  a  num- 
ber o'  cata  you  keep,  Mr.  Brooks,'  says  I,  when  Fd  got 
intimate  with  him.     <Ah,    says  he,   'I  do  —  a   good 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK   CLUB.  9fi 

many/  says  he.  *  You  must  be  wery  (bnd  o*  cats,'  says  L 
'Other  people  is,'  says  he, a-winkin'  at  me;'they  aVt  in 
jseaeon  till  the  winter  though,'  sajs  he.  '  Not  in  season ! 
saysL  *  No,' says  he,  <  fruits  is  in,  cats  is  out*  *Why, 
what  do  you  mean  ? '  says  L  ^Mean  ?'  says  he.  *  That 
ni  never  be  a  party  to  the  combination  o'  the  butchers, 
to  keep  up  the  prices  o'  meat,'  says  he.  *  Mr.  Weller,* 
says  he,  »<6qaee2ing  my  hand  wery  hard,  and  yispering 
in  my  ear— *  don't  mention  this  here  ag'in  —  but  it's 
the  eeasonin'  as  does  it  They're  all  made  o'  them  noble 
animals,'  says  he,  a-poindn'  to  a  wery  nice  little  tabby 
kitten,  'and  I  seasons  'em  for  beef-steak,  weal,  or  kidney, 
'cordin'  to  the  demand.  And  more  than  that,'  says  he,  *  I 
can  make  a  weal  a  beef-steak,  or  a  beef-steak  a  kidney, 
or  any  one  on  'em  a  mutton,  at  a  minute's  notice,  just  as 
the  market  changes,  and  appetites  wary  I '  " 

*^  He  must  have  been  a  very  ingenious  young  man, 
that,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  a  slight  shudder. 

^  Just  was^  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  continuing  his  oc- 
cupation of  emptying  the  badiet,  *^  and  the  pies  was  beau- 
tifuL  Tongue;  well  thatfs  a  wery  good  thing  when  it 
a'n't  a  woman's.  Bread  ---knudde  o*  ham,  reglar  picter 
—  cold  beef  in  slices,  wery  good.  What* s  in  them  stone 
jars,  young  toucb^md^go?" 

^  Beer  in  this  one,"  reined  the  boy,  taking  fVom  his 
shoulder  a  couple  of  large  stone  bottles,  fastened  together 
by  a  leathern  strap  —  ^  cold  punch  in  t'other." 

^  And  a  wery  good  notion  of  a  hmoh  it  is,  take  it  alto- 
getheiy"  said  Mr.  Weller,  surveying  his  arrangement  of 
the  repast  with  great  satisfiietion.  **■  Now,  gen'l'men,  *  fall 
on,'  as  the  English  said  to  the  French  when  diey  fixed 
bagginets." 

It  needed  no  second  invitation  to  induce  the  party  to 
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jield  fall  justice  to  the  meal ;  and  ai  little  pressing  iM 
it  require,  to  induce  'Mr«  Weller,  the  long  game-keeper, 
and  the  two  Ik^s,  to  station  themaelyes  on  the  grass  at'a 
little  distance,  and  do  good  ezecatifMi  upon  a  decent  pro- 
portion of  the  viands.  An  old  oak-tree  afforded  a  pleas- 
ant shelter  to  the  gnmp,  and  a  rich  prospect  of  arable 
and  meadow  land,  interse(:ted  with  kizoriant  hedges,  and 
ridily  ornamented  with  wooc^  laj  spread  o«t  below  them* 

"^  This  is  delightful—  thoroughly  deliglitfiil  1  **  saSd  Mr. 
Pickwick,  the  skin  of  whose  expressive  eoantenance,  was 
rapidlj  peeling  cfS,  wkh  exposmre  to  the  sun* 

«  So  it  is :  so  it  Is,  old  feflow,"  replied  Wardle.  '«*  Come  5 
a  glass  of  punch." 

'<  With  great  pleasure,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick;  and  the 
satisfaction  <^  his  countenance  after  drinking  it,  bore 
testimony  to  the  sincerity  of  the  reply. 

^  Good,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwick,  smackmg  his  lipe.  **  Very 
good.  Ill  take  another.  Cool ;  very  oooL  Come,  gen* 
tlemen,"  continued  Mr.  Pickwick,  still  retainhig  his  hold 
upon  the  jar,  ^  a  toast    Our  fif ends  at  Dhigley  DeD." 

The  toast  was  drunk  witk  loud  acdamations. 

"  m  tell  you  what  I  shall  do,  to  get  up  my  shooting 
again,"  said  Mr.  Winkle^  who  was  eating  bread  and  ham 
with  a  pocket-knife.  <<  Til  put  a  staffed  partridge  on  the 
top  of  a  post,  and  practise  at  it,  beginning  at  a  short  dis- 
tanoe,  and  lessening  it  by  degrees.  I  understand  it's 
capital  practice." 

^I  know  a  genTman,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  <*a8  did 
that,  and  begun  at  two  yards ;  but  he  never  tried  it  on 
Ag'in ;  for  he  blewed  the  bird  right  clean  away  at  the 
6rdt  fire,  and  nobody  ever  seed  a  feather  on  him  arter- 
wards." 

«« Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
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•"  SiTt"  repSed  Mr*  Wdkn 

'^  Have  the  goodneBs  to  reeerve  jour  aneedotes^  tiD 
they  are  called  for.'' 

**Cerfiily,air." 

Here  Mr.  Wetter  winked  tbe  eye  wiiidi  was  not  eon- 
eeakd  by  the  beer-can  he  was  raimng  to  his  Hps,  with 
mich  ezqtusitenesSy  that  the  two  boys  went  into  spontane- 
OQs  oonvitlsionsy  aad  even  the  long  man  condescended 
to  SBoile. 

^W^,  ihat  certidi^  is  most  capital  cold  punch," 
said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  earnestly  at  the  stone  bot- 
(He;  ^and  the  day  is  extremely  warm,  and — Topman, 
my  dear  fiiend,  a  glass  of  punch  ?  ^ 

^With  the  greatest  delight,*  repHed  Mr.  Tupman; 
and  haying-  drank  that  glass,  Mr.  Pickwick  took  another, 
just  to  see  whether  there  was  any  orange  peel  in  the 
ponoh,  becMise  orange  peel  always  disagreed  with  him ; 
and  finding  that  there  was  not,  Mr.  Pickwick  tock  an- 
other gk»8  to  the  health  of  their  absent  friend,  and  then 
&it  himself  imprntitively  called  open  to  propose  another 
in  honor  of  the  pnnch-eompotinder,  unknown. 

This  constant  soccesBion  of  glasses,  prodoced  consider- 
able effeot  up<m  Mr.  Pickwick ;  his  countenance  beamed 
with  the  most  sunny  smiles,  laughter  played  around  his 
lips,  and  good4iumored  meAiment  twinkled  in  his  eye. 
Yielding  by  d^rees  to  the  infinence  of  the  exciting 
liquid,  rendered  more  so  by  the  heat,  Mr.  l^kwick  ex* 
pressed  a  strong  desire  to  recoUeot  a  song  which  he  had 
heard  in  his  infancy,  and  the  attempt  proving  abortive, 
songjit  to  stimulate  his  memory  with  more  glasses  of 
punch,  whMi  iq^peared  to  have  quite  a  contrary  effect ; 
for,  irom  forgetting  the  words  of  the  song,  he  began  to 
forget  heiw  to  aiticulate  any  words  at  all ;  and  finally, 
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after  rising  to  his  legs  to  address  the  company  in  on  elo- 
quent speech,  he  fell  into  the  barrow,  and  &ust  asleep, 
simultaneouslj. 

The  basket  having  been  repacked,  and  it  being  found 
perfectly  impossible  to  awaken  Mr.  Pidswiok  from  his 
torpor,  some  discussion  took  place  whedier  it  would  be 
better  for  Mr.  Weller  to  wheel  his  master  back  again^  oi 
to  leave  him  where  he  was,  until  they  should  all  be  ready 
to  return.  The  latter  course  was  at  length  decided  on ; 
and  as  their  further  expedition  waa  not  to  exceed  an 
hour's  duration,  and  as  Mr.  Weller  begged  very  hard  to 
be  one  of  the  party,  it  was  determined  to  leave  Mr. 
Pickwick  asleep  in  the  barrow,  and  to  call  for  him  on 
their  return.  So  away  they  went,  leaving  Mr.  Pick- 
wick snoring  most  comfortably  in  the  shade* 

That  Mr.  Pickwick  would  have  continued  to  snore  in 
the  shade  until  his  friends  came  back,  or,  in  de&olt 
thereof,  until  the  shades  of  evening  had  fallen  on  the 
landscape,  there  appears  no  reasonable  caose  to  doubt ; 
always  supposing  that  he  had  been  suffered  to  remain 
there,  in  peace.  But  he  was  not  suffered  to  remain  there 
in  peace.    And  this  is  what  prevented  him. 

Captain  Boldwig  was  a  little  fierce  man  in  a  stiff  black 
neckerchief  and  blue  surtout^  who,  when  he  did  conde- 
scend to  walk  about  his  property,  did  it  in  company  with 
a  thick  rattan  stick,  with  a  brass  ferrule,  and  a  gardener 
and  sub-gardener  with  meek  faces,  to  whom  (the  garden- 
ers, not  the  stick)  Captain  Boldwig  gave  his  orders  with 
all  due  grandeur  and  ferocity:  for  Captain  Bddwig^s 
wife's  sister  had  married  a  Marquis,  and  the  Captain's 
house  was  a  villa,  and  his  land  "  grounds,"  and  it  was  aU 
very  high,  and  mighty,  and  great 

Mr.  Pickwick  had  not  been  asleep  half  an  hoUr,  when 
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little  Captain  Boldwig,  followed  by  the  two  gardeneiBi 
came  striding  along  as  fast  as  Ids  size  and  importance 
would  let  him ;  and  when  he  came  near  the  oak-tree. 
Captain  Boldwig  paused,  and  drew  a  long  breath,  and 
looked  at  the  prospect,  as  if  he  thooght  the  prospect 
ought  lo  be  highly  gratified  at  having  him  to  take  notice 
1^  it ;  and  then  he  struck  the  ground  emphatically  with 
bis  stick,  and  summoned  the  head-gard^ier. 

^Hont,**  Mud  Captain  Boldwig. 

^  Yes,  sir,''  said  the  gardener. 

"  Boll  this  place  to-morrow  morning — do  you  hear, 
Hunt?" 

"Yes,  sir.- 

"  And  take  care  that  yoo  keep  me  this  plaoe  in  good 
order  —  do  you  hear,  Hunt  ?  " 

"^Yes,  sir." 

"  And  remind  me  to  have  a  board  done  about  trad- 
passers,  and  B^ing^gnns,  and  all  that  aeit  of  thing,  to 
keep  the  common  people  out  Do  yon  liear.  Hunt ;  do 
yoa  hear?** 

Til  not  Ibrget  it,  sir." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  si^  the  other  man,  adran- 
cing,  with  his  hand  to  his  hat. 

<^  Wen,  ITilkhis,  whafs  the  matter  with  ytmt"  said 
detain  Boldwig. 

"Ibegyoor  pard(m,0ir — but  I  think  there  have  been 
trespassers  here  to-day.** 

'^  Ha !  **  said  the  Captain,  scowling  azoond  him. 

*•  Yes,  rfr — they  have  been  dining  here,  I  think,  sir.** 

^  Why,  confoond  their  audacity,  so  they  have,"  said 
Captain  Boldwig,  as  the  crumbs  and  fimgments  that  were 
strewn  npon  the  grass  met  his  eye.  "They  have  actu- 
ally been  devouring,  their  food  here.    I  wish  I  had  tka 
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vagaiwiids  herel"  said  the  Captain,  clenchmg  the  diiok 


^  I  wish  I  had  the  ragabonds  here,**  said  the  Oaptara 
viaihAilly. 

*^  Beg  year  pardon,  sir  *  said  Wiikiin,  <"  bat  *  ~ 

^Butwhat?  £h?''  roared  the  Captain ;  andfhliDW- 
lug  the  timid  glance  of  Wilkins,  his  eyes  enooimteivil 
(he  wheelbarrow  and  Mr.  Piekwick* 

^  Who  are  you,  you  rascal? '^  sanl  the  Guptain,  admin* 
istering  several  pokes  to  Mr.  Pidiwick's  body  witfi  the 
tiuck  slock.    (<  Whafs  yowr  name  ?" 

^  Cold  punch,"  murmured  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  he  sunk  to 
sleep  again. 

^  What?"  demande4  CipAmn  Bokiwig; 

No  reply. 

^  What  did  he  say  his  name  was  ?  "  asked  tiie  Cap- 


^  Prnids  I  think,  sir/*  i^ed  Wiikim. 

"^  That's  kift  impadei^ce  ^  that* a  his  eonfoonded  impii- 
dence,"  said  Captun  Boldwig.  ^  He's  only  feigning  to 
be  asleep  now,"  said  the  Captam,  in  a  lugh  passion. 
^He'e  dnaik;  ke's  a  Aranken  plebeian*  Wheel  him 
away,  Wilkins,  wheel  him  away  direct^.* 

""WlMfv  ihaU  I  wheel  him  to,  sir?*  inquired  Wil- 
kins, with  gi*eat  timidity. 

«' Wheel  kirn  io  the  Devil,"  repHed  Oaptem  Boklwig. 

"  Very  well,  sir,"  said  Wilkind. 

<'  Sti^,*'  teid  the  CaptaaD. 

Wilkins  stopped  acoofedingfy. 

«^  Whed  hiiii,"  said  the  CaptM,  « wiMol  him  to  the 
pQond;  and  kt  «8  see  whether  he  calls  himself  Pnnch, 
wlien  he  corned  to  himself.  He  s^ll  not  buUf  me  —  he 
liaB  no6  bti%  Jne.    Wheel  hhn  away" 
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Away  Mr.  Piokviok  w«  frlmM  In  odpifiihtM  ifith 
this  imperioog  mdn^te;  and  the  great  Qaptiuii  BoMwig, 
Bwelling  with  indigntiiiQN^  p(rooe«d(94  on  hm  KaUu 

Itiltprefliibld  I'Has  Ae  i^t^misfatnent  of  the  little  ^arty 
when  tliej  returned,  to  find  that  MfV  Pid^wick  iAi  dia^ 
ai^peiMdy  «fid  l«k(en  tie  wkeettMurmw  with  iutnu  It  was 
the  most  mjsterious  and  unaccountable  thing  that  wlu» 
ev'er  hewNlof^  For  a  tefne .nmn  to  haye  got  upo»  his 
legs  without  any  prevkms  notioei  and  walked  off,  would 
have  l^n  most  6xtraovdii\arj ;  but  when  iit  ceme  \f>  his 
grheeting  a  huavy  bianow  before  him^  by  wi^  of  mm^ 
loent,  it  i^vr  po^veiy  miraculous*  Tb^  searched 
every  nook  and  comer  round,  together  and  aeparat^y  i 
Uiey  shoutii^  whistledy  laugfied,  called — and  aU  with 
the  same  result*  Mr.  Pickwick  was  not  to  be  found. 
After  some  hours  of  fruitless  search,  they  arriv^  at  the 
onweloonie  ooncbiooa,  that  they  musl  go  home  without 
him. 

Meanwjhile  Mn  Pickwick  had  been  wheeled  to  the 
Pound,  and  safety  deiposated  therein,  fast  asleep  ip  the 
/(irheeAbajTVOWy  to  the  immeasurable  delight  and  satiflfaor 
tion,  not  only  of  all  the  boya  it  the  yjUage)  but  three 
fourths  of  t^  whole  pepulatioQ,  who  had  gatbored 
coand,  in  expeetation  of  his  waking.  If  their  mo^t  in- 
tense graUfieatioo  had  bew  excited  by  eeeiag  him 
wheeled  in,  ^w  maey  hifidjred^d  i^as  thm  joy  in* 
emased  wheiiy  aflier  a  few  incHitiBGi^  criee  ff  ^  $am  I " 
)«s  out  up  in  the  jhtfTow  and  gaeed  with  indesoribeble 
astonishment  on  the  faces  before  him. 
.  Ageoesal  isho«t  wi^.of  oeuc9e  the  eigiial  .of  his  hay- 
ia§  volie  ,Dp.|  and  bis  anyohmtavy  iiK|aiiy  of  ^  Whi^s 
the  matter  ?  "  oeeefl^oned  aoether,  ba^er  than  the  fiicst, 
if  possible. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


too  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

^  Here's  a  game  I  **  roared  tbe  populace. 

^  Where  am  I  ?  '^  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwk^ 

<"  In  the  Pound,"  replied  the  mob. 

^  How  came  I  here ?  What  was  I  doing?  Whore 
was  I  hrooght  fix>m  ?  " 

^Boldwig— Oapiain  Boldwigl''  was  the  only  re- 
ply. 

**  Let  me  out,**  cried  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  Where's  my 
servant  ?    Where  are  my  friends  ?  " 

^  Yon  a'n't  got  no  friends.  Hvrrah ! "  Then  tLere 
came  a  turnip,  then  a  potato,  and  then  an  egg  t  with  a 
few  other  little  tokens  of  the  playfhl  dbposition  of  the 
many-beaded. 

How  long  this  scene  might  have  lasted,  or  how  mudi 
Mr.  Pickwick  might  have  suffered,  no  one  can  tell,  had 
not  a  carriage  which  was  driving  swiftly  by,  suddenly 
pulled  up,  from  whence  there  descended  old  Wardle  and 
Sam  Weller,  the  former  of  whom,  in  far  less  time  than  it 
takes  to  write  it,  if  not  to  read  it,  had  made  his  way  to 
Mr.  Pickwick's  side,  and  placed  him  hi  the  vehicle,  just 
as  the  latter  had  concluded  the  third  and  last  round  of  a 
single  combat  with  the  town-beadle. 

"  Run  to  the  Justice's  I "  cried  a  dozen  voices. 

"  Ah,  run  avay,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  jumping  up  on  the 
box.  ^  GKve  my  compliments  —  Mr.  Veller's  compli- 
ments—  to  the  Justice,  and  tell  him  Fve  spiled  his 
beadle,  and  that,  if  hell  svear  in  a  new  "un,  I'll  come 
bnck  again  to*>morrow  and  spile  him.  Drive  on,  old 
feller." 

'*rii  give  directions  for  die  commencement  of  an  ac- 
tion fbr  false  imprisonment  against  this  Captain  Boldwift 
directly  I  get  to  London,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  soon  as 
the  carriage  turned  out  of  the  town. 
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"  We  were  trespasBuig,  it  seems,**  said  Wardle. 

«I  don't  care,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  «*ril  bring  the 
action." 

**  No,  you  won V  awd  Wardle. 

^  I  will,  by  "  —  but  as  there  was  a  humorous  expres- 
lion  in  Wardle's  face,  Mr.  Pickwick  checked  himself,  and 
Mdd  — "Why  not?** 

"  Because,**  said  old  Wardle,  half-bursting  with  laagh« 
ter,  "  because  they  might  torn  round  on  some  of  us,  and 
say  we  had  taken  too  much  cold  punch.** 

Do  what  he  would,  a  smile  would  come  into  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's £Bice ;  the  smile  extended  into  a  laugh ;  the  laugh 
into  a  roar;  and  the  roar  became  generaL  So,  to  keep 
up  their  good  humor,  they  stopped  at  the  first  road-side 
tavern  thesy  came  to,  and  ordered  a  glass  of  brandy  and 
water  all  round,  with  a  magnum  of  extra  strength,  fiur 
Mr.  Samuel  Weller. 
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CHAPTER  XX- 
iBDvrmo  HOW  vo^own  akd  wo^a  ynsam  v«ir  o# 

BUSINESS,  AND  THBtH  CTLieRm  MKf  Of  n.BA8(m»| 

AND  now  AJT  ATtWTtma  firrtKviEW  ro^n  piacs 

BVnfEBN  Idt  WELLSB  AND  HTB  XONChLOOT  PAR- 
ENT |  SfiOWtNO  AL90  WfiAY  O&OlCE  SPlBim  AS* 
•EMBLBD  AT  ttfB  HAOPIB  AND  SftTltP)  AND  WHAY 
A  OAPITAL  CRAPl'BK  THE  NEXT  ONE  WILL  BE. 

In  the  ground-floor  finont  of  a  dingjr  liouAe,  at  ^  very 
farthest  end  of  Freeman's  Court,  Comhill,  sat  the  four 
clerks  of  Messrs.  Dodson  and  Fogg,  two  of  his  Migestjr's 
Attorneys  of  the  Courts  of  King's  Bench  and  Common 
Pleas  at  Westminster,  and  solicitors  of  the  High  Court 
of  Chancery :  the  aforesaid  clerks  catching  as  favorable 
glimpses  of  Heaven's  light  and  Heaven's  sun,  in  the 
course  of  their  daily  labors,  as  a  man  might  hope  to  do^ 
were  he  placed  at  the  bottom  of  a  reasonably  deep  well ; 
and  without  the  opportunity  of  perceiving  the  stare  in 
the  day-time,  which  the  latter  secluded  situation  af- 
fortls. 

The  clerks'  office  of  Messrs.  Dodson  and  Fogg  was  a 
dark,  mouldy,  earthy-smelling  room,  with  a  high  wain- 
Bcotted  partition  to  screen  the  clerks  from  the  vulgar 
gaze :  a  couple  of  old  wooden  chairs :  a  very  loud-lick- 
ing clock :   an  almanac,   an  umbrella-stand,  a  row  of 
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kat  peg37  and  a  lev  ahelvea,  on  which  were  dep«>sked 
several  ticketed  bundles  of  dirty  papers,  some  old  deal 
boxes  with  paper  labels,  and  sundry  decayed  stone  ink- 
bottles  of  various  shapes  and  sizes.  Ther«  was  a  ^ass 
door  leading  into  the  passage  which  formed  the  eatraiuje 
to  the  eoort,  and  on  the  outer  side  of  this  ^ass  door, 
Mr.  Pickwick,  closely  followed  by  Sam  Weller,  pre- 
sented himself  on  thf  Friday  morning  auceeeding  the 
oeciurrence,  of  which  a  faithful  narration  is  given  in  the 
last  chapter. 

^  Come  in,  can't  you  I "  cried  a  voioe  from  behind 
the  partition,  ia  reply  to  Mr.  Pickwick's  gentle  tap 
at  the  door.  And  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Sam  entered  ac- 
cordingly* 

'*Mr.  Dodson  or  Mr.  Fogg  at  home,  sir?"  inqoired 
,Mi^  Pickwick,  geatly  advancing,  hat  in  hand,  towards 
the  partition. 

^  Mr.  BoddOD  a'n*t  at  home,  and  Mr.  Fogg's  particu- 
larly engaged^"  replied  the  voice ;  and  at  the  same  time 
the  head  to  which  the  voice  belongec^  with  a  pen  behind 
its  ear^  looked  over  the  partition,  and  at  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

It  was  a  ragged  head^  the  sandy  hair  of  which,  scrupo- 
iously  parted  on  one  side,  and  flattened  down  with  pomar 
tam,  was  twisted  into  little  semicircular  tails  round  a  flat 
face  ornamented  with  a  pair  of  small  eyes,  and  garnished 
with  a  very  dirty  shint  ooUar,  and  a  rusty  black  stook* 

"  Mr.  Dodgon  a'n't  at  home,  and  Mr.  Fogg's  partieu^ 
larly  engaged,"  said  the  man  to  whom  the  head  ba^ 
longed. 

"  When  will  Mr.  Podson  be  back,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

«  Ckn't  say." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


104  POSTHUMOUS  PAPEBS  OF 

<^WiU  it  be  long  before  Mr.  Fogg  is  disoigBge^ 
Bir?'* 

«  Don't  know." 

Here  the  man  proceeded  to  mend  his  pen  with  great 
deliberation,  while  anodier  clerk,  who  was  mixing  a 
Seidlitz  powder,  under  cover  of  the  lid  of  his  desk« 
laughed  approvingly. 

« I  thmk  rU  wait,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  There  was 
no  replj ;  so  Mr.  Pickwick  sat  down  unbidden,  and  lis- 
tened to  the  loud  ticking  of  the  clock  and  the  murmured 
conversation  of  the  cleiiu. 

^  That  was  a  game,  wasn't  it  ?  "  said  one  of  the  gen- 
tlemen, in  a  brown  coat  and  brass  buttons,  inky  drabe, 
and  bluchers,  at  the  conclusion  of  some  inaudible  relation 
i)i  hb  previous  evening's  adventures. 

^Devilish  good — devilish  good,"  said  the  Seidlitx- 
powder  man. 

^Tom  Cummins  was  in  the  chair,"  said  the  man  with 
the  brown  coat;  ''it  was  half-past  four  when  I  got  to 
Somers  Town,  and  then  I  was  so  uncommon  lushy  that 
I  couldn't  find  the  place  where  the  latch-key  went  in, 
and  was  obliged  to  knock  up  the  old  'ooman.  I  say,  I 
wonder  what  old  Fogg  'ud  say,  if  he  knew  it  I  should 
get  the  sack,  I  s'pose  —  eh  ?  " 

At  this  humorous  notion,  all  the  cleiks  laughed  in 
concert 

**  There  was  such  a  game  with  Fogg  here,  this  mom- 
in',"  said  the  man  in  the  brown  coat,  ^  while  Jack  was 
op- stairs  sorting  the  papers,  and  you  two  were  gone  to 
the  stamp-office.  Fogg  was  down  here,  opening  the  let- 
ters, when  that  chap  as  we  issued  the  writ  against  at 
Camberwell,  you  know,  came  in  —  what's  his  name 
again  ?" 
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^Ramsej,"  said  the  derk  who  had  spokra  to  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

*'Ah,  Ramsej  —  a  precious  seedy-looking  customer. 
Well,  sir,'  says  old  Fogg,  looking  at  him  very  fierce — 
you  know  his  way  — '  well,  or,  have  you  come  to  set- 
tle ?'  'Yes,  I  have,  sir,'  said  Ramsey,  putting  his  hand 
in  his  pocket,  and  bringing  out  the  money,  '  the  debt's 
two  pound  ten,  and  the  costs  three  pound  ^YBy  and  here 
it  is,  sir ; '  and  he  sighed  like  bricks,  as  he  lugged  out 
the  money,  done  up  in  a  bit  of  blotting-paper.  Old  Fogg 
looked  first  at  the  money,  and  then  at  him,  and  then  he 
coughed  in  his  rum  way,  so  that  I  knew  something  was 
coming.  <Tou  don't  know  there's  a  declaration  filed, 
which  increases  the  costs  materially,  I  suppose?'  said 
Fogg.  '  You  don't  say  that,  sir,'  said  Ramsey,  starting 
back ;  '  the  time  was  only  out,  last  night,  sir.'  *  I  do  say 
it,  though,'  said  Fog^  '  my  clerk's  just  gone  to  file  it. 
Hasn't  Mr.  Jackson  gone  to  file  that  declaration  in  Bull- 
man  and  Ramsey,  Mr.  Wicks  ? '  Of  course  I  said  yes, 
and  then  Fo^  coughed  again,  and  looked  at  Ramsey. 
*  My  Gk)d  I '  said  Ramsey ;  *  and  here  have  I  nearly 
driven  myself  mad,  scraping  this  money  together,  and  all 
to  no  purpose.*  ^  None  at  all,'  said  Fo^  coolly ;  '  so 
you  had  better  go  back  and  scrape  some  more  together, 
and  bring  it  here  in  time.'  *  I  can't  get  it,  by  God,'  said 
Ramsey,  striking  the  desk  with  his  fist.  *  Don't  bully 
me,  sir,'  said  Fogg,  getting  into  a  passion  on  purpose. 
'  I  am  not  bullying  you,  sir,'  said  Ramsey.  '  You  are,' 
said  Fogg ;  *  get  out,  sir ;  get  out  of  this  office,  sir,  and 
come  back,  sir,  when  you  know  how  to  behave  yourself.' 
Well,  Ramsey  tried  to  speak,  but  Fogg  wouldn't  let  him, 
80  he  put  the  money  in  his  pocket,  and  sneaked  out 
The  door  was  scarcely  shut,   when  old  Fogg  turned 
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roHBd  to  me,  with  a  sweet  smile  on  his  faoe,  and  drew 
the  declaration  out  of  his  coat  pocket  *Here,  Widcs, 
says  Fogg,  ^  take  a  cab,  and  go  down  to  the  Temple  as 
quick  as  jou  can,  and  file  that  Hie  costs  are  quite  safe, 
for  he's  a  steady  man  with  a  large  family,  at  a  salary  gf 
ftve-and-twenty  shillings  a  week,  and  if  he  gives  us  a 
warrant  of  attorney,  as  he  must  in  the  end,  I  know  Iua 
employers  will  see  it  paid ;  so  we  may  as  well  get  all  we 
can  out  of  him,  Mr.  Wicks ;  it*s  a  Christian  act  to  do  it, 
Mr.  Wicks,  fbr  with  his  large  fkmily  and  small  income, 
he'll  be  all  the  better  for  a  good  lesson  against  getting 
into  debt,—  won*t  he,  Mr.  Widcs,  won^  he  ? *  —  and  he 
smiled  so  good-naturedly  as  he  went  away,  tha,t  it  was 
delightful  to  aee  him.  He  is  a  capital  man  of  business," 
Ettid  Wicks,  m  a  tone  of  the  deepest  admiratbn,  ^  cap- 
ital, isn't  he?** 

The  other  three  cordially  subscribed  to  this  opinion,  and 
the  anecdote  affiovded  the  most  unfimited  satisfaction. 

**  Nice  men  tliese  here,  sir,"  wlnspered  Mr.  Weller  to 
his  master ;  ^  wery  i^  noticm  of  f^  tfaey  has,  sir  * 

Mr.  Pickwick  nodded  assent,  and  coughed  to  attract 
Hie  at^ntion  oi  the  young  gentlemen  behind  the  parti- 
tion, who,  having  now  relaxed  their  minds  by  a  little 
eonrersation  among  themselres,  condescended  to  take 
some  notice  of  the  stranger. 

"I  wonder  whether  Fogg's  disengaged  now?'*  said 
Jackson. 

«  ril  see,"  said  Wicks,  dlsmountmg  leisurely  from  his 
fltool.    ^  What  name  shall  I  tell  Mr.  Fogg  ?  " 

**  Pickwick,"  replied  the  illustrious  subject  of  these 
memoirs. 

Mr.  Jackson  departed  up-staiiB  on  his  errand,  and  im- 
mediately returned  with  a  message  that  Mr.  Fogg  would 
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see  Mr.  Pickwick  in  fire  minutev ;  ftid  iuvring  dtM^ered 
it,  returned  again  to  his  desk. 

''WhtttdidheiajhisiMmewas?''  vUspcred  lirick& 

"^FidLwiak,"  lepUed  Jadnon;  '^it's  the  MendMit  in 
Bardell  and  Pickwick." 

A  MiddfiB  MTi^ingof  feet,  Miiiglwl  with  the  seund  of 
fliippmMed  IfghteTv  wm  heard  ftom  behlBd  the  parti* 
tien. 

^  They've  a tvig^'  of  70a,  sir,''  whisperedMr.  Wetter^ 

^'Twigging  cf  me,  Saml''  replied  Mr«  FidcwiA; 
tf  what  do  jott  Mean  by  twigging  me  F** 

Mr.  Wetter  replied  hy  pointing  with  his  thnmb  0ww 
his  shoulder,  and  Mr.  Pickwick,  on  lodcing  up^  beeane 
■eaoble  of  ihe  pleasfaig  £Mst,«faat  aM  ikm  four  nS^erkB^  with 
oitmteBMHxs  cKprca^vie  of  the  alniest  amusement,  and 
with  their  heads  thrust  over  the  wooden  screea,  were  mA> 
nutelj  inspecting  the  figure  and  general  appeearanoe  of  the 
iiqBpoeed  tiffler  wiik  female  iwarts,  and  distnrber  of  fitanale 
happiness.  On  his  looking  up,  the  row  of  heads  toddet»- 
\y  cUsappeared,  and  the  sound  of  pens  travdling  wX  a  f  u- 
HoBs  rate  over  paper,  immediately  suceeeded. 

A  sadde*  ring  at  tim  bett  whkh  hung  m  the  office, 
MBMBoned  Mv.  Jackfaon  to  tfie  afiaitnieai  of  Fogg,  ftom 
whence  he  came  baek  to  stf^  thiU  he  (F^gg)  was  ready 
to  see  Mr.  Pitkwick  if  ho  would  st^  upstairs. 

Up-stairs  Mr.  Pickwick  did  step  aeeofdrnf^jf  leoring 
fiam  Weller  below.  The  zoonk^door  of  the  enei-pair 
baek,  bote  iDoeribed  in  legible  dauBsters  the  imposing 
wetds^Mb  Fogg;**  and,  having  tapped  ttereat^  and 
been  deaiKd  to-come  in,  imdkMoa  odieved  Mr.  Pbkwick 
into  the  presence. 

^isMr.  DsiMtoia?''  rnqmced  ]^  Fbgg» 

^  Just  come  in,  sir,!*  ^^piksd  Jachswt 
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^  Ask  him  to  step  here.** 

"  Yes,  air."     Exit  Jackson. 

^ Take  a  seat,  sir,''  said  Fogg;  ^  there  is  the  piiper. 
AT ;  my  partner  will  be  here  directly,  and  we  oaa  con- 
verse about  this  matter,  sir." 

Mr.  Pickwick  took  a  seat  and  the  paper,  bnt  instead 
of  reading  the  latter,  peeped  over  the  top  of  it,  and  took 
a  sorvej  of  the  man  of  business,  who  was  an  elderly 
piBiply-fiioed,  yegetable-diet  sort  of  man,  in  a  blade 
coat,  daric  miscture  trousers,  and  small  Uadc  gaiters :  a 
kind  of  being  who  seemed  to  be  an  eeaential  part  of  the 
desk  at  which  he  was  writing,  and  to  haTe  as  mnch 
thought  or  sentiment 

After  a  few  minutes'  silence,  Mr.  Dodsott,  a  plnmp, 
portly,  stem4ooking  man,  with  a  loud  voice,  appeared ; 
and  the  conversation  commenced. 

<<  This  is  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Fogg. 

^Ah!  Tou  are  the  defendant,  sir,  in  Bardell  aad 
Pickwick?"  said  Dodson. 

"<  I  am,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Well,  sir,"  said  Dodson,  ^  and  what  do  jou  propose  ?  * 

^  Ah  I "  said  Fogg,  thmsdng  his  hands  into  his  trou- 
sers' pockets^  aatd  throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair, 
^  what  do  you  pn^>ose,  Mr.  Pickwick  ?  " 

^  Hush,  Fogg,"  said  Dodson,  ^  let  me  hear  wiiat  Mn 
Pickwick  has  to  say." 

^  I  came,  gentlemee^"  rqpHed  Mr.  Pickwick, — gasiog 
placidly  <m  the  two  partners^  — '^I  came  here,  gentle* 
men,  to  express  the  surprise  with  which  I  reomved  your 
lettor  of  the  other  day,  and  to  inquire  what  grounds  of 
action  you  can  have  against  me." 

^Grounds  of"  —  Fogg  had  ejaculated  thus  much, 
when  he  was  stoj^ied  by  Dodson. 
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^  Mr.  Fogg,**  said  Dodsoa,  ^  I  am  going  to  speak.*' 

^  I  beg  jour  pardon,  Mr.  Dodson,"  said  Fogg. 

^  For  ^  groimdd  of  adion,  sir,''  oontinaed  Dodaon, 
with  moral  elevation  in  his  air,  ^<  you  will  consult  yoor 
own  oonsdence  and  joar  own  feelings.  We,  sir,  we  an 
guided  entirely  bj  the  statement  of  oar  cUent  Tbal 
statement^  sir,  may  be  true,  or  it  may  be  false ;  it  may 
be  credible,  or  it  may  be  inerediUe ;  bvt,  if  it  be  tme^ 
and  if  it  be  credible,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say,  sir,  that  our 
groonds  of  action,  air,  are  stroi^,  and  not  to  be  shaken. 
Too  may  be  an  onfortaaate  man,  sir,  or  you  may  be  a 
designing  one ;  but  if  I  were  called  upon,  as  a  juryman 
upon  my  oath,  sir,  to  express  an  opinion  of  your  conduct, 
sir,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  assert  that  I  should  hare  but  one 
opinion  about  it."  Here  Dodson  drew  himself  up  with 
an  air  of  offanded  virtae,  and  looked  at  Fo^,  who  thrust 
bis  hands  farther  in  his  pockets,  and  nodding  his  head 
sagely,  said,  in  a  tone  of  the  fullest  concurrence,  ^  Most 
certainly." 

^  Well,  sir,"  aaid  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  considerable  pain 
depicted  in  his  countenance,  ^  you  will  permit  me  to  as- 
sure you,  that  I  am  a  most  unfortunate  man,  so  fiur  as 
this  ease  is  coDeemed." 

^I  hope  you  are,  sir,"  replied  Dodson ;  ^I  trust  yoo 
may  be,  sir.  If  you  are  really  innocent  of  what  is  laid 
to  your  charge,  you  are  more  unfortunate  than  I  had  be- 
hered  any  amn  cocdd  possibly  be.  What  do  ytm  say, 
Mr.  Fogg?" 

*^  I  say  predaely  what  you  say,"  replied  Fogg,  with  a 
mule  oi  incredulity. 

^The  writ,  sir,  which  commences  the  action,"  oontin- 
aed Dodson,  ^  was  issued  regulariy.  Mr.  Fogg,  where 
it  the  pracipe  book  ?  " 
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"^TUm  H  iA,**  mid  Fdg|r,  hflMlfaig  ohw  a  cqaflre  1k)ok, 
with  a  paydHnent  ooTer. 

^H^re  is  die  entry,*'  regomed  DoiboK.  ^^Ifiidle- 
gex,  Capias  Martha  BcardeU,  tridaWj  ▼.  Samuel  jPii^bwiik, 
Bama^  £1500.  Dodson  sad  F«gg  for  die  pkaDtifi; 
▲agi  28,  1830/  All  regviav,  siri  pedeedyw"  Dodno 
opDghM  aii4  looked  at  Fogg,  wha  said  .<"  Porfeodf/'  aftu. 
And  then  they  Mb  loolwd  al  Mii  Fi^nadLi 

^  I  amur  uaderstand,  th^n/'  aaid  Ilfo*  Pkdiwitit,  <^tiial 
it  reidff  is  yoor  iatemian  to  proeoed  witk  thia  aotkm  ?** 

^  Undarstand,  sir  f<^  tint  ywi  CBrteiBlj  may,''  vepliad 
IMson,  wkh  something  as  near  a  smile  as  hia  inqportanea 
would  aHow. 

^  And  diai  die  damagas  af«  aetaaUy  laid  at  Meaii  him* 
dved  poands  ?"*  said  Mr.  Piokwidc 

^  'Po-  iHiidi  understancfoig  yoa  any  add  my  aaBmaaosy 
Amt  if  we  oottkl  have  prevailed  upon  odr  cUent^  tbey 
UrooM  have  heen  laid  at  trcA)Aa  the  amooat,  sir ;''  rsplisd 
Dodson. 

^  I  betteve  Mrs.  Bardett  spedfdiy  said,  howeiteif  ob- 
8^^^^  ^ogg,  glancing  at  Dodna^  ^thal  ske  wdald  aoi 
Mmptomisa  for  a  fothing  lesa^^ 

<^  Unquestionably ,"  replied  Dodsan,  stenily.  Faff  tha 
aetfioa  was  only  jast  began ;  and  k  wouUbH  have  done 
to  let  Mr.  PidLWiek  osmproanse  k  then,  even  M  ha  had 
been  s*  disposed* 

^  As  fott  oibt  ao  terms,  dsp^^  paM  Bodsn,  ^hqriag 
a  klip  of  parchment  in  his  right  hand,  and  afiectiDttitaly 
preishig  a  fofcr  copy  pf  it  on  Ifr.  PMcwiek  witll  his 
left,  ^  I  had  better  serve  you  with  a  copy  o£  this  writ^ 
sit*.    Here  is  die  drigiaal,  siiv^ 

^  Very  well,  gendemen,  veiy  wefi/'  said  Miu  Pisbwiri^ 
rising  in  person  and  wrath  at  the  same  time ;  ^  you  shnU 
hear  fnHn  my  solicitor,  gentlemen." 
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"*  We  ihall  be  reary  hajpjpf  to  4k  m^"  aM  Fogg,  ttih* 
bi&ghia  famds* 

**  Very,**  said  Dedseti,  openng  die  door« 

^  And  be&re  I  go,  gentlemeoy"  said  the  excited  Mr* 
Pickwick,  turning  round  on  the  landing,  ^  permit  me  to 
8«f,tl»tof  all  tbedkgraceful  and  sascallj  prooeedingf  ^— - 

^  Stay,  nr,  staj^"  iBterposed  Dodaon,  with  great  polite*- 
ness.    ^'Mr.^ckMml  B&k  Wiokar 
.  *^  Snr,"  said  the  two  ckt ks,  appearing  at  the  bottom  at 
the  stain. 

:  ^  I  merely  want  you  to  hear  what  tins  geBtkmaneaya," 
replied  Dodaon.  ^  Pnay  go  cm,  sir-^diagmoeM  aad  raip 
clitty  prooeedingsy I  think  yoii  taid?** 

''Idid,'' said  Mr.  Pi€kwid^  thorou^blj  iCNiaed*  T 
eiadf  air^  that  of  all  the  diigra^iefbl  and  raaodlly  proeeedp 
ings  that  ever  wem  attempted,  this  is  the  moat  ao^  I 
i>q>eat  it)  ab»^ 

^  Yaa  hMT  tha^  Mr,  Wi^km?"  said  Doteo». 

"^Tott  won't  forget  these  expi^eBabtii^ Mr«  Jaeksen?'^ 
said  Fogg. 

^  Perhaps  you  trodd  like  to  eall  us  awindkra^  aiiv''  said 
Dodsom  ''PrajdQi»&ir,tr  yoa  feel  dispoeed^ilow  pray 
do,  sir." 

"^  I  do,''  aaid  Mk*.  I^^^Lwitk.    <<  Toa  sr^  twlndleta.'' 

**  Very  good,"  said  Dodsoa.  *  Ton  can  hear  down 
there,  I  hope,  Mr  WieksF*' 

**<Mi  yes,  rir,"  said  Wioks. 

^  Ton  had  better  come  up  a  stop  or  two  higher,  if  jroii 
can't,"  added  Mr.  Fogg.  <<Go  oft,  air ;  do  go  on.  Yoai 
had  better  oaU  as  tluev^ea,  air ;  or  perhaps  you  wOfuld  like 
to  aaaault  oae  of  as.  Pray  do  it,  sir,  if  you  would ;  wO; 
wiU  not  make  the  smallsat  nsiataaee.    Ptay  do  it»  sSr*^ 

.As  Ffligg  pat  hhnself  very  tenqttinf^y  within  the  seaflk/ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


112  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

of  Mr.  PidLwick'8  denohed  fist,  there  is  little  doubt  that 
that  gentleman  would  have  complied  with  his  earnest  en- 
treaty, but  for  the  interposition  of  Sam,  who,  hearing  the 
dispute,  emerged  from  the  office,  mounted  the  stairs,  and 
seized  his  master  bj  the  arm. 

^  Tou  just  come  avaj,"  said  Mr.  Welier.  ^  Battle* 
dore  and  shuttlecock's  a  wery  good  game,  yhen  you  aVt 
the  shuttlecock  and  two  lawyers  the  battledores,  in  wicb 
case  it  gets  too  exdtin'  to  be  pleasant  Come  avay,  sir. 
If  you  want  to  ease  your  mind  by  blowing  up  somebody, 
come  out  into  the  court  and  blow  up  me ;  bat  it's  raythei 
too  expensiye  work  to  be  carried  on  here." 

And  without  the  slightest  ceremony,  Mr.  Welier  hauled 
his  master  down  the  stairs,  and  down  liie  court,  and  hav- 
ing safely  deposited  him  in  ComfaiU,  fell  behind,  prepared 
to  follow  whithersoever  he  should  lead. 

Mr.  Pickwick  walked  on  abstractedly,  crossed  opposite 
the  Mansion  House,  and  bent  his  steps  up  Gheapeide. 
Sam  began  to.  wonder  where  they  were  going,  when  his 
master  turned  round,  and  said : 

"^  Sam,  I  win  go  inmiediately  to  Mr.  Pericer^s.** 

^  That's  just  exactly  the  wery  plaee  vere  you  ou^ 
to  have  gone  last  night,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Welier. 

^  I  think  it  is,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwidi. 

« I  know  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Welier. 

«  Well,  well,  Sam,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  **  we  will  go 
there  at  once  ;  but  first,  as  I  have  been  rather  ruffled,  I 
should  like  a  glass  of  brandy  and  water  warm,  Sam. 
Where  can  I  have  it,  Sam  ?  " 

Mr.  Weller's  knowledge  of  London  was  extensive  aiid 
peculiar.    He  replied,  without  the  slightest  consideration : 

^  Second  court  on  the  right-hand  side  — -  last  house  but 
yun  on  the  same  side  the  vay  — take  the  box  as  stands 
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In  the  first  firepkoe,  'cos  there  a'n't  no  leg  in  the  middle 
o'  Uie  table,  wich  all  the  others  has,  and  it's  weiy  incon- 
wenient** 

Mr.  Pickwick  observed  his  valet's  directions  implicitly, 
and  bidding  Sam  follow  him,  entered  the  tavern  he  had 
pcnnted  out,  where  the  hot  brandy  and  water  was  speed- 
ily placed  before  him  ;  while  Mr.  Weller,  seated  at  a  re- 
spectful distance,  though  at  the  same  table  with  his  mas- 
ter, was  accommodated  with  a  pint  of  porter. 

The  room  was  one  of  a  very  homely  description,  and 
was  apparently  under  the  especial  patronage  of  stage 
coachmen :  for  several  gentlemen,  who  had  all  the  ap- 
pearance of  belonging  to  that  learned  profession,  were 
drinking  and  smoking  in  the  different  boxes.  Among  the 
number  was  one  stout,  red-faced,  elderly  man  in  partica- 
lar,  seated  in  an  opposite  box,  who  attracted  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's attention.  The  stout  man  was  smoking  widi  great 
vehemence,  but  between  every  half-doaen  pufi^,  he  took 
his  pipe  from  his  mouth,  and  looked  first  at  Mr.  Weller 
and  then  at  Mr.  Pickwick.  Then,  he  would  bury  in  a 
quart-pot  as  much  of  his  coontenance  as  the  dimensions 
of  the  quart-pot  admitted  of  its  receiving,  and  take  an- 
other \o(3k  at  Sam  and  Mr.  Pickwick.  Then  he  would 
take  another  half-dozen  puffs  with  an  air  of  proibund 
meditation,  and  look  at  them  again.  At  last  the  stout 
man,  putting  up  his  legs  on  the  seat,  and  leaning  his  back 
against  the  wall,  began  to  puff  at  his  pipe  without  leaving 
off  at  all,  and  to  stare  throng  the  smoke  at  the  new  com- 
ers, as  if  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  see  the  moat  he 
could  of  them. 

At  first  the  evolutions  of  the  stout  man  had  escaped 
Mr.  Welter's  observation,  but  by  degreeS)  as  he  saw  Mr. 
Pidcwick's  eyes  every  now  and  then  turning  towards  him, 
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he  began  to  gaze  in  the  same  directloAt  al  the  sasie  time  • 
shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand^  as  if  he  partially  recoct 
nized  the  object  before  him,  and  wished  to  make  quite 
sure  of  its  identity.  His  doubts  were  speedily  di^elled, 
howey^ ;  for  the  stout  man  having  blown  a  thick  dond 
from  his  pipe,  a  hoarse  yoioe,  like  some  strange  efibrt  of 
ventriloquism,  emei^ged  from  beneath  the  capacious  shawls 
which  muflled  his  throat  and  chest,  and  sbwly  uttered 
these  sounds  —  "  Wy,  Sammy ! " 

""  Who's  that,  Sam  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwiok. 

''  Why,  I  wouldn't  ha'  beUeved  it,  ur,"  repUed  Mr. 
Weller,  With  astonished  eyes.    **  Itfs  the  old  W." 

"^  Old  one,"  said  Mr.  PickwicL    "  What  old  one  ?  " 

^  My  &ti&er,  nr,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  ^  How  are  you, 
my  ancient  ?  "  With  which  beautifiil  ebullition  of  filiid 
affsction,  Mr.  Weller  made  room  on  the  seat  beside  him 
for  the  stout  man,  who  advanced,  pipe  in  mouth  and  pot 
in  hand,  to  greet  him. 

*  Wy,  Sammy,"  said  the  father,  <<  I  ha'n't  seen  you  for 
t«ro  year  and  better." 

^Nor  more  you  have,oU  codger,"  re^ed  the  son* 
"^  How's  motiber^in-Jaw  ?  " 

<"  Wy,  ru  teU  you  what,  Sammy,"  aaid  Mr.  Weller, 
flMior,  with  muoh  solemnity  in  his  mamier ;  '^  there  never 
WAS  a  nicer  woman  as  a  widder  than  that  'ere  second 
Wentur  o'  mine — a  sweet  creetur  she  was,  Sammy  ;  all 
I  can  say  on  her  now  is,  that  as  she  was  such  an  uncom- 
mon pleasant  widder,  if  s  a  great  pity  she  ever  changed 
her  oon-dition.    She  don't  act  as  a  vife,  Sammy." 

"  Don't  she,  though?  "  inquired  Mr.  Weller,  junior. 

The  elder  Mr.  Weller  shook  his  head,  as  he  replied 
with  a  si^  '^  Fye  done  it  once  too  often,  Sammy  (  Tve 
done  il  oooe  too  often*    Take  example  by  your  fatheri 
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my  hojy  owl  be  wery  CKreAd  o'  widdera  all  yodr  Hl^  spe- 
ciallj  if  they've  kept  a  jrablio^hoiise,  Sammj.'*  Haring 
delivered  thb  parental  advice  witk  great  patbos,  Mr. 
Weller  Beniw  refilled  hit  pip6  from  a  tin  box  he  carried 
bi  his  pocket;  and  lighting  bis  fresh  pipe  fix)in  the 
tx^bel^  of  the  eld  on%  ooamenoed  smokiag  at  a  great  rate. 

^  Beg  jonr  pardon,  sir,"  he  saii,  rcbewiiag  the  sabjool^ 
and  addff^ssing  Mr.  Piobwiek,  after  a  eensidenifole  pause, 
^  nothin'  personal,  I  hope,  sir ;  I  hope  jou  haVt  got  t 
iridier,  gir.*^ 

^HhtV  repMed  Mr.  Pickwick,  lao^^g;  and  whik 
Mr.  Pickwick  laughed,  Sam  WeUer  informed  hk  parent 
in  a  whisper,  of  the  relation  inwUch  he  Blood  towards 
that  gent^man. 

^  Beg  70«r  paxdon,  sir,''  mid  Mr.  Welkr,  senior^  tak- 
ing off  hie  hat,  ^I  hope  youVe  bo  ieudt  lo  find  with 
8ammj,  sir." 

^  None  wkatefer,"*  said  Mr.  PickwUdc 

^  Werj  glad  to  hear  it,  dr,"  xepUed  the  old  mani  <<I 
took  a  good  deal  o'  pains  wilii  hk  eddki8tk>n,  sir)  let 
him  run  in  the  streets  wiieB  he  was  wety  joong,  and 
idiift  Ibr  his-sdt  II^  the  otlj  way  to  make  a  boy 
sharp,  siri" 

^  Bather  adangeroos  pioeese,  I  should  mai^mitf  said 
Mr.  Pickwick,  with  a  smile. 

*  And  not  a  w«y  enre  one,  BOlhert^  added  Mr«  Wel- 
kdr ;  ^  I  got  neglarfy  done  the  othar  day.^ 

^Mol'saidthefiidier. 

^Idid^''saidthBsoQ;'andlM  pioeeeded  to  relate  m 
aafew  wovds  as  poeiiUe,  how  he  had  fidlen  a  ready  dupe 
to  the  stratagems  of  Job  Trotter. 

Mr.  Weller  senior  list^ied  to  ths  tale  with  tiM  most 
pi«^oaiid  attentioii,  and,  at  its  tenmnatiaiiy  said— *- 
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^  Wom't  one  o*  these  chape  slim  and  tall,  with  long 
hair,  and  the  gift  o*  the  gab  weij  gallopin'  ?  " 

Mr.  Pickwick  did  not  quite  understand  the  last  item 
of  description,  but,  omnpr^ending  the  first,  said  ^  Tes,** 
at  a  venture. 

'^T'other's  a  bbick*haired  chap  in  mulberry  livetj, 
with  a  wery  large  head?  " 

^  Yes,  yesy  he  is,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Sam,  with 
great  earnestness. 

^  Then  I  know  where  they  are,  and  thaf  s  all  about 
it,**  said  Mr.  Weller ;  ^  they're  at  Ipswich,  safe  enough, 
them  two." 

**  No  I"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

«  Fact,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  "  and  Til  tell  you  how  I 
know  it.  I  work  an  Ipswioh  ooach  now  and  then  for  a 
fi*iend  o'  mine.  I  worked  down  the  wery  day  arter  the 
night  as  you  caught  the  rheumatiz,  and  at  the  BladL 
Boy  at  Chelmsford  —  the  wery  place  they'd  come  to  — 
I  took  'em  up,  right  tlirough  to  Ipswich,  where  the  man 
servant — him  in  the  mulberries  —  told  me  they  was  a 
goin'  to  put  up  for  a  long  time." 

^  m  follow  him,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick ;  **  we  may  as 
well  see  Ipswich  as  any  other  place.    FU  foUow  him." 

**  Toa're  quite  certain  it  was  them,  governor  ?"  in- 
quired Mr.  Weller,  junior. 

**  Quite,  Sammy,  quite,"  replied  his  fiftther,  ^  for  their 
appearance  is  wery  sing'ler ;  besides  that  'ere,  I  wondered 
to  see  the  gen'l'm'n  so  formiliar  with  his  servant ;  and, 
more  than  that,  as  they  sat  in  fix>nt,  right  behind  the  box, 
I  heerd  'em  laughing,  and  saying  how  they'd  done  iM 
Fireworks." 

"  Old  who?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

'*  Old  Fireworks,  sir,  by  which,  Pve  no  doubt,  (hey 
meant  you,  sir." 
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There  is  nothing  poaitiTety  vile  or  atrodocis  in  the  ap- 
pellation of  "  old  Fireworks,''  but  still  it  is  bj  no  means 
a  respectful  or  flattering  designation.  The  reeoUectioo 
of  all  the  wrongs  he  had  sustained  at  Jingle's  hands,  had 
crowded  on  Mr.  Pickwick's  mind,  the  moment  Mr.  Wel- 
ler  began  to  speak :  it  wanted  but  a  feather  to  torn  the 
•eale,  and  ^old  Firewofks  "  did  it 

<<ni  Mow  him,"  said  Mr.  Pickwidc,  with  an  emphalic 
blow  on  the  table. 

^  I  shall  woric  down  to  Ipswich  the  daj  arter  to-mop> 
row,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller  the  elder,  ^  from  the  Bull  in 
Whitechapel;  and  if  jou  really  mean  go,  ^700'd  better 
go  with  me." 

•*  So  we  had,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick ;  **  very  troe;  1  can 
write  to  Bury,  and  tell  them  to  meet  me  at  Ipswich.  Wte 
will  go  with  you.  But  don't  hurry  away,  Mr.  Wdler  j 
won't  you  take  anything?" 

*  You're  weiy  good,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  W.,  stopping 
short  —  ^perhaps  a  small  glass  of  brandy  to  drink  your 
Irealth,  and  success  to  Sammy,  sir,  wouldn't  be  amiss." 

^  Certainly  not,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  A  glass  of 
brandy  here!"  The  brandy  was  brought:  wad  Mr. 
WeUer,  after  pulling  his  hair  to  Mr.  Piokwidi,  and  nod- 
ding to  Sam,  jerked  it  down  his  ciqpacions  throat  as  if  it 
had  been  a  small  ^imble-fhlL 

"^  Wen  done,  ikth^,"  said  Sam,  "^tdke  care,  old  feUow, 
or  yoall  hare  a  touch  of  your  old  complaint,  the  gout." 

"  I've  found  a  sov'rYn  cure  for  that,  Sammy,"  replied 
Mr.  Weller,  setting  down  the  glass. 

'^  A  soTereign  cure  for  the  gout,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
hastily  producing  his  note-book,  ^  what  is  it?" 

**The  gout,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  «the  gout  is  a 
complaint  as  arises  from  too  much  ease  and  comfort    If 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


118  POSTHUMOUS  FAPEB8  OF 

erer  you're  atiadcad  with  the  goat,  or,  jkt  joa  many  a 
widder  as  has  got  a  good  lond  woice,  -with  a  decent  no* 
tion  of  nain'  it,  and  joa'll  neyer  ba^e  like  gout  agin.  It*! 
a  capital  prescriptioii,  air.  I  taikei  it  reg^lar^  and  I  can 
warrant  it  to  dnFe  aiway  any  ilfaieM  at  is  oauaed  bj  too 
much  jollity/'  Bsmng  in^arted  thia  valuable  aecreti 
Mr.  Weller  drained  his  ^^aas  ooee  mere,  produced  a  \a^ 
boved  winkt  sighed  deeply,  aad  slowfy  letired* 

'<  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  what  your  father  says* 
Sam  ?  **  vaqphei  Mr.  Pidiwiek,  mlh  a  smila. 

«11imk,  airl"  repfi^  Mr.  WeUer;  "why,  I  think 
he's  the  wictim  e'  eoonubiality,  aa  Blue  Beard's  domes- 
tic chaplain  said,  with  a  tear  of  pity,  Ten  he  buried  him." 

T&ere  was  na  replying  to  this  very  apposite  eonelu- 
sloo,  and,  therefore,  Mr#  Pidnrick,  efter  settUng  the 
reckoniiig,  resumed  hie  walk  to  Gray's  Inn.  By  the 
time  he  reached  its  secluded  groves,  however,  eight 
o'ekMdi:  had  struck,  and  the  unbroken  stream  of  g«inile- 
men  in  moddy  hi^-lows,  soUed  white  hata,  and  maty 
apparel,  who  were  pouritig  towards  the  different  avenues 
of  ^ress,  warned  him  that  the  miO<)^^7  o'  ^^  offices 
bed  doaed  for  that  day. 

After  dimbigg  iftre  pairs  of  steep  and  dirty  stain,  ht 
fbtmd  \m  atitieipflUie«e  were  lealiaed*  Miv  Periceifii 
"outer  door"  was  closed ;  and  Ihe  dead  silence  which 
Mlowed  Mr.  Wellsr's  repeatnd  kidca  thereat,  amKMmeed 
that  the  officials  had  retired  from  business  far  the  sight 

"  This  is  pleasant,  Slun,''  said  Mr.  Pickwiek  i  <"  I 
shouldn't  lose  an  hour  in  seeing  him ;  I  shall  Bdi  be  aUe 
to  get  one  wink  of  sleep  tondght,  I  knowi  nnleea  I  have 
the  satisfaction  of  loflectitig  that  I  have  odnAded  thii 
matter  to  a  professional  man." 

^  Here's  an  eid  'oeman  oenin'  vp-stain»  sir/'  rqptted 
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Mr.  Weller ;  ^  pVape  she  knows  iriwre  we  can  find  some* 
body.    Hallo,  old  ladj,  vem's  Mr.  Perkei^s  people  ?** 

^  Mr.  Perker's  people,*  said  a  thin,  mi9erable-kx>king 
old  woman,  stopping  to  recover  breath  afler  the  ascent  of 
the  staircase,  ^  Mr.  Porker's  peof^'s  gone,  and  Vm  a 
gdn'  to  do  the  offloe  oat** 

**  Are  7011  Mr.  Perker^s  servant  ?  **  inquived  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

^  I  am  Mr.  Perkev^s  laMBdress,"  replied  the  old  wo- 
man. 

**  Ah,''  Mid  Mr.  Pickwick,  half  aside  to  Sam,  ''xt's  a 
carious  etrcomstance,  Sam,  that  diej  call  the  old  women 
10  these  imM,  laundresses.    I  wmider  what  that's  fo/r.** 

^'Oos  they  has  a  mortid  arwierslMi  to  washing  anj« 
tUfl^,  I  suppose,  sir,"  r^tied  Mr.  Weller. 

«  I  fi^oaldn't  lironder,''  said  Mr.  PidLwick,  k>oking  at 
Ihe  M  woman,  whose  appearanoe  as  well  as  the  coodi-^ 
lion  of  the  office,  which  she  had  bj  this  time  opened,  in* 
dicated  a  rooted  antipathy  to  the  application  of  soap  and 
water;  ^do  you  know  wbeve  I  can  find  Mr.  Porker,  my 
good  woman?^ 

^  No,  I  don't,"  replied  the  oU  woman,  gniffly ;  ''ke'a 
oat  &  town  now.** 

"^  That*  s  mii£[irtmurte,''said  Ms.  Pickwick;  <<  wfaeMV  his 
derk  —do  you  know  ?" 

*^  Tes,  I  know  where  he  is,  bat  he  wooIdnH  thank  me 
ibr  telling  yon,"  replied  the  laondress. 

^I  haye  Tery  particokr  business  with  him,"  said 
Mr.  Pickwkk. 

^Won*t  it  do  in  the  morning?"  said  the  woman. 

«  Not  so  well,"  replied  Mr.  Piekwic*.. 

<<  Well,"  said  the  old  woman,  ^'if  it  was  anything  very 
fftrtioalar,  I  was  to  say  where  he  was,  so  I  suppose 
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there's  no  harm  in  telling.  If  you  just  go  to  the  Magpie 
and  Stump,  and  ask  at  the  bar  for  Mr.  Lowten,  thej'U 
show  jou  in  to  him,  and  he's  Mr.  Perker*s  clerk." 

With  this  direction,  and  having  been  furthermore  in« 
formed  that  the  hostelry  in  question  was  situated  in  a 
court,  happy  in  the  double  advantage  of  being  in  the  vi- 
cinity of  Clare  Market,  and  closely  approximating  to  the 
back  of  New  Inn,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Sam  descended  the 
rickety  staircase  in  safety,  and  issued  forth  in  quest  of 
the  Magpie  and  Stump. 

This  &vored  tavern,  sacred  to  th^  evening  orgies  of 
Mr.  Lowten  and  his  companions,  was  what  ordinary  peo- 
ple would  designate  a  public-house.  That  the  landlord 
was  a  man  of  a  money-making  turn,  was  sufficiently  tes- 
tified by  the  fact  of  a  small  bulkhead  beneath  the  ti4p- 
room  window,  in  size  and  shape  not  unlike  a  sedan-chair, 
being  underlet  to  a  mender  of  shoes  :  and  that  he  was  a 
being  of  a  philanthropic  mind,  was  evident  from  the  pro- 
tection he  afforded  to  a  pie-man,  who  vended  his  delica^ 
cies  without  fear  of  interruption,  on  the  very  doo]>6tep. 
In  the  lower  windows,  which  were  decorated  with  cur- 
tains of  a  saflron  hue,  dangled  two  or  three  printed  cards, 
bearing  reference  to  Devonshire  dder  and  Dantxie 
^ruce,  while  a  large  black  board,  announcing  in  white 
letters  to  an  enlightened  public,  that  there  were  500,000 
barrels  of  double  stout  in  the  cellars  of  the  establish- 
ment, left  the  mind  in  a  state  of  not  unpleasing  doubt 
and  uncertainty,  as  to  the  precise  direction  in  the  bowels 
of  the  earth,  in  which  this  mighty  cavern  might  be  sup- 
posed to  extend.  When  we  add,  that  the  weather-beaten 
sign-board  bore  the  half-obliterated  semblance  of  a  mag- 
pie intently  eying  a  crooked  streak  of  brown  paint, 
which  the  neighbors  had  been  tau^t  itom  in&noy  te 
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oonsider  as  the  ^  stump,"  we  have  said  aU  that  need  be 
said,  of  the  exterior  of  the  edifice. 

"  On  Mr.  Pickwick's  presenting  himself  at  the  bar,  an 
dderlj  female  emerged  from  behind  a  screen  thereini 
and  presented  herself  before  him. 

"Is  Mr.  Lowten  here,  ma'am?**  inquired  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

"  Yes  he  is,  sir,"  replied  the  landlady.  "  Here,  Chav- 
lej,  show  the  gentleman  in,  to  Mr.  Lowten.** 

*^  The  gen'l'm'n  can't  go  in,  just  now,"  said  a  shambling^ 
pot-boy,  with  a  red  head,  **^'cos  Mr.  Lowten's  a-singin'  a 
comic  song,  and  hell  put  him  out  Hell  be  done,  d'rect- 
ly  sir." 

The  red-headed  pot-boy  had  scarcely  finished  speak- 
ing, when  a  most  unanimous  hammering  of  tables,  and 
jingling  of  glasses,  announced  that  the  song  had  that 
instant  terminated;  and  Mr.  Pickwick,  after  desiring 
Sam  to  solace  himself  in  the  tap,  sufiered  himself  to  be 
conducted  into  the  presence  of  Mr.  Lowten. 

At  the  announcement  of  "  gentleman  to  speak  to  you, 
sir,"  a  puffy-faced  young  man  who  filled  the  chair  at  the 
head  of  the  table,  looked  with  some  surprise  in  the  di- 
rection from  whence  the  voice  proceeded :  and  the  sur- 
prise seemed  to  be  by  no  means  diminished,  when  his 
eyes  rested  on  an  indiyidnal  whom  he  had  never  seen 
before. 

"  I  beg  your  pardcm,  sir,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  aud  I 
am  very  sorry  to  disturb  the  other  gentlemen,  too,  but  1 
come  on  very  particular  business;  aodliif  you  will  suffer 
me  to  detain  you  at  this  end  of  the  r6om  for  five  minutes, 
I  shall  be  very  much  obliged  to  yoo.** 

The  puffy-faoed  young  man  rose,  and  drawing  a  chair 
dose  to  Mr.  Piftkwick  in  an  obecnre  comer  of  the  room, 
listened  attentively  to  his  tale  of  woe. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


122  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

«AV'  be  said,  when  Mr.  Pickwick  htd  condaded, 
^'Dodson  and  Fogg — sharp  pracdoe  tkein  —  eapitml 
men  of  badness,  Dodaon  and  Fogg,  sir." 

Mr.  Pi^wick  adnutted  tbe  sharp  practice  cf  Dodaon 
and  Fogg,  and  Lowten  resumed. 

*•  P^iter  a'n't  in  town,  and  he  wont  be  neither,  before 
Ihe  end  of  next  week;  but  if  you  want  the  action  dc- 
iended,  and  will  leaye  the  copy  with  me,  I  can  do  all 
that's  needful  till  he  comes  back.*' 

^  ^  That's  exactly  what  I  came  here  for,"  said  Mr.  Rck- 
wick,  handing  oyer  die  document  '^  If  anything  par- 
ticolar  occurs,  you  can  write  to  me  aft  the  post-office,  Ips- 
wich." 

<^Thaf8  a&  right,"  relied  Mr.  Peiker^s  eLerk;  and 
tben  seemg  Mr.  PidLWidc'e  eye  wandering  cnrioualy 
towards  the  table,  he  added,  '^  Will  you  join  us,  for  half- 
an*hoiir  or  so  ?  We  are  capital  company  here  txM&i^bit. 
There's  Samkin  and  Green's  numaging^derk,  and  Smilh- 
ers  and  Price's  chancery,  and  Pimkin  and  Thomas's  out 
o*  door  -^  sings  a  a^tal  song,  h&  does — and  Jack  Bam- 
ber,  and  ever  so  many  more.  Tou're  orane  out  of  tiie 
country,  I  suppose.     Would  you  like  to  join  us  ?  " 

Mr.  Pickwidk  coukl  not  resist  so  tempting  an  q>por 
tnnity  of  studying  human  nature.  He  suffered  himself 
to  be  led  to  the  table,  where,  after  havii^  been  intro- 
duced to  the  company  in  due  form,  he  was  accommodated 
*  with  a  seat  near  the  chaiiman,  and  called  for  a  glass  of 
his  iaTorite  beverage. 

A  jurafoamd  dlenee,  quite  contrary  to  Mr.*  Pidcwii^'s 
oxpoctation,  sucoeeded. 

'^  Y  )u  don't  find  tins  sort  of  thing  disagreeaUe,  I  hope, 
drF"  said  hb  right  hand  neighbor,  a  gentleman  in  a 
cheeked  shirt,  and  Mosaic  stud%  witb'a  dgar  m  hit 
mouth. 
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«<Noi  ki  ike  Inttt,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  «<I  like  il 
9mtj  B«oh,  akhougk  I  am  no  tmobtr  wsyseHJ* 

^  I  thovld  be  yeiy  eortj  ta  svf  I  watn V  inlerpeeed 
aaodier  gentfeufcaa  on  tb*  efpodts  side  of  llie  table* 
« II^  board  «tid  kdging  tam^  it  anokoL^ 

Mr.  Pickwick  glanced  at  the  speaker,  and  dioaglil 
tfwt  tf  it  were  washing  «oo>  it  woald  be  all  the  better. 

Hero  there  was  anetfanr  paase.  Me.  Hckwick  woe  a 
IbEanger,  and  his  ooming  had  eyide&tty  oast  a  damp  opoD 
the  partDr. 

^  Mr.  QroiidT^  g^nng  to  oblige  the  eompanj  with  a 
song,*'  said  the  chairman. 

""No  he  a'nV  said  Mr.  Graady. 

<<  Whj  mot?"  said  the  chabnnaa. 

*^  Because  he  can V  mwL  Mr.  Qnmdy. 

^  Too  had  better  saj  he  won't,"  replied  the  chairman* 

''Well,. then,  he  wonV  letorted  Mr.  OnuMfy.  Mr. 
Grondj's  posittre  reftnal  to  gratify  the  ooaspany,  ooea* 
sioned  another  silence. 

"  Won't  anjbodj  enlif^en  wi ?"  said  Ibe  chairmaa  do* 
spondin^y. 

*'  Why  don't  joa  enfiTen  «8  yoimelf,  Mr.  Chaannan?" 
atid  a  jonng  man  with  a  whisker,  a  sqaiat,  and  an  open 
ahiii  eoUar  (dirty),  fimn  the  bottom  of  the  taUe. 

''Hear!  hearl"  said  the  smokiag  gfntteman  ia  the 
Mosaic  joweby. 

''  Beeavse  I  only  know  one  song,  and  I  have  snag  it 
akready,  and  ilfs  a  fine  of  *  glaases  sovnd'  to  sing*  the 
Mae  soBg  twise  in  a  Bight,"  repiiod  the  chaBntta& 

This  was  an  uaansweiable  reply,  and  sfleaoe  pre* 
railed  again. 

'^I  have  been  to-night,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Pi<^- 
wkk,  hoping  to  start  a  subject  which  all  the  company 
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couM  take  a  part  in  diaoossing,  ^  I  liaTe  been  to-night  in 
a  place  which  joa  all  know  rery  well,  doubtless,  b«t 
which  I  have  not  been  in  before,  for  some  years,  and 
know  very  litUe  of;  I  mean  Gray's  Inn,  gentkmeii. 
Gurions  little  nooks  in  a  great  place,  like  London,  these 
dd  inns  are." 

^  By  Jove,"  said  the  chairman,  whispering  across  the 
table  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  you  have  hit  upon  something 
that  one  of  as,  at  least,  would  talk  upon  forerer.  Toull 
draw  old  Jack  Bamber  out ;  he  was  never  heard  to  talk 
about  anything  else  but  the  Inns,  and  he  has  lired  alone 
in  them,  till  he's  half  crazy." 

The  individual  to  whom  Lowten  alluded,  was  a  little 
yellow  high-shouldered  man,  whose  countenance,  from 
his  habit  of  stooping  forward  when  silent,  Mr.  Pidkwick 
had  not  observed  before.  He  wondered  though,  when 
the  old  man  raised  Ms  shrivelled  face,  and  bent  his  gray 
^e  upon  him,  with  a  keen  inquiring  look,  that  such  re- 
markable features  could  have  escaped  his  attention  for  a 
moment  There  was  a  fixed  grim  smile  perpetually  on 
his  countenance;  he  leant  his  chin  on  a  long  skinny 
hand,  with  nails  of  extraordinary  length ;  and  as  he  in- 
clined his  head  to  one  side,  and  looked  keenly  out  from 
beneath  his  ragged  gray  eyebrows,  there  was  a  strange, 
wild  slyness  in  his  leer,  quite  repulsive  to  behold. 

This  was  the  figure  that  now  started  forward,  and 
burst  into  an  animated  torrent  of  words.  As  this  chap- 
ter has  been  a  kng  one  however,  and  as  the  old  man 
was  a  remarkable  personage,  it  will  be  more  respeetftil 
to  Mm,  and  more  convenient  to  ns,  to  let  Mm  speak  for 
himself  in  a  fresh  one. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

HI  WHICH  THE  OLD  MAN  LAUK0HV8  K>RTR  IHTO  HIS 
FATORITB  THBME,  AND  RKLATX8  A  STOUT  ABOUT 
A   QUBKR   OLIBNT. 

"Aha!"  said  the  old  man,  a  brief  description  of 
whose  manner  and  appearance  concluded  the  last  chap- 
ter.   **  Aha !  who  was  talking  about  the  Inns  ?  " 

** I  was,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick  —  "I  was  observ- 
ing what  singular  old  places  they  arci** 

^Taul**  said  the  old  man,  contemptnouslj,  **  What  do 
you  know  of  the  time  when  young  men  shut  themselves 
up  in  those  lonely  rooms,  and  read  and  read,  hour  after 
hour,  and  night  after  night,  till  their  reason  wandered 
beneath  their  midnight  studies ;  till  their  mental  powers 
were  exhausted;  till  rooming^s  light  brought  no  freshness 
or  health  to  them ;  and  they  sunk  beneath  the  unnatural 
devotion  of  their  youthfUl  energies  to  their  dry  old 
books  ?  Coming  down  to  a  later  time,  and  a  very  differ- 
ent day,  what  do  y&u  know  of  the  gradual  nnking  be- 
neath ccmsumption,  or  the  quick  wasting  of  fever  •:— the 
grand  results  of  '  life '  and  dissipation  —  which  men  have 
mdergone  in  those  same  rooms?  How  many  vain 
pleaders  kft  menT*,  do  you  think  have  turned  away 
beart-fflck  finom  the  lawyer^s  oflSce,  to  find  a  restiiig-place 
in  the  Thames,  or  a  refuge  in  the  jail  ?    They  are  no 
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ordinary  houses,  those.  There  is  not  a  panel  in  the  old 
wainscotting,  but  what,  if  it  were  endowed  with  the 
powers  of  speech  and  memory,  could  start  from  the  wall, 
and  tell  its  tale  of  horror  —  the  romance  of  life,  sir,  the 
romance  of  life  I  Commonplace  as  they  may  seem  now, 
I  tell  you  they  are  strange  old  places,  and  I  would  rather 
hear  many  a  legend  with  a  terrific  86unding  name,  than 
the  true  history  of  one  old  set  of  chambers.** 

Thai«  wM  «omethti^  so  odd  ia  the  old  cia»'«  soddtii 
eue;i^,  wsA  the  sulajeot  which  had  oaUed  it  br^f  that 
Mr.  Pickwick  was  prepared  with  no  obaervaition  in 
reply ;  and  the  old  man  checking  his  impetuosity,  and 
resuming  the  leca*,  which  had  disa^petu^  during  his 
previous  cxciteaacskt,  sidd : 

*^  Look  at  them  in  another  light :  their  most  eommon* 
pjace  and  leait  romantie.  What  ftne  places  of  sloit  tor- 
ture they  are !  Thiak  of  the  needy  man  who  has  speol 
JBs  aU,  i^eggarod  hiaiaelf  and  pinched  Us  friend^  to  enter 
the  profession,  whioh  will  n6T«r  yi^  him  a  norsel  of 
•bpead*  The  waiiuig  —  th^  hope —-the  disaf^ntment 
*— the  fear — the  misery*— the  povwty-^ the  blight  en 
^is  hopes,  and  end  to  his  eireer-^the  suicide  perhaps, 
or  the  shabby,  sUpsinQd  drOBkanU  Am  loot  rig^  about 
thfom?''  Atid  the  old  Man  raki>ed  his  haodsy  and  leered 
as  if  in  delight  at  hflving  found  another  point  of  view  in 
which  to  place  his  favorite  lubject 

Mr.  Piekiiack.ej)red  the  old  nan  wjth  gneat  curiosity, 
afid  the  vemain^er  of  the  oompany  smiled,  and  looked  ea 
iu  sOenee. 

^  Talk  of  yo«r  German  universities^''  said  the  little  «U 
mam  "  Pooh^  pooh  I  there's  romaoee  enoogii  at  hcMiie 
without goiag half  amik ibr it ;  only peofde nevo' think 
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*'  I  nerer  thwig^  of  ^ae  romance  of  this  particular 
tnbject  before,  eertaiiilj,^  said  Mr.  Pickwid:,  laugfaii^. 

'<To  be  sure  70a  didn't,"  said  the  little  old  man,  <'of 
oomrae  not  As  a  friend  of  nune  used  to  say  to  ma, 
*  What  is  there  in  chambers  in  particular  ?'  ^  Queer  old 
places,'  said  L  « Not  at  all,'  saadhe.  ^  Lonely,'  said  L 
^  Not  a  bit  of  it,'  said  he.  He  died  one  momtng  of  apo- 
plexy, as  he  was  going  to  open  hb  outer  door.  Fell  with 
his  head  in  his  own  letter-box,  and  there  he  lay  for 
eighteen  moate.  Everybody  thought  he'd  gone  out 
of  town.* 

<<  And  how  was  hefbund  al  last?"  inquired  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

*<The  bevcfaers  determined  to  have  his  door  broken 
open,  as  he  hadn't  paid  any  rent  for  two  yeaiB.  So  they 
did.  Forced  the  lock ;  and  a  reiy  dusty  skeleton  in  a 
bhie  coat,  blaok  knee-sfaarts,  and  silks,  feU  forward  in  the 
arms  of  the  porter  who  <^»ened  the  door.  Qaeerv  that 
Rather,  perhaps?"  The  little  old  man  put  his  head 
more  on  one  side,  and  mhbed  hie  hands  with  unspeak- 
able glee. 

"  I  know  another  cate,"  sud  the  litde  old  man,  when 
his  chuckled  had  in  some  degree  sabsided  —  ^  It  occurred 
hi  Cl^rd'l}  Inn.  Tenant  of  a  topset-^bad  character 
—shut  himself  up  in  his  bedroom  doeet,  and  took  a 
dose  of  arsenia  The  steward  thought  he  had  run  away ; 
opened  the  door,  and  put  a  bill  up.  Aaotiier  man  cami), 
took  the  chatnbers,  funmhed  them,  and  went  to  live 
there.  Somehow  or  other  he  couldnH  sleep -— always 
restless  and  uncomfortable.  ^Odd,'  says  he^  <  111  make 
the  other  room  my  bedchamber,  and  this  my  sitting- 
room.'  He  made  the  diange^  and  slept  rery  wall  at 
night,  but  sudd««Hy  found  that,  somehow,  he  ooidd»'t 
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read  iu  the  evening :  he  got  nerrouB  and  uncomfortable, 
and  used  to  be  always  snu&ig  his  candles  and  staring 
about  him.  '  I  can't  make  this  out,'  said  he,  when  he 
came  home  from  the  plaj  one  night,  and  was  drinking  a 
glass  of  cold  grog,  with  his  back  to  the  wall,  in  order 
that  he  mightn't  be  able  to  fancy  there  was  any  one 
behind  him  — ^  I  can't  make  it  out,'  sfdd  he ;  and  just  then 
his  eyes  rested  on  the  little  closet  that  had  been  always 
locked  up,  and  a  shudder  ran  through  his  whole  frame 
from  top  to  toe.  *•  I  have  felt  this  strange  feding  before,' 
said  he,  *•  I  cannot  help  thinking  there's  something  wrong 
about  that  closet.'  He  made  a  strong  efibrt,  plucked  up 
his  courage,  shivered  the  lock  with  a  blow  or  two  of  the 
pdcer,  opened  the  door,  add  there,  sure  enough,  standing 
boh  upright  in  the  comer,  was  the  last  tenant,  with  a 
little  bottle  clasped  firmly  in  his  hand,  and  his  face  — 
well ! "  As  the  little  old  man  concluded,  he  looked  round 
on  the  attentive  faces  of  his  wondering  auditoi^y  with  a 
smile  of  grim  delight. 

"  What  strange  things  these  are  you  tell  us  of,  sir," 
said  Mr.  Pickwick,  minutely  scanning  the  old  man's 
countenance,  by  the  aid  of  his  glasses. 

^  Strange  1"  said  the  little  old  man.  ^Ncmsense; 
you  think  them  strange,  because  you  know  nothing  about 
it     They  are  funny,  but  not  uncommon." 

"  Funny  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  involuntarily. 

*' Yes,  funny,  are  they  not  ?  "  replied  the  little  old  man, 
with  a  diabolical  leer ;  and  then,  without  pausing  for  an 
answer,  he  continued — 

"  I  knew  another  man  *—  let  me  see  —  It's  forty  yeass 
ago  BOW  —  who  took  an  old,  damp,  rotten  set  of  cham- 
bers, in  one  of  the  most  ancient  Inns,  thai  had  l>een  shut 
up  and  empty  for  years  and  years  heforb.    There  wei'e 
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Iot$  of  .old  women's  stories  about  the  place^  and  k  oei^ 
tmnly  was  very  far  from  being  a  cheexful  one ;  bathe  wap 
poor,  and  the  rooms  were  cheap,  and  that  would  have 
been  quite  a  sufficient  reason  for  him,  if  thej  had  been 
ten  limes  worse  than  they  really  were.  He  was  obliged 
to  take  some  mouldering  fixtures  that  were  on  the  place, 
and  among  the  rest,  was  a  great  lumbering  wooden  press 
for  papers,  with  large  glass  doors,  and  a  green  curtain 
inside;  a  pretty  useless  thing  for  him,  for  he  had  no 
papers  to  put  in  it ;  and  as  to  his  clothes,  he  carried 
them  about  with  him,  and  that  wasn't  very  hard  work, 
either.  Well,  he  had  moved  in  all  his  furniture  —  it 
wasn't  quite  a  truck-full  —  and  had  sprinkled  it  about  the 
room,  so  as  to  make  the  four  chairs  look  as  much  like  a 
dozen  as  possible,  and  was  sitting  down  before  the  fire  at 
night,  drinking  the  first  glass  of  two  gallons  of  whiskey, 
he  had  ordered  on  credit,  wondering  whether  it  would 
ev^r  be  paid  for,  and  if  so,  in  how  many  years'  time, 
when  his  eyes  encountered  the  glass  doors  of  the  wooden 
press.  *  Ah ! '  says  he  —  *  If  I  hadn't  been  obliged  to 
take  that  ugly  article  at  the  old  broker's  valuation,  I 
might  have  got  something  comfortable  for  the  money. 
I'U  tell  you  what  it  is,  old  fellow,'  he  said,  speaking  cdoud 
to  the  press,  having  nothing  else  to  speak  to  — '  If  it 
wouldn't  cost  more  to  break  up  your  old  carcass,  than  it 
would  ever  be  worth  afterwards,  Fd  have  a  fir6  out  of 
yc  u,  in  less  than  no  time.'  He  had  hardly  spoken  the 
words,  when  a  sound  resembling  a  faint  groan,  appeared 
to  issue  from  the  interior  of  the  case.  It  startled  him 
at  first,  but  thinking,  on  a  moment's  refiection^  that  it 
must  be  some  young  fellow  in  the  next  chambers,  who 
had  been  dining  out,  be  put  his  feet  on  the  fender,  and 
raised  the  j^nr  to  stir  the  fire.    A^.  that  moment^  the 


VOL.  n. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


180  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

•oan^  was  repeated :  and  one  of  the '  glass  doors  dlowlj 
opening,  disclosed  a  pale  and  emaciated  figure  in  soiled 
and  worn  apparel,  standing  erect  in  the  press.  The 
figure  was  tall  and  thin,  and  the  countenance  ezpressive 
of  care  and  anxiety ;  but  there  was  something  in  the  hue 
of  the  skin,  and  gaunt  and  unearthly  appearance  of  the 
whole  form,  which  no  being  of  this  world  was  ever  seet 
to  wear.  *  Who  are  you  ?*  said  the  new  tenant,  turning 
very  pale  :  poising  the  poker  in  his  hand,  however,  and 
taking  a  very  decent  aim  at  the  countenance  of  the 
ilgure  —  *  Who  are  you  ?  *  *  Don't  throw  that  poker  a*, 
me,*  replied  the  form  —  *  If  you  hurled  it  with  ever  sc 
sure  an  aim,  it  would  pass  through  me,  without  resistance, 
and  expend  its  force  on  the  wood  behind.     I  am  a  spirit. 

*  And,  pray,  what  do  you  want  here  ? '  faltered  the  tenant. 

*  In  this  room,'  replied  the  apparition,  *  my  worldly  ruin 
was  worised,  and  I  send  my  children  beggared.  In  this 
press,  the  papers  in  a  long,  long  suit,  which  accumulated 
for  years,  were  deposited.  In  this  room,  when  I  had 
died  of  grie^  and  long-deferred  hope,  two  wily  harpies 
divided  the  wealth  for  which  I  had  contested  during  a 
wretched  existence,  and  of  which,  at  last,  not  one  farthing 
was  left  for  my  nnhappy  descendants.  I  terrified  them 
from  the  spot,  and  since  that  day  hove  prowled  by  night 
—  the  only  period  at  which  I  can  revimt  the  earth  — 
about  the  scenes  of  my  long-protracted  misery.  Tliis 
apartment  is  mine :  leave  it  to  me.'  *  If  you  insist  upon 
making  your  appearance  here,'  said  the  tenant,  who  had 
had  time  to  collect  his  presence  of  mind  during  this  prosy 
statement  of  the  ghost's  — '  I  shall  give  up  possessicm  with 
the  greatest  pleasure ;  but  I  should  like  to  ask  you  one 
question,  if  you  will  allow  me.'  '  Say  on,'  said  the  appa- 
rition, sternly.    '  Well,'  said  the  tenant,  <  I  dda't  apply  the 
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obeervation  penonallj  to  you,  because  it  is  equallj  i^^pU- 
cable  to  most  of  the  ghosts  I  ever  beard  of;  bat  it  does 
appear  ^  me,  somewhat  inoonsistent,  that  when  you  have 
an  opportunitj  of  visiting  the  fiurest  q;K>ts  of  e^th  *^fin* 
I  suppose  space  is  nothing  to  you  — ^  jou  should  alwajs 
retuiT)  «z«ctl  J  to  the  very  plaoes  where  jou  btti^e  been  most 
mid»Eid>le.'  *  Egad,  thaf  s  very  true ;  I  never  thoaght  of 
that  before,'  said  the  ghost.  ^  You  see,  sir,'  pursued  the 
tpnant, '  thk  is  a  very  uncomfortable  room.  From  the 
appearance  of  tiiat  press,  I  should  be  disposed  to  say 
that  it  is  not  wholly  free  fixun  bugs ;  and  I  really  think 
you  might  find  much  more  comfortable  quarters :  to  say 
nothing  of  the  climate  of  London,  which  is  extremely  dis- 
agreeable.' *Tou  are  very  right,  sir,*  said  the  ghoel, 
politely,  *  it  never  strudk  me  till  now ;  111  try  change  of 
air  directi}''  —  and,  in  fact,  he  began  to  vanish  as  he 
spoke :  his  legs,  indeed,  had  quite  disi^peared.  ^And 
if,  sir,'  said  the  tenant,  calling  .after  him,  ^  if  you  would 
have  tlie  goodness  to  suggest  to  the  other  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen who  are  now  engaged  in  haunting  old  empty 
houses,  that  they  might  be  much  more  comfortable  else- 
where, you  will  confer  a  very  great  benefit  on  society.' 
*I  wfll,'  replied  the  ghost;  *  we  must  be  dull  f^ows^*- 
very  duU  feUows,  indeed ;  I  can't  imagine  how  we  can 
Itave  been  so  stupid.'  With  these  words,  the  spirit  dis- 
appeared; and  what  is  rather  remarkable,"  added  the 
old  man,  with  a  shrewd  look  round  the  table,  **  he  never 
came  back  again." 

''That  a'n't  bad,  if  if s  true,"  said  the  man  in  the  Mo- 
saic studs,  lighting  a  fresh  cigar. 

**  ]^!  "  exdaimed  the  old  man,  with  a  look  of  excep- 
tive ccmtempt.  ^  I  suppose,"  he  added,  turning  to  Low- 
ten,  ^  bell  say  next,  that  my  story  about  the  quieer  clieni 
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we  had,  when  I  was  m  an  attornej^s  office,  is  not  trae, 
either — I  shooldn't  wonder.'* 

**  I  sha'n't  venture  to  say  anything  at  all  about  it,  see- 
ing that  I  never  heard  the  story,"  observed  the  owner  of 
the  Mosaic  decorations. 

•^  I  wish  yon  would  repeat  it,  sir,"  said  Mr.  m<^wick. 

**  Ah,  do,"  said  Lowten,  **  nobody  has  heard  it  but  m6| 
and  I  have  neariy  forgotten  it." 

The  old  man  looked  round  the  table,  and  leered  more 
horribly  than  ever,  as  if  in  triumph  at  the  attention 
which  was  depicted  in  every  face.  Then  nibbing  his 
chin  with  his  hand,  and  looking  up  to  the  ceiling  as  if 
to  recall  the  circumstances  to  his  memory,  he  began  as 
fallows : 


THE  OLD  MAN'S  TALE  ABOUT  THE  QUEER 
CLIENT. 

"It  matters  little,"  said  the  old  man,  *  where,  or  how, 
I  picked  up  this  brief  history.  If  T  were  to  relate  it  in 
the  order  in  which  it  reached  me,  I  should  commence  in 
the  middle,  and  when  I  had  arrived  at  the  conclusion,  go 
back  fbr  a  beginning.  It  i^  enough  for  me  to  say  that 
some  of  its  circumstances  passed  before  my  own  eyes. 
For  the  remainder  I  know  them  to  have  happened,  and 
fhc-Te  are  some  persons  yet  Hving,  who  will  remember 
them  but  too  well. 

''In  the  Bordfugh  High  Street,  near  Saint  Georges 
Church,  and  on  the  same  side  of  the^way,  stands,  as 
most  people  know,  the  smallest  of  our  debtors'  prisons 
—  the  Marsbalsea.  Although  in  later  times  it  has  been 
a  very  difcrent  plane  from  the  sink  of  filth  and  dirt  it 
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once  was,  even  its  improved  oondilion  bolds  out  but  lii- 
Ue  temptation  to  the  extravagant  or  consolation  to  the 
improvident  llie  condemned  felon  has  a  good  yard  for 
air  and  exercise  in  Newgate,  as  the  insolvent  debtor  in 
the  Marshalsea  Prison.* 

"  It  may  be  my  fancy,  or  it  may  be  that  I  cannot  sep- 
arate the  place  from  the  old  recollections  associated  with 
it,  but  this  part  of  London  I  cannot  bear.  The  street  is 
broad,  the  shops  are  spacious,  the  noise  of  passmg  vehi- 
cles, the  footsteps  of  a  perpetual  stream  of  people  — 
all  the  busy  sounds  of  traffic,  resound  in  it  from  mom 
to  midnight,  but  the  streets  around,  are  mean  and  close ; 
poverty  and  debauchery  lie  festering  in  Ae  crowded 
alleys ;  want  and  misfortune  are  pent  up  in  the  narrow 
prison ;  an  air  of  gloom  and  dreariness  seems,  in  my 
eyes  at  least,  to  hang  about  the  scene,  And  to  impart  to 
it,  a  squalid  and  sickly  hue. 

"  Many  eyes,  that  have  long  since  been  closed  in  the 
grave,  have  looked  round  upon  that  scene  lightly  enough, 
when  entering  the  gate  of  the  old  Marshalsea  Prison 
for  the  first  time:  for  despair  seldom  comes  with  the 
first  severe  shock  of  misfortune.  A  man  has  confidence 
m  untried  friends,  he  remembers  the  many  offers  of  ser- 
vice so  freely  made  by  his  boon  companions  when  he 
wanted  them  not;  he  has  hope  —  the  hope  of  happy 
inexperience  —  and  however  he  may  bend  beneath  the 
first  shock,  it  springs  up  in  his  bosom,  and  flourishes 
there  for  a  brief  space,  until  it  droops  beneath  the  blight 
of  disappointment  and  neglect  How  soon  have  those 
same  eyes,  deeply  sunken  in  the  head,  glared  from  faces 
wasted  with  fiunine,  and  sallow  from  confinement,  in  days 

*  Better.  But  this  U  past,  in  a  better  age,  and  the  priaon  eausts  no 
longer. 
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when  it  was  no  tigure  of  speech  to  say  that  debtors  rot* 
ted  in  prison,  with  no  hope  of  release,  and  no  prospect  of 
liberty  I  The  atrocity  in  its  full  extent  no  longer  exists, 
but  there  is  enough  of  it  left,  to  give  rise  to  occuirenoes 
that  make  the  heart  bleed. 

'^  Twenty  years  ago,  that  pavement  was  worn  with  the 
footsteps  of  a  mother  and  diild,  who,  day  by  day,  so 
surely  as  the  morning  came,  presented  themselves  at  the 
prison  gate ;  often  af^er  a  night  of  restless  misery  and 
anxious  thoughts,  were  they  diere,  a  full  hour  too  soon, 
and  then  the  young  mother  turning  meekly  away,  would 
lead  the  child  to  the  old  bridge,  and  raising  him  in  her 
arms  to  show  him  the  glistening  water,  tinted  with  the 
light  of  the  morning's  sun,  and  stirring  with  all  the 
bustling  preparations  for  business  and  pleasure  that  the 
river  presented  at  that  early  hour,  endeavor  to  interest 
his  thoughts  in  the  objects  before  him.  But  she  would 
quickly  set  him  down,  and  hiding  her  face  in  her  shawl, 
give  vent  to  the  tears  that  blinded  her ;  for  no  expres- 
sion of  interest  or  amusement  lighted  up  his  thin  and 
sickly  face.  His  recollections  were  few  enough,  but 
they  were  all  of  one  kind  —  aU  connected  with  the 
poverty  and  misery  of  his  parents.  Hour  after  hour, 
had  he  sat  on  his  mother's  knee,  and  with  childish  sym- 
pathy watched  the  tears  that  stole  down  her  face,  and 
then  crept  quietly  away  into  some  dark  comer,  and 
sobbed  himself  to  sleep.  •  The  hard  realities  of  the 
world,  with  many  of  its  worst  privations  —  hunger  and 
thirst,  and  cold  and  want  —  had  all  come  home  to  hinif 
from  the  first  dawnings  of  reason :  and  though  the  form 
of  childhood  was  there,  its  light  heart,  its  merry  laugh, 
and  sparkling  eyes,  were  wanting. 

^Tlie  fattier  and  mother  looked  on  upon  this,  and 
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Upon  each  other,  with  thoughts  of  agonj  they  dared  nol 
breathe  in  words.  The  healthy,  strong-made  man,  who 
could  have  borne  almost  any  fatigue  of  active  exertion, 
was  wasting  beneath  the  close  confinement  and  unhealtlly 
atmosphere  of  a  crowded  priv^n.  The  slight  and  deli- 
cate woman  was  sinking  beneath  the  combined  effects  of 
bodily  and  mental  illness.  The  child's  young  heart  was 
breaking. 

"  Winter  came,  and  with  it  weeks  of  cold  and  heavy 
rain.  The  poor  girl  had  removed  to  a  wretched  apart- 
ment close  to  the  spot  of  her  husband's  imprisonment; 
and  though  the  change  had  been  rendered  necessary  by 
their  increasing  poverty,  she  was  happier  now,  for  she 
was  nearer  him.  For  two  months,  she  and  her  little 
Companion  watched  the  opening  of  the  gate  as  usuaL 
One  day  she  failed  to  come,  for  the  first  time.  Another 
morning  arrived,  and  she  came  alone.  The  child  was 
dead. 

"They  little  know,  who  coldly  talk  of  the  poor  man's 
bereavements,  as  a  happy  release  from  pain  to  the  de- 
parted, and  a  mercifal  relief  from  expense  to  the  sur- 
vivor—  they  Kttie  know,  I  say,  what  the  agony  of  those 
bereavements  is.  A  silent  look  of  affection  and  regard 
when  all  other  eyes  are  turned  coldly  away  —  the  cott- 
Bciousness  that  we  possess  the  Sjrmpathy  and  afiection 
of  one  being  when  all  others  have  deserted  us  —  is  a 
hold,  a  stay,  a  comfort  in  the  deepest  affliction,  which 
DO  wealth  could  purchase,  or  power  bestow.  The  child 
had  sat  at  his  parents'  feet  for  hours  together,  with  his 
little  hands  patiently  folded  in  each  other,  and  his  thin 
wan  face  raised  towards  them.  They  had  seen  him  pine 
•way,  from  day  to  day ;  and  though  his  brief  existence 
had  been  a  joyless  one,  and  he  was  now  remoTed  to  that 
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f>ea(ie  and  r^t  which,  child  as  he  was,  he  had  aever 
known  m  this  world,  thej  were  his  parents,  and  his  loss 
sunk  deep  into  their  bouIs. 

•  ^  It  was  plain  to  those  who  looked  upon  the  mother^s 
altered  face  that  death  must  soon  close  the  scene  of  her 
adversity  and  trial.  Her  husband's  fellow-prisonerB 
shrunk  from  obtruding  on  his  grief  and  misery,  and  left 
to  himself  alone,  the  small  room  he  had  previouslj  oe- 
eupied  in  common  with  two  companions*  She  shared 
it  with  him :  and  lingering  on  without  pain,  but  withoat 
hope,  her  life  ebbed  slowly  away. 

<<  She  had  fhinted  one  evening  in  her  husband's  armSi 
and  he  had  borne  her  to  the  open  window,  to  revive  her 
with  the  air,  when  the  light  <^  the  moon  falling  fiiU  upon 
her  face,  showed  him  a  change  upon  her  features,  whidi 
made  him  stagger  beneath  her  weight,  like  a  helpless 
infant. 

**  *  Set  me  down,  George,*  she  said  faintly.  He  did  flo, 
and  seating  himself  beside  her,  covered  his  Bstce  wiUi  his 
liands,  and  burst  into  tears. 

^  *  It  18  very  hard  to  leave  you,  George,'  she  said,  '  but 
it  is  God's  will,  and  you  must  bear  it  for  my  sake.  Oh  I 
bow  I  thank  him  for  having  taken  oUr  boy*  He  is  hap- 
py, and  in  Heaven  now.  What  would  he  have  done 
here,  without  his  mother!' 

^ '  You  shall  not  die,  Mary,  you  shall  not  die ; '  said 
tlie  husband,  starting  up.  He  paced  hurriedly  to  and 
fro,  striking  his  head  with  his  clenched  fist ;  then  reseat- 
ing himself  beside  her,  and  supporting  her  in  his  arms, 
added  more  calmly,  *  Rouse  yourself,  my  dear  girl  — 
pray,  pray  do.     You  will  revive  yet' 

"  *  Never  again,  George  ;  never  again ''—  said  the  dy* 
jog  ^Yoman.    *  Let  them  lay  me  by  my  pow  boy  now,  .1  ut 
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promise  me,  that  if  ever  jou  lesre  this  ire«dfiil  plaoe^ 
and  shonld  grow  rich,  joQ  will  have  ne  removed  to  flom« 
quiet  country  church-yard,  a  long,  long  way  off —  very 
&r  from  here,  where  we  can  rest  in  peace.  Dear  GreorgO) 
promise  me  you  wiU.' 

'^  *  I  do,  I  do,'  said  the  man,  throwing  himself  passion- 
ately on  his  knees  before  her.  ^  Speak  to  me,  Mary^ 
another  word ;  one  look  —  but  one ! '  — 

^  He  ceased  to  speak :  for  the  arm  that  clasped  his 
neck,  grew  stiff  and  heavy.  A  deep  sigh  escaped  ftcm 
the  wasted  form  before  him ;  the  lips  moved,  and  a  smile 
played  upon  the  face,  but  the  lips  were  pallid,  and  the 
smile  faded  into  a  rigid  and  ghastly  stare.  He  was  alone 
in  the  world. 

**  That  night,  in  the  rilenoe  and  desolation  of  his  mis* 
erable  room,  the  wretched  man  knelt  down  by  the  dead 
body  of  his  wife,  and  called  on  God  to  witness  a  terrible 
oath,  that  from  that  hour,  he  devoted  himself  to  revenge 
her  death  and  that  of  his  child ;  that  thenceforth  to  the 
last  moment  of  his  life,  his  whole  energies  should  be  di- 
rected to  this  one  object;  that  his  revenge  should  be 
protracted  and  terrible ;  that  his  hatred  should  be  undy- 
ing and  inextinguishable ;  and  should  hunt  its  object 
through  the  world. 

^The  deepest  despair,  and  passion  scarcely  humttiii 
had  made  such  fierce  ravages  on  his  fhce  and  form,  in 
that  one  night,  that  his  companions  in  misfortune  shrunk 
affrighted  from  him  as  he  passed  by.  His  eyes  were 
bloodshot  and  heavy,  his  face  a  deadly  white,  and  hi# 
body  bent  as  if  with  age.  He  had  bitten  his  under  lip 
nearly  through  in  the  violence  of  his  mental  suffering, 
and  the  blood  which  had  flowed  from  the  wound  had 
trickled  down  his  chin,  and  st^uned  his  shirt  and  neck<* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


138  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

eroliief.  No  fear,  or  sound  of  complaint  escaped  him ; 
but  the  unsettled  look^  and  disordered  haste  with  which 
he  paced  up  and  down  the  yard,  denoted  the  fever  which 
was  burning  within. 

^  It  was  necessary  that  his  wife's  body  should  be  re- 
moved from  the  prison,  without  delay.  Ete  received  the 
communication  with  perfect  calmness,  and  acquiesced  in 
its  propriety.  Nearly  all  the  inmates  of  the  prison  had 
assembled  to  witness  its  removal;  they  fell  back  on 
either  side  when  the  widower  appeared;  he  walked 
hurriedly  forward,  and  stationed  himselff  alone,  in  a  lit- 
tle railed  area  dose  to  the  lodge  gate,  from  whence  the 
srowd,  with  an  instinctive  feeling  of  delicacy  had  retired. 
The  rude  coffin  was  borne  slowly  forward  on  men's 
shoulders.  A  dead  silence  pervaded  the  throng,  brc^en 
only  by  the  audible  lamentations  of  the  women,  and  the 
fihafflii^  steps  of  the  bearers  on  the  stone  pavement 
They  reached  the  spot  where  the  bereaved  husband 
slood :  and  6t<^ped.  He  laid  his  hand  upon  the  coffin, 
and  mechanically  ac^usting  the  pall  with  which  it  was 
oovered,  motioned  them  onward.  The  turnkeys  in  the 
prison  lobby  took  off  Uieir  hats  as  it  passed  through,  and 
in  another  moment  the  heavy  gate  dosed  behind  it.  He 
looked  vacantly  upon  the  crowd,  and  fell  heavily  to  the 
ground. 

''  Although  for  many  weeks  after  this,  he  was  watched 
night  and  day,  in  the  wildest  ravings  of  fever,  neither 
the  consdousoess  of  kis  loss,  nor  the  recollection  o£  the 
vow  he  had  made,  ever  left  him  for  a  nunnent  Scenes 
changed  before  his  eyes,  place  succeeded  place,  and  event 
(bUowed  event,  in  all  the  hurry  of  delirium ;  but  they 
were  all  connected  in  some  way  with  the  great  object 
of  his  mind.     He  was  sailing  over  a  boundless  expanse 
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>f  sea,  with  a  blood-red  sky  above,  and  the  angry  waters^ 
lashed  into  ftiry  beneath,  boiling  and  eddying  up,  on  erery 
side.  There  was  another  vessel  before  them,  toiling  and 
laboring  in  the  howling  storm :  her  canvas  flattering  in 
ribbons  from  the  mast,  and  her  deck  thronged  with  flg- 
ares  who  were  lashed  to  the  sides^  over  whieh  huge 
wav<S8  every  instant  burst,  sweeping  away  some  devoted 
creatores  into  the  foaming  sea.  Onward  they  bore, 
aim<tet  die  roaring  mass  of  water,  wiUi  a  speed  and 
force  which  nothing  could  reast ;  and  striking  the  stem 
of  the  foremost  vessel,  cnidbed  her,  beneath  their  keel. 
From  the  hage  whirlpool  which  the  sinking  wve<^  oc- 
casioned, arose  a  ihri^  so  loud  and  shrill  —  the  death* 
cry  of  a  hundred  drowning  creatures,  blended  into  one 
fierce  ydl — that  it  rung  fkt  above  the  war-ciy  of  the 
elements,  aod  echoed  and  reedioed  till  it  seemed  to  pierce 
air,  sky,  and  ocean.  But  what  was  that  -^  that  old 
gray-head  that  rose  above  the  water^s  surface,  and  with 
looks  of  agony,  and  screams  for  aid,  buffeted  with  the 
waves !  One  k)ok,  and  he  had  sprang  from  the  vesseVs 
nde,  and  with  vigorous  strdces  was  swimming  towards 
it  He  ^reached  it :  he  waa  dose  upon  it.  lliey  were 
his  features.  Hie  old  man  aaw  him  coaiag,  and  vainly 
strove  to  elude  his  grasp.  But  he  clasped  him  tight,  and 
dnq^ged  him  beneath  the  water.  Down,  down  with  him, 
fiffy ftthoms  down;  his  8tnig|^  grew  fointer  and  fidntery 
until  they  wholly  eeased.  He  was  dead  ;  he  had  kilkd 
him,,  and  had  kept  Us  eath. 

^  He  was  traversiog  the  soorchiiig  sands  of  a  mighty 
desert,  barefool  and  akme.  The  sand  choked  and 
blinded  him  ;  its  fine  thin  grains  entered  the  very  pores 
of  his  skin,  and  initaled  hiai  aLnost  to  madness.  Qi* 
gantic  masses  «f  the  same  material  carried  forward  by 
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the  wind)  and  shone  through  by  the  burning  sun,  stalked 
in  the  distance  like  pillars  of  living  fire.  The  bones  o£ 
men,  who  had  perished  in  the  drearj  waste,  lay  scattered 
at  his  feet ;  a  fearful  light  fell  on  everything  mround ;  so 
fiur  as  the  eye  could  rc»u)h,  nothing  but  objects  of  dread 
and  hontMT  presented  themeelves*  Vainly  striving  to 
utter  a  cry  of  terror,  with  his  tcmgue  cleaving  to  his 
month,  he  rushed  madly  forward.  Aimed  with  super* 
natural  strength,  he  waded  thiou|^  the  sand,  until  ex- 
hausted with  &tigue  and  tbint,  he  fell  senseleas  on  the 
earth.  What  fragrant  coolness  revived  him ;  what  gush- 
ing sound  was  that  ?  Water  I  It  was  indeed  a  well ; 
and  the  dear  fresh  stream  was  running  at  his  feet  He 
drank  deeply  of  it,  and  throwing  his  aching  limbs  upon 
the  bank,  sunk  into  a  delicious  trance.  The  sound  of 
approaching  footsteps  roused  him.  An  dd  gray-headed 
man  tottered  forward  to  akke  his  burning  thirst  It  was 
he  again!  He  wound  hia  arms  round  the  old  man's 
body,  and  hdd  him  bade  He  struggled,  and  shrieked 
for  water — for  but  one  6brap  el  waiter  to  save  his  life  I 
But  he  held  the  old  man  fiimly,  and  watched  his  agonies 
with  greedy  eyes ;  and  when  his  lifeless  head  fell  for- 
ward on  his  bosom,  he  rolled  the  corpse  from  him  with 
his  feet 

^  When  the  fever  1^  him,  and  conscionsneas  returned, 
he  awoke  to  find  himself  noh  and  free :  to  hear  that  the 
parent  who  would  b«ve  let  ham  die  in  jail  —  womld/  who 
had  let  those  who  were  far  dearer  to  him  than  his  own 
existence^  die  of  wast  and  the  stdmess  of  heart  that 
medicine  cannot  enre— -had  been  foand,  dead  on  his 
bed  of  down.  He  had  had  all  the  heart  to  leave  his 
son  a  beggitr,  but  proud  even  of  Ms  heallh  and  strength, 
nad  put  off  the  aet  (01  it  was  too  late,  and  now  might 
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goaah  hit  teeth  in  the  other  wodd,  at  the  thought  of  the 
wealth  hit  remksness  had  kft  him.  He  awoke  to  this^ 
and  he  awoke  to  more*  To  recollect  the  purpose  fcnr 
which  he  lived,  and  to  remember  that  his  enemy  was 
his  wife's  own  fiither  —  the  man  who  had  cast  him  into 
prison,  and  who^  when  his  daughter  and  her  child  sued 
a$  his  feet  for  merej,  had  spumed  them  from  his 
door*  Oh,  how  he  cursed  the  weakness  that  prevented 
him  fixMn  b^ng  op  and  active,  in  his  scheme  of  ven« 
geaacel 

^  He  caused  himself  to  be  carried  from  the  scene  of 
his  loss  and  misery,  and  convejed  to  a  quiet  residence  on 
the  sea-coast  —  not  in  the  hope  of  recovering  his  peace 
of  mind  or  happiness^  tor  both  were  fled  forever ;  but  to 
restore  his  prostrate  energies,  and  meditate  on  his  dar- 
ling ol\iect  And  here,  some  evil  sglrii  cast  in  his  wa^ . 
the  opportunity  for  his  first,  most  horrible  revenge. 

^It  was  summer  time;  and  wrapped  in  his  gloomy 
thoughts,  he  would  issue  from  his  solitary  lodgings  early 
in  the  evening,  and  wandering  along  a  narrow  path  be- 
neath the  cliffs,  to  a  wild  and  londy  spot  th^i  had  struck 
his  fancy  in  his  ramblings,  seat  himself  on  some  fallen 
fragments  of  the  rock,  and  burying  his  &oe  in  his  hands, 
remain  there  for  hours  —  sometimes  until  night  had  com- 
pletely closed  in,  and  the  long  shadows  of  Uie  frowning 
diffs  above  his  head,  cast  a  thick  black  darknees  on  every 
object  near  him. 

'^  He  was  seated  here,  one  cahn  evenmg  in  his  oki  po- 
sition, now  and  then  raising  his  headi  to  watch  the  flight 
if  a  sea^rol],  or  carry  his  eye  aloqg  the  glorious  crivison 
path,  which,  commencing  in  the  middle  of  the  ocean, 
seemed  to  lead  to  its  very  verge  where  the  sun  was  set- 
tbg,  when  the  profound  stillness  of  the  spot  was  broken. 
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by  a  loud  crj  fbr  help ;  he  Hstened,  doubtftil  of  hia  htt?«- 
ing  heard  aright,  when  the  cry  was  repeated  with  eyea 
greater  vehemence  than  beft>re,  and,  starting  to  his  feet, 
he  hastened  in  the  direction  whence  it  proceeded. 

^  The  tale  told  itself  at  once :  some  scattered  garments 
li^  on  the  beach ;  a  human  head  was  just  visible  above 
the  waves  at  a  little  distance  from  the  shore ;  and  an  old 
man,  wringing  bib  hands  in  agony,  was  running  to  amd 
fro,  shrieking  for  assistance.  The  invalid,  whose  strength 
was  now  sufficiently  restored,  threw  off  his  coat,  and 
rushed  towards  the  sea,  with  die  intention  d  plunging 
i]!i,  and  dragging  the  drowning  man  ashoiB. 

^ '  Hasten  here,  sir,  in  Gk^  name ;  help,  help,  ^r,  for 
the  love  of  Heaven.  He  is  my  son,  snr,  my  only  son  I' 
said  the  old  man,  frantically,  as  he  advanced  to  meet  him« 
'My  only  son,  sir,  and  he  is  dying  before  his  &ther^s 
eyes!* 

^  At  the  first  word  the  dd  man  uttered,  the  stranger 
checked  himself  in  his  career,  and,  folding  his  arms,  stood 
perfectly  motionless. 

''<  Great  OodP  exclaimed  the  old  man,  recoilmg*^ 
•Heyling!' 

^  The  stranger  smiled,  and  was  silent 

««Heylmg!*  said  the  old  man,  wildly  — «My  boy, 
Heyling,  my  dear  boy,  look,  look  1  *  gasping  for  breath, 
the  miserable  fkther  pointed  to  the  spot  where  tlM  young 
man  was  struggling  for  life. 

^ ^ Hark !'  said  the  old  man -^*E(e  cries  once  more* 
He  is  alrve  yet.    Heyling,  save  him,  save  him  1 ' 

^  The  stranger  smiled  again,  and  remidned  immovable 
as  a  statue. 

^<  I  have  wronged  you,*  shrieked  the  old  man,  ftdfing 
on  his  knees,  and  clasping  his  hands  together.    *  Be  re> 
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Fei^ed ;  take  my  all,  my  life ;  cast  me  into  the  water  at 
year  feet,  and,  if  human  nature  can  represe  a  straggle,  I 
will  die,  without  sdrrii^  hand  or  foot.  Do  it,  Heyling^ 
do  it,  but  save  my  boy,  he  is  so  young,  Heyling,  so  young 
to  die!' 

^^  Listen,'  said  the  stranger,  grasping  the  old  man 
fiercely  by  the  wrist — '  I  will  have  life  for  life,  and  here 
is  ONB.  Ify  child  died,  before  his  father's  eyes,  a  &r 
more  agonizing  and  painfiil  death  than  that  young  slan- 
derer of  his  sister^s  worth  b  meeting  while  I  speak.  You 
laughed  —  laughed  in  your  daughter's  face,  where  death 
had  already  set  hb  hand  —  at  our  sufferings,  then.  What 
think  you  of  them  now  ?    See  there,  see  there  I ' 

^  As  the  stranger  spoke,  he  pointed  to  the  sea.  A  fiumt 
cry  died  away  upon  its  surface :  the  last  powerful  strug* 
gle  of  the  dying  man  agitated  the  rippMng  waves  for  a 
few  seconds:  and  the  spot  where  he  had  gone  down  into 
his  early  grave,  was  undistangnishaUe  £ram  the  soxround^ 
ing  water. 

*      .        *  »  •  • 

<<  Three  jemm  had  ebpsecly  when  a  gentleman  alighted 
from  a  private  carriage  at  the  door  of  a  London  attorney, 
then  well  known  as  a  man  of  no  great  nice^  m  his  pro* 
fessional  dealings :  and  requested  a  private  interview  on 
business  of  importanoe*  Although  evidently  not  past  the 
prime  of  Ufe,  his  ft^ee  was  pale,  haggard,  and  d^ected  { 
and  it  did  not  require  the  acute  perception  of  the  man 
of  business,  to  discern  at  a  glance,  that  disease  or  suffer- 
ing had  done  more  to  work  a  change  in  his  appearance, 
than  the  mere  hand  of  time  could  have  accomplished  in 
twice  the  period  of  his  whole  life. 

^ '  I  wish  you  tp  undertake  some  legal  business  for  me^ 
laid  the  stranger. 
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^"the  attomej  bowed  obsequionaly,  and  glanced  at  a 
iurge  packet  which  the  gentleman  carried  in  his  band. 
His  visitor  observed  the  look^  and  proceeded. 

^  *  It  is  no  common  business,'  said  he ;  <  nor  have  these 
papers  reached  my  hands  without  long  trouble  and  great 
expense/ 

^  The  attorney  cast  a  still  more  anxious  look  at  the 
packet :  and  his  visitor,  untying  the  string  that  bound  it^ 
£sclosed  a  quantity  of  promissory  notes,  with  copies  of 
deeds,  and  other  documents. 

^  *  Upon  thesd  papers,'  said  die  client,  *  the  man  whose 
name  they  bear,  has  raised,  as  you  will  see,  large  sums 
of  money,  for  some  years  past  There  was  a  tacit  un-* 
derstanding  between  him  and  the  men  into  whose  hands 
they  originally  went  —  and  trom  whom  I  have  by  de^* 
grees  purchased  the  whole,  fbr  treble  and  qufKlmple  their 
nominal  value  —  that  these  loans  should  be  6rom  time  to 
time  renewed  until  a  given  per^  had  elapsed.  8uch 
an  understanding  is  nowhere  expressed.  He  has  sub* 
tained  many  losses  of  late ; '  and  these  obhgaticns  accu- 
mulating upon  him  at  once,  would  cruaAi  him  to  the  earth.' 

*^'The  whole  amount  is  mmy  thousands  of  pounds,* 
Aid  the  attorney,  looking  over  the  papers. 

"*It  is,'  said  the  cMent 

^ '  What  are  We  to  do  ? '  inquired  the  man  of  business* 

"  *  Do ! '  replied  the  client,  with  sudden  vehemence  — 
♦Put  every  engine  of  the  law  in  ibrce,  every  trick  that 
Ingenuity  can  devise  and  rasca^ty  execute ;  fair  means 
and  foul ;  the  open  oppression  of  the  law,  aided  by  all 
the  crafl  of  its  most  ingenious  practitioners.  I  would 
have  him  die  a  harassing  and  lingering  death.  Ruin 
him,  seize  and  sell  his  lands  and  goods,  drive  him  from 
house  and  home,  and  drag  him  ibrth  a  beggar  in  his  old 
age,  to  die  in  a  common  jaiL' 
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**  *  But  the  costs,  my  dear  sir,  the  costs  of  nil  this,* 
reasoned  the  attorney,  when  he  had  recovered  from  his 
momentary  surprise.  *  If  the  defendant  be  a  man  of 
straw,  who  is  to  pay  the  costs,  sir  ?  * 

"  *Name  any  sum,*  said  the  sti'anger,  his  hand  trembling 
so  violently  with  excitement,  that  he  could  scarcely  hold 
llie  pen  he  seized  as  he  spoke  —  'Any  sum,  and  it  is 
yours.  Don't  be  afraid  to  name  it,  man.  I  shall  not  think 
it  dear,  if  you  gain  my  object' 

^  The  attorney  named  a  large  smn,  at  hazard,  as  the 
advance  he  should  require  to  secure  himself  against  the 
possibility  of  loss;  but  more  with  the  Tiew  of  ascer- 
taining how  far  his  client  was  reaUy  disposed  to  go,  than 
with  any  idea  that  he  would  comply  with  the  demand. 
Tlie  stranger  wrote  a  check  upon  his  banker,  for  ihe 
whole  amount,  and  left  him. 

"  The  draft  was  duly  honored,  and  the  attorney,  find- 
ing that  his  strange  client  might  be  safely  relied  upon, 
commenced  his  work  in  earnest.  For  more  than  two 
years  afterwards,  Mr.  Heyling  would  sit  whole  days  to- 
gether, in  the  office,  poring  over  the  papers  as  they  accu- 
mulated, and  reading  again  and  again,  his  eyes  gleaming 
with  joy,  the  letters  of  remonstrance,  the  prayers  for  a 
little  delay,  the  representations  of  the  certain  ruin  in 
which  the  opposite  party  must  be  involved,  which  poured 
in,  as  suit  after  suit,  and  process  after  process,  was  com- 
menced. To  all  applications  for  a  brief  indulgence,  there 
was  but  one  reply  —  the  money  must  be  paid.  Land, 
house,  furniture,  each  in  its  turn,  was  taken  under  some 
one  of  the  numerous  executions  which  were  issued  ;  and 
the  old  man  himself  would  have  been  immured  in  prison 
had  he  not  escaped  the  vigilance  of  the  officers,  and  fled. 

^The  implacable  animosity  of  Heyling,  so  ^  from 
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being  satiatad  by  the  saooess  of  his  persecution,  increased 
a  hundred-fold  with  the  ruin  he  inflicted.  On  being  inr 
formed  of  the  old  man's  flighty  his  fury  was  unbounded. 
He  gnashed  his  teeth  with  rage,  tore  the  hair  from  his 
head,  and  assailed  with  horrid  imprecations  the  men  who 
had  been  intrusted  with  the  writ.  He  was  only  restored 
to  comparatiye  calmness  by  repeated  assurances  of  the 
certainty  of  discovering  the  fugitive.  Agents  were  sent 
in  quest  of  him  in  all  directions ;  every  stratagem  that 
could  be  invented  was  resorted  to,  for  the  purpose  of  dis- 
covering his  place  of  retreat ;  but  it  was  all  in  vain. 
Half  a  year  had  passed  over,  and  he  was  still  undiscov- 
ered. 

^  At  length,  late  one  night,  Heyling,  of  whom  nothing 
had  been  seen  for  many  weeks  before,  appeared  at  his 
attorney's  private  residence,  and  sent  up  word  that  a  gen- 
tleman wished  to  see  him  instantly.  Before  the  attor- 
ney, who  had  recognized  his  voice  from  above  stairs, 
could  order  the  servant  to  admit  him,  he  had  rushed  up 
the  staircase,  and  entered  the  drawing-room  pale  and 
breathless.  Having  closed  the  door,  to  prevent  being 
overheard,  he  sunk  into  a  chair,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice: 

^ '  Hush !  I  have  found  him  at  last.' 

« *  No ! '  said  the  attorney.  *  Well  done,  my  dear  sir ; 
well  done.* 

'' '  He  lies  concealed  in  a  wretched  lodging  in  Camden 
Town,'  said  Heyling.  *  Perhaps  it  is  as  well,  we  did 
lose  sight  of  him,  for  he  has  been  living  alone  there,  in 
the  most  abject  misery,  all  the  time,  and  he  is  poor— - 
very  poor.' 

"  *  Very  good,'  said  the  attorney.  *  You  will  have  the 
caption  made  to-morrow,  of  course  ? ' 

***  Yes,' replied  Heyling.    *Stay!    No!   The  next  day. 
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YoD  are  surprised  at  mj  wishing  to  postpone  it,'  he  ad- 
ded,  with  a  ghastly  snule ;  *  but  I  had  fbrgotten.  The 
next  day  is  an  anniversarj  in  his  li^ :  let  it  be  done 
then.* 

**Verf  good,*  said  the  attoniey.  *WII1  yon  write 
down  instmctHMis  for  tlie  oflScer ?* 

^ '  No ;  let  him  meet  me  here,  at  eight  in  the  eFvening,  * 
and  I  will  accompany  him  mysetf.*  . 

^  They  met  on  the  appointed  night,  and,  hiring  a  hack* 
ney-coach,  directed  the  drirer  to  stop  at  that  comer  of 
the  old  Panoras-road  at  whkh  stands  the  parish  work- 
honse.  By  the  time  they  ahghted  diere,  it  was  quite 
dark ;  and,  proceeding  by  the  dead  waU  in  fitmt  of  the 
Yeterinarf  Hospital,  they  entered  a  small  by-street, 
which  is,  or  was  at  tiiat  time,  called  little  College  Street^ 
and  which,  whateyer  it  may  be  now,  was  in  those  days  a 
desolate  place  enoogh,  sorroonded  by  Httle  else  than 
fields  and  ditches. 

<*  HaThig  drawn  the  travelling  ci^  he  had  on,  half 
bvcr  his  face,  and  mnffled  himself  in  his  cloak,  Heylmg 
Stopped  before  the  meanest-looking  house  in  the  streiety 
and  knocked  gently  at  the  door.  It  was  at  once  opened 
by  a  woman,  who  dropped  a  courtesy  of  reoognation,  and 
Heyl&ig  whispering  the  oflloer  to  remain  below,  crept 
gently  up-stairs,  and  opening  the  door  oi  the  front  n>oin» 
entered  at  once. 

^  The  object  of  Ms  search  and  his  unrelenting  aiiino»- 
ity,  now  a  decrepit  M  man,  was  seated  at  a  bare  deal 
table,  on  which  stood  a  misenl>ld  candle.  He  started^ 
on  the  entrance  of  the  stranger,  and  rose  feebly  to  hla 
feet 

*<  <  What  now,  what  now?'  odd  the  old  man.  « What 
fresh  miserr  is  thb  ?    What  do  you  want  here  ?  * 
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**  ^  A  word  with  yau^  replied  Heyling.  As  he  spoJiie^ 
be  seated  himself  at  the  other  end  of  the  table,  and^ 
throwing  off  his  cloak  and  cap,  disclosed  his  features. 

'^  The  old  man  seemed  instantly  deprived  of  the  power 
of  qpeedi.  He  fell  backward  in  his  chair,  and^  clasping 
his  hands  together,  gazed  on  the  apparition  with  a  min- 
gled look  of  abhorrence  and  fear* 

^ '  This  day  six  years,'  said  Heyling,  *■  I  claimed  the 
life  yon  owed  me  for  my  child's.  Beside  the  lifeless 
form  of  your  daughter,  old  man,  I  swore  to  live  a  life  of 
reyenge.  I  have  never  swerved  from  my  purpose  for  a 
moment's  space ;  but  if  I  had,  one  thought  of  her  unoom« 
plaining  suffering  lodL,  as  she  drooped  away,  or  of  the 
starving  face  of  our  innooent  child,  would  have  nerved 
me  to  my  tasic  My  first  act  of  requital  you  well  re- 
member :  this  is  my  laaU' 

^  The  old  man  shivered^  and  his  hands  dropped  pow« 
erless  by  his  side. 

^  <  I  leave  England  to-morrow,'  said  Heyling,  after  a 
moment's  pause*  'To-night  I  consign  you  to  the  liv- 
ing death  to  which  you  devoted  her  —  a  hopeless  pris- 
on'  

^  He  raised  his  eyes  to  the  old  man's  countenance,  and 
paused.  He  lifted  the  light  to  his  face,  set  it  gently 
cbwn,  and  left  the  apartment. 

^  <  You  had  better  see  to  the  old  man,'  he  said  to  the 
woman,  as  he  opened  the  door,  and  motioned  the  officer 
\o  follow  him  into  the  street— <  I  think  he  is  ilL'  The 
woman  dosed  the  door,  ran  hastily  up-stair%  and  found 

him  lifeless* 

♦        ,      ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

''Beneath  a  plain  gravestone,  in  one  of  the  most 
peaceftil  and  sedvkded  chureh-ymtds  in  Kent,  where  wlld« 
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flowers  mingle  with  the  grass,  and  the  soft  landscape 
around,  forms  the  fairest  spot  in  the  garden  of  England, 
lio  the  bones  of  the  joung  mother  and  her  gentle  child. 
But  the  ashes  of  the  father  do  not  mingle  with  theirs ; 
nor  from  that  night  forward,  did  the  attorney  ever  gain 
the  remotest  due  to  the  sabsequent  history  of  his  queer 
di«nt"  _J 

As  the  old  man  oondnded  his  tale,  he  advanced  to  a  peg 
in  one  comer,  and  taking  down  his  hat  and  coat,  put  them 
on  with  great  deliberation ;  and,  without  saying  another 
word,  walked  slowly  away.  As  the  gentleman  with  the 
Ikkeoio  stodfi  had  &llen  asleep,  and  the  migor  part  of  the 
company  were  de^ly  occupied  in  the  humorous  process 
of  dropping  melted  tallow*grease  into  his  brandy  and 
water,  Mr.  Pickwick  departed  unnoticed,  and  having  set- 
tled his  own  score  and  that  oiMr.  Weller,  issued  forth, in 
company  with  that  gentleman,  from  beneath  the  portal  o£ 
the  Magpie  and  Stomp. 
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CHAPTER  ^^TT. 

■B.  PIO&WICK  JOUSKET8  TO  IPSWICH,  AKD  mBCTS 
WITH  A  BOMANTIO  ADVBMTITRB  WITH  A  lODDLB- 
AGED  LADT  IN  TELLOW  0UBL-PAPSR8. 

"That  'ere  your  govemor^s  luggage,  Sammy?**  In- 
quired Mr.  Weller  senior,  of  his  affectionate  son,  as  he 
entered  the  yard  of  the  BuU  Inn,  Whitediapel,  with  a 
travelling  bag  and  a  small  portmanteau. 

'^Tou  might  ha'  made  a  worser  gness  than  that,  old 
feller,"  replied  Mr.  WcIler  the  younger,  setting  down  his 
burden  in  the  yard,  and  sitdng  himsdf  down  upon  it  a^ 
terwards.  ^  The  governor  hisself  11  be  down  here  pres- 
ently." 

''He's  a-cabbin'  it,  I  suppose?  "  said  the  father. 

"  Yes,  he's  a-havin'  two  mile  o'  danger  at  eig^t-penoe," 
responded  the  son.   ^  How's  mother-in-law  this  momin*  ?" 

*^  Queer,  Sammy,  queer,"  replied  the  elder  Mr.  Wel- 
ler, with  impressive  gravity.  "  She's  been  gettin'  rayther 
in  the  Methodistical  order  lately,  Sammy ;  and  she  is  un« 
common  pious,  to  be  sure.  She's  too  good  a  creetur  for 
me,  Sammy  —  I  feel  I  don't  deserve  her." 

<<  Ah,"  said  Mr.  Samuel,  ''  thal^s  wery  self-denyin'  o' 
you. 

<*  Wery,"  replied  his  parent,  with  a  sigh,  **  She's  got 
hold  o'  s<^ne  inwention  for  grown-up  people  being  bom 
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■gaiu,  Sammy — the  new  birth,  I  thinks  thej  calls  it  1 
should  wery  mach  like  to  see  that  system  in  hactiooi 
Sanmiy.  I  should  wery  much  like  to  see  your  mother* 
in-law  bom  ag'in.      Wouldn't  I  put  her  out  to  nurse !  ** 

"  What  do  you  think  them  wom^i  does  Mother  day,** 
continued  Mr.  Weller,  afler  a  short  pause,  during  whicli 
be  had  significantly  struck  the  side  of  his  nose  with  his 
forefinger  some  half-dozen  times.  **  What  do  you  think 
they  does,  t'other  day,  Sammy  ?  " 

«  Don't  know,"  replied  Sam,  «  what  ?  " 

^  Groes  and  gets  up  a  grand  tea  drinkin'  for  a  feller 
they  calls  their  shepherd,"  said  Mr.  Weller.  ^I  was  a 
standing  starin'  in  at  the  pictur*  shop  down  cf  our  plaeey 
when  I  sees  a  little  bill  about  it :  '  Tickeft  half-a-crown. 
All  applications  to  be  made  to  the  committee.  Secreta- 
ry, Mrs.  Weller.'  And  when  I  goi  home,  there  was  the 
committee  a-sittin'  in  our  back  parlor  —  fourteen  women ; 
I  wish  you  could  ha'  heard  'em,  Sammy.  There  they 
was,  a-passin'  resolutions,  and  wotin'  supplies,  and  all 
sorts  o'  games.  Well,  what  with  your  mother-in-law  a 
worrying  me  to  go,  and  what  with  my  looking  for'ard  to 
seein'  some  queer  starts  if  I  did,  I  put  my  name  down  for 
a  ticket ;  at  six  o'clock  on  the  Friday  evenin'  I  dresses 
myself  out,  wery  smart,  and  off  I  goes  vith  the  old  'oo» 
man,  and  up  we  walks  into  a  fost  floor  where  there  was 
tea  things  for  thirty,  and  a  whole  lot  o'  women  as  begins 
whispering  to  one  another,  and  lookin'  at  me,  as  if  they'd 
ncTer  seen  a  rayther  stout  gen'l'm'n  of  eight-and-fifly 
afore.  By  and  by,  there  comes  a  great  bustle  down- 
stairs, and  a  lanky  chap  with  a  red  nose  and  white  neck- 
cloth rushes  up,  and  sings  out,  '  Here's  the  shepherd  a 
doming  to  wisit  his  faithful  flock ; '  and  in  comes  a  fat 
chap  in  black,  vith  a  great  white  fisu^,  a  smilin'  avay  like 
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clock-work.  Such  goin's  on,  Sammy !  *  The  kiss  of 
peace,'  says  the  shepherd ;  and  then  he  kissed  the  wom- 
en all  round,  and  yen  he'd  done,  the  man  vith  the  red 
nose  began.  I  was  just  a-thinkin'  whether  I  hadn't  better 
begin  too  —  'specially  as  there  was  a  wery  nice  lady  a- 
bittin'  next  me  —  ven  m  comes  the  tea,  and  your  moth.ir- 
in-law,  as  had  been  makin'  the  kettle  bile,  down-stairs. 
At  it  they  went,  tooth  and  naiL  Such  a  precious  loud 
hymn,  Sammy,  while  the  tea  was  a-brewing ;  such  a  grace, 
Buch  eatin'  and  drinkin' !  I  wish  you  would  ha'  seen  the 
shepherd  walking  into  the  ham  and  muffins.  I  never  see 
inch  a  chap  to  eat  and  drink  —  never.  The  red-nosed 
man  wam't  by  no  means  the  sort  of  person  you'd  like  to 
grub  by  contract,  bat  he  was  nothin'  to  the  shepherd. 
Well ;  arter  the  tea  was  over,  they  sung  another  hymn, 
and  then  the  shepherd  began  to  preach :  and  wery  well 
he  did  it,  considerin'  how  heavy  them  muffins  must  have 
lied  on  his  ch^t.  Presently  he  pulls  up,  all  of  a  sudden, 
and  hollers  out,  'Where  is  the  sinner j  where  is  the  mis- 
erable sinner  ? '  upon  which,  all  the  women  looked  at  me, 
and  began  to  groan  as  if  they  was  dying.  I  thought  it 
was  rather  singler,  but  hows'ever,  I  says  nothing.  Pres- 
ently he  pulls  up  again,  and  looking  wery  hard  at  me, 
says,  *  Where  is  the  sinner ;  where  is  the  mis'rable  sin- 
ner ? '  and  all  the  women  groans  again,  ten  times  louder 
than  afore.  I  got  rather  wild  at  this,  so  I  takes  a  step 
or  two  for'ard  and  says,  '  My  friend,'*  says  I,  *  did  you 
ftp[)ly  that  'ere  obserwation  to  me  ? '  —  'Stead  of  begging 
my  pardon  as  any  genTm'n  would  ha'  done,  he  got  more 
abusive  than  ever :  called  me  a  wessel,  Sammy  — a  wes- 
Bel  of  wrath  —  and  all  sorts  o'  names.  So  my  blood  be- 
ing reglarly  up,  I  first  gave  him  two  or  three  for  him- 
self, and  then  two  or  three  more  to  hand  over  to  the 
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man  with  the  red.  nose,  and  walked  off.  I  wish  yon 
conld  ha'  heard  how  the  woman  screamed,  Sammy,  veo 
thej  picked  np  the  shepherd  from  under  the  table.  ■■  ■ 
H^o I  here's  the  governor,  the  gixe  of  Hfe I" 

As  Mr.  Weller  spoke,  Mr.  Pickwick  dismounted  from 
a  cab,  and  entered  the  yard. 

"Fine  momin'  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller  senior. 

"Beautiful  indeed,**  rq>lied  Mr.  Piokwiok. 

"  Beautiftd  indeed,"  echoed  a  red-haired  man  with  an 
inquisitive  nose  and  blue  spectacles,  who  bad  unpacked 
himself  from  a  cab  at  the  s«ne  moment  as  Mr.  Pick- 
wick.   "  Going  to  Ipswich,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  am,*  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Extraordinary  coincidence.     So  am  L** 

Mr.  Pickwidc  bowed. 

"  Going  outside  ?"  said  the  red4iaired  man. 

Mr.  Pickwick  bowed  again. 

"  Bless  my  soul,  how  remarkable  —  I  am  going  out- 
side, too,"  said  the  red-haired  man :  '^  we  are  positively 
going  together."  And  the  red-haired  man,  who  was  an 
important-looking,  sharp-ooeed,  mysterious-spoken  per- 
sonage, with  a  bird-like  habit  of  giving  his  head  a  jerk 
every  time  he  said  anything,  smiled  as  if  he  had  made 
one  of  the  strangest  discoveries  that  ever  fell  to  the  lei 
of  human  wisdom. 

"  I  am  happy  in  the  prospect  of  your  compai^,  oir," 
said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Ah,"  said  the  new  comer,  "  it's  a  good  thing  for  both 
of  us,  isn't  it  ?  Company,  you  see  —  company  is  —  i^ 
— if  s  a  very  different  thing  from  solitude  —  a'n't  it  ?  " 

"There's  no  denyin'  that  'ere,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  join- 
0^  in  the  conversation,  with  an  affable  smile.  "  That's 
what  I  call  a  self-evident,  proposition^  as  thedog%-me«( 
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man  Bmd,  when  the  homse-maid  told  him  he  warn'!  a 
gentiemsn." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  red-haired  man,  surveying  Mr.  Weller 
from  head  to  foot  with  a  snperdlioas  look.  '^  Friend  of 
joatSj  eip  ?  " 

"Not  exactly  a  friend,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick  in  a 
low  tone.    **  The  fact  is,  he  is  my  servant,  but  I  allow  ^ 
him  to  take  a  good  many  liberties;  for,  between  our* 
sdves,  I  flatter  myself  he  is  an  original,  and  I  am  rather 
proud  of  him." 

^'  Ah,"  said  the  red-haired  man,  "  that,  you  see,  is  a 
matter  of  taste.  I  am  not  fond  of  anything  ordinal ;  I 
don't  like  it ;  don't  see  tiie  necessity  lor  it  What's  your 
name,  sir?" 

"  Here  is  my  card,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  PickwiA,  much 
amused  by  the  abruptness  of  the  question,  and  the  sin- 
gular manner  of  the  stranger. 

•  "  Ah,"  said  the  red-haired  man,  placing  the  card  in  his 
pocke(4x>ok,  **  Pickwick ;  very  good.  I  Kke  to  know  a 
man's  naaoe,  it  saves  so  much  trooUe.  That* s  my  card, 
sir.  Magnus,  you  wiU  pero^ve,  sir — Magnus  is  my 
name.    If s  rather  a  good  name,  I  think,  sir?  " 

"A  very  good  name,  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
whoUy  unable  to  repress  a  smile. 

« Yes,  I  (hmk  it  is,"  resumed  Mr.  Magnus.  "There's 
Q  good  name  before  it,  too,  you  will  observe.  Permit 
me,  sir  —  if  you  hold  the  card  a  little  slanting,  this  way, 
you  catch  the  light  upon  the  up-stroke.  There  —  Peter 
Magnus— -  sounds  well,  I  think,  sir." 

**  Very,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Carious  circumstance  about  those  initials,  sir,"  said 
Mr.  Magnus.  "  You  will  observe  —  P.  M. —  post  merid- 
wi*    In  hasty  notes  to  intimate  acquaintance,  I  some- 
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times  sign  myself  '  Afternoon.'    It  anmsee  my  lUends 
very  moch,  Mr.  Pickwick." 

^  It  is  calculated  to  afibrd  them  the  highest  gratifi- 
cation, I  should  conceive,''  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  rather  en*' 
vying  the  ease  with  which  Mr.  Magnus's  Mends  were 
entertained. 

'<  Now,  genTm'n,"  said  the  hostler,  ^  ooaoh  is  ready,  if 
you  please." 

<<  Is  all  my  luggage  in?  "  inquired  Mr.  Magnns. 

«  All  right,  sir." 

«I8  the  red  bag  in?" 

"All  right,  sir." 

"  And  the  striped  bag?" 

<*  Fore  boot,  sir." 

"  And  the  brown-paper  pared  ?  " 

**  Under  the  seat,  sir." 

«  And  the  leather  hat-box  ?  " 

«  They're  all  in,  sir." 

"  Now,  will  you  get  up  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

""Excuse  me,"  replied  Magnus,  standing  on  the  wheeL 
"  Excuse  me,  Mr.  Pickwick.  I  cannot  consent  to  get 
up,  in  this  state  of  uncertainty.  I  am  quite  satisfied 
fix)m  that  man's  manner,  that  that  leather  hat-box  is 
not  in." 

The  solemn  protestaticms  of  the  hostler  being  wholly 
unavailing,  the  leather  hat-box  was  obliged  to  be  .raked 
up  from  the  lowest  depth  of  the  boot,  to  satisfy  him 
that  it  had  been  safely  packed ;  and  after  he  had  beep 
assured  on  this  head,  he  felt  a  solemn  presentiment, 
first,  that  the  red  bag  was  mislaid,  and  next  that  tlie 
striped  bag  had  been  stolen,  and  then  that  the  brown-pa- 
per parcel  had  "  come  untied."  At  length  when  he  had 
received  ocular  demonstration  of  the  groundless  nature 
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of  each  and  every  of  these  suspicions,  he  consented  to 
climb  up  to  the  roof  of  the  coach,  observing  that  now  he 
had  taken  eyerytliing  off  his  mind,  he  felt  quite  com- 
'  fortable  and  happy. 

** You're  given  to  nervousness,  aVt  you,  sir?*  in- 
quired Mr.  Weller  senior,  eying  the  stranger  askance,  as 
he  mounted  to  his  place. 

^  Yes ;  I  always  am  rather,  about  tiiese  little  matters," 
said  the  stranger,  ^but  I  am  all  right  now  —  quite 
right" 

«  Well,  thaf  s  a  blessin',"  said  Mr.  Weller.  "  Sammy, 
help  your  master  up  to  the  box ;  t'other  leg,  sir,  that's  it ; 
give  us  your  hand,  sir.  Up  with  you.  You  was  a  light- 
er weight  when  you  was  a  boy,  sir." 

"True  enough,  that,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  the  breathless 
Mr.  Pickwick,  good-humoredly,  as  he  took  his  seat  on 
the  box  beside  him. 

"  Jump  up  in  front,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller.  *Now 
ViUam,  run  'em  out  Take  care  o'  the  archvay,  gen'L'm'n. 
*  Heads,'  as  the  pieman  says.  That'll  do,  Villam.  Let 
*em  alone."  And  away  went  the  coach  up  Wbitechapel, 
to  the  admiration  of  the  whole  population  of  that  pretty 
densely-populated  quarter. 

^  Not  a  wery  nice  neighborhood  this,  sir,"  said  Sam, 
with  the  touch  of  the  hat  which  always  preceded  his  en- 
tering into  conversation  with  his  master. 

**  It  is  not  indeed,  Sam,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  sur- 
veying the  crowded  and  filthy  street  through  which  they 
wore  passhig. 

**  If  8  a  wery  remarkable  circumstance,  sir,"  said  Sam, 
**  that  poverty  and  oysters  always  seems  to  go  together." 

^  I  don't  understand  you,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

'*  What  I  mean,  sir,"  said  Sam,  ^  is,  that  the  poorer  a 
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place  is,  the  greater  call  there  seems  to  be  for  oysters. 
Look  here,  sir ;  here's  a  oyster  stall  to  every  half-dozen 
houses  —  the  street's  lined  vith  'em.  Blessed  if  I  don't 
think  that  ven  a  man's  very  poor,  he  rushes  out  of  Ids 
lodgings,  and  eats  oysters  in  regHar  desperation." 

**  To  be  sure  he  does,"  said  Mr.  WcJler  senior,  "  and 
if 8  just  £he  same  vith  pickled  salmon ! " 

"  Those  are  two  very  remarkable  facts,  which  never 
occurred  to  me  before,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  **  The  very 
Irst  place  we  stop  at,  111  make  a  note  of  them." 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  turnpike  at  Mile 
End ;  a  profound  silence  prevailed,  until  they  had  got 
two  or  three  miles  ferther  on,  when  Mr.  Weller  senior, 
tuniing  suddenly  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  said  — 

**  Wery  queer  life  is  a  pike-keeper^s,  sir." 

«  A  what?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  A  pike-keeper." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  a  pike-keeper?"  inquired 
Mr.  Peter  Magnus. 

"  The  old  'un  means  a  turnpike  keeper,  genTm'n,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Weller,  in  explanation. 

"  Oh,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  I  see.  Yes ;  very  carious 
life.    Very  uncomfortable." 

"  They're  all  on  'em  men  as  has  met  vith  some  disap« 
pomtment  in  life,"  said  Mr.  Weller  senior. 

**  Ay,  ay?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**Yes.  Consequence  of  vich,  they  retires  from  tho 
world,  and  shuts  themselves  up  in  pikes ;  partly  with  the 
view  of  being  solitaiy,  and  partly  to  rewenge  them- 
selves  on  mankind,  by  takin'  tolls." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  I  never  knew  that 
before." 

"  P«ct,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  « if  they  was  gcnTm'b 
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jrou'd  call  'em  misanthiopesy  but  as  it  U  thej  onlj 
takes  to  pike-keepia'." 

Wkh  such  conversatioii,  possessing  the  inestimable 
chann  of  blending  amusement  with  instruction,  did  Mr. 
Weller  beguile  the  tediousness  of  the  joumej,  during 
the  greater  part  of  the  day.  Topics  of  oonversatic  n 
were  never  wanting,  for  even  when  anj  pause  oc- 
curred in  Mr.  Weller's  loquacity,  it  was  abundantly  sup- 
plied by  the  desire  evinced  by  Mr.  Magnus  to  make 
himself  acquainted  with  the  whole  of  the  personal  his- 
tory of  his  fellow-travellers,  and  his  loudly-expressed 
anxiety  at  every  stage,  respecting  the  safety  and  well- 
being  of  the  two  bags,  the  leather  hat-box,  and  the 
brown-paper  parceL 

In  the  main  street  of  Ipswich,  on  the  left-hand  side  of 
the  way,  a  short  distance  afber  you  have  passed  through 
the  open  space  fronting  the  Town  Hall,  stands  an  inn 
known  far  and  wide  by  the  appellation  of  "  The  Great 
White  Horse,"  rendered  the  more  conspicuous  by  a  stone 
statue  of  some  rampacious  animal  with  flowing  mane  and 
tail,  distantly  resembling  an  insane  cart-horse,  which  is 
elevated  above  the  principal  door.  The  Great  White 
Horse  is  famous  in  the  neighborhood,  in  the  same  degree 
as  a  prize  ox,  or  county  paper-chronided  turnip,  or  un- 
wieldly  pig  —  for  its  enormous  size.  Never  were  such 
labyrinths  of  uncarpeted  passages,  such  clusters  of  mouldy, 
bndly-lighted  rooms,  such  huge  numbers  of  small  dens 
for  eating  or  sleeping  in,  beneath  any  one  roof,  as  are 
collected  together  between  the  four  walls  of  the  Great 
White  Horse  at  Ipswich. 

It  was  at  the  door  of  this  overgrown  tavern^  that  the 
London  coach  stopped,  at  the  same  hour  every  evening; 
and  it  was  from  this  same  London  coach,  that  Mr.  Pick- 
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Wick,  Sam  Weller,  and  Mr.  Peter  Magntis  dismounted, 
on  the  paitica]ar  evening  to  whieh  this  diapter  of  oar 
history  bears  reference. 

"  Do  yon  stop  here,  sir?*  inquired  Mr.  Peter  Mag- 
nus, when  the  striped  bag,  and  the  red  bag,  and  the 
brown-paper  parcel,  and  the  leather  hat-box,  had  all 
been  deposited  in  the  passage.  ^Do  you  stop  here, 
rir?'' 

« I  do,^  siM  Mr.  Fickwick. 

*  Dear  me,"  swd  Mr.  Magnus,  **  I  never  knew  any- 
thing like  these  extraordinary  coincidences.  Why,  I 
stop  here,  too.    1  hope  we  dine  together  ?  ** 

"  With  pleasure,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  "  I  am  not 
quite  certain  whether  I  have  any  Mends  here  or  not, 
though.  Is  there  any  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Tup- 
man  here,  waiter  ?  " 

A  corpulent  man,  with  a  fortnight's  napkin  under  his 
arm,  and  coeval  stockings  on  his  legs,  slowly  desisted 
(torn  his  occupation  of  staring  down  the  street,  on  this 
question  being  put  to  him  by  Mr.  I^ckwick ;  and,  after 
minutely  inspecting  that  gentleman's  appearance,  fi*om 
the  crown  of  his  hat  to  the  lowest  button  of  his  gaiters, 
replied  emphatically : 

"No." 

^  Nor  any  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Snodgrass ?"  In- 
quired Mr.  Pickwick. 

"No!" 

«Nor  Winkle?" 

•^No." 

"  My  friends  have  not  arrived  to-day,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick.  **  We  will  dfaie  alone,  then.  Show  us  a  pri- 
vate room,  waiter." 

On  this  request  being  preferred,  the  corpulent  man 
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condescended  to  order  the  boots  to  brin^  in  the  gentle 
men's  luggage ;  and  preceding  them  dpwn  a  long  dark 
passage,  ushered  them  into  a  large  badly-furnished  apart- 
ment, with  a  dirty  grate,  in  which  a  small  fire  was  mak- 
mg  a  wretched  attempt  to  be  cheerful,  but  was  fast  sink- 
ing  beneath  the  dispiriting  influence  of  the  place.  After 
the  lapse  of  an  hour,  a  bit  of  fish  and  a  steak  were  served 
up  to  the  travellers,  and  when  the  dinner  was  cleared 
away,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  drew  their 
chairi  up  to  the  fire,  and  having  ordered  a  bottle  of  the 
worst  possible  port  wine,  at  the  highest  possible  price, 
for  the  good  of  the  house,  di*ank  brandy  and  water  for 
their  o>vn. 

Mr.  Peter  Magnus  was  naturally  of  a  very  communi- 
cative disposition,  and  the  brandy  and  water  operated 
with  wonderful  effect  in  warming  into  life  the  deepest 
hidden  secrets  of  his  bosom. ,  After  sundry  accounts  of 
himself,  his  family,  his  connections,  his  friends,  his  jokes, 
his  business,  and  his  brothers  (most  talkative  men  have 
a  great  deal  to  say  about  their  brothers),  Mr.  Peter 
Magnus  took  a  blue  view  of  Mr.  Pickwick  through  his 
colored  spectacles  for  several  minutes,  and  then  said, 
with  an  air  of  modesty : 

"  And  what  do  you  think  —  what  do  you  think,  Mr, 
Pickwick  —  I  have  come  down  here  for  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  it  is  wholly 
ire  possible  for  me  to  guess ;  on  business,  perhaps." 

«  Partly  right,  Mr,"  replied  Mr.  Peter  Magnus,  "  but 
partly  wrong,  at  the  same  time :  try  again,  Mr.  Pick- 
wick." 

**  EeaJly,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  I  must  throw  myself 
on  your  mercy,  to  tell  me  or  not,  as  you  may  think  best ; 
for  I  should  never  guess,  if  I  were  to  try  all  night." 
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«  Why,  then,  he  —  he  —  he  I "  said  Mr.  Peter  Mag- 
nus,  with  a  bashful  titter,  **  What  should  you  think,  Mr. 
Pickwick,  if  I  had  come  down  here,  to  make  a  proposal, 
sir,  eh?    He — he  —  he!" 

"  Think  I  that  you  are  very  likely  to  succeed,"  replied 
Mr.  Pickwick,  with  one  of  his  most  beaming  smiles. 

«  Ah  ! "  said  Mr.  Ma^up,  **  but  do  you  really  think  so, 
Mr.  Pickwick  ?    Do  you,  though  ?  " " 

^  Certainly,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

•*  No ;  but  you're  joking,  though." 

**  I  am  not,  indeed." 

^  Why,  then,"  said  Mr.  Magnus,  *^  to  let  you  into  a  lit- 
tle secret,  /  think  so  too.  I  don't  mind  telling  you,  Mr. 
Pickwick,  although  I'm  dreadful  jealous  by  nature  — 
horrid—- that  the  lady  is  in  this  house."  Here  Mr. 
Magnus  took  off  his  spectacles,  on  purpose  to  wink,  and 
then  put  them  on  again. 

**  That's  what  you  were  running  out  of  the  room  for, 
before  dinner,  then,  so  often,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  archly. 

^  Hush  -—yes,  you're  right,  that  was  it ;  not  such  a 
fool  as  to  see  her,  though." 

"Nol" 

"  No ;  wouldn't  do,  you  know,  after  having  just  come 
off  a  journey.  Wait  till  to-morrow,  sir;  double  the 
chance  then.  Mr.  Pickwick,  sir,  there  is  a  suit  of  clothes 
tu  that  bag,  and  a  hat  in  that  box,  which  I  expect,  in  the 
4  ffect  they  will  produce,  will  be  invaluable  to  me,  sir." 

"Indeed!"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Yes ;  you  must  have  observed  my  anxiety  about 
them  to-day.  I  do  not  believe  that  such  another  suit  of 
dothes,  and  such  a  hat,  could  be  bought  for  money,  Mr. 
Pickwick." 

Mr.  Pickwittk  congi*atulated  the  fortunate  owner  of  the 
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irroaistible  giirmento,  on  tiieir  acquisitiov;  and  l^Jr-  Peter 
Magnua  remained  for  a  few  momentai  apparent  ab* 
sorbed  in  contemplation. 

^  She's  a  fine  creature,**  said  Mr.  Mafno^. 

^  Is  she  ?  "  said  Mr*  ^^kkwick* 

^  Very,"  said  Mr.  Magnus,  ^  very.  She  Uvea  about 
twenty  miles  from  here,  Mr.  Piokwiok.  I  heard  she 
would  be  here  to-night  and  all  to-morrow  fbrenooo,  ai|4 
came  down  to  seize  the  opportunitj.  I  thinjk  an  ipn  is 
a  good  sort  of  a  plaoe  to  propose  to  a  single  womaaini 
Mr.  Pickwick.  She  is  more  likely  to  feel  the  loneliness 
of  her  situation  in  U:avellipg,  perhaps,  than  she  v^ov^d  be 
at  home.     What  do  you  think,  Mr.  Pickwick  ?  " 

"  I  think  it  very  probable,**  replied  that  gentlom^^ 

*?  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Pidiwick,"  said  Mr.„  Peter 
Magnus,  "^  but  I  am  naturally  rather  cunous ;  ^h^t  may 
you  have  come  down  here  for  ?  ** 

^'  On  1^  far  less  pleasant  errand,  sir,**  replied  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, the  color  mounting  to  his  face  at  the.  recoUectian^ 
^  I  have  coine  down  here,  sir,  to  ei^pose  th^.  treadiery 
and  falsehood  of  an  individual,  upon  whose  t^th  ai;i4 
honor  I  placed  implicit  reliance.** 

« Dear  me,**  ^aid  Mr^i  Peter  Magi^ua,  "  tj{;iat's  very 
unpleasant.  It  is  f^  lady,  I  presume  ?-  £h  ?  ah !  Sfy^ 
Mr.  Pickwick,  sly.  WeU,  Mr.  Pickwick,  sir,  I  wouMu't 
probe  your  feelings  for  the  world.  Painful  sul^o<itet 
these,  sir,  very  painfuL  Don't  mind  me,  Mr.  Pickwick, 
if  you  wish  to  give  vent  to  your  feelings.  I  know  what 
it  is  to  be  jilted,  sir;  I  have  endured  that  sprt  of  thing 
three  or  four  times.** 

'^  I  am  much  obliged  U)  you,  for  your  condolence  oq 
what  you  presume  to  be  my  melancholy  case,"  said  Mi^ 
Pickwipk,  win^n^  u|»  his  wj^ch,  and  layii^g  il^  oi^  the 
table,  "  but  ••— 
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**  Not  nO)"  said  Mr.  Pieter  Mdgnu^  ^  n<rt  ft  wotd more: 
Wb  i  (modM  Mjcct  I  me,  I  d<fe.  What's  Um  dme, 
MnPickwii^?'' 

«  Past  ttrelve." 

«  Dear  nie,  it's  tiiiie  «o  ^  «[»  b^d.  H  ¥r)n  n^rer  d6, 
littiti^  heiiB.    I  ilh^  M  pale  to-moriNyw,  Mr.  Pickwick." 

At  Htm  ImHe  notfon  ol  todi  a  calamity,  Mr.  Peter 
Magnus  rung  Uie  befi  ftr  the  (fthamber^maid ;  ftnd  Che 
striped  bag,  the  red  bag,  the  leathern  bat-bol,  ^d  th^ 
IfR^i^n-papiir  paiyiel,  hkring  been  coilveyi^  to  his  t>ed- 
f^am^  he  retired  ki  eohipemj  with  a  japanned  eandlestitX, 
to  one  iide  of  the  bowse,  while  Mr.  PickWidt,  and  another 
japanned  caifdldstick)  were  ^ndtteted  through  k  multi- 
hide  of  toi'tttdifs  windings,  to  another. 

**  This  is  your  room,  sir,**  said  the  chamber-maid. 

"Tery  weii,**  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  ix>und 
him.  It  was  a  tolerably  la^e  double-bedded  room,  with 
a  fire ;  upon  th^  whole,  a  kiore  eomfortable^ooking  apart- 
ment thnn  Mr.  Piokwidi's  short  experience  of  the  ao- 
commodatiofis  of  the  Great  White  Hor^  had  led  him  to 
expect 

^  Nobody  fllee^s  hi  the  bthel*  bM,  of  course,"  said  Mr. 
Pldtwidt. 

**  Oh  BO,  sir.- 

**  Very  good.  'Tell  nly  d^hrtant  to  bft%  toe  up  sonle 
ftM  waib^  at  hidf*past  ei^  1^  the  mohnn|^,  and  that  I 
«hall  urn  want  hM  any  m(m  io^ii^hi.'' 

^  Yes,  sir."  An*  biddhig  MC.  Pickwick  feood-night, 
fbd  dhamber-mUfd  retihed^  and  left  hitb  alou^; 

Mr.  Pilckwtck  fm  hftriieir  ddWfi  hi  a  chair  beftyre  Hie 
•r^  ahd  ftH  iiitd  a  maik  of  ramUitlg  meditatidns.  Pirtt 
tte  thOOgln  df  his  {Hends,  aiVd  Wondered  whea  they  WOtild 
join  him ;  then  his  mind  reverted  to  Mrs.  Marthii  Ba^- 
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dell ;  and  from  that  lady  it  wandered,  hj  a  natural  pro* 
cess,  to  the  dingy  oonntrng-hoase  of  Dodson  and  Fogg. 
From  Dodson  and  Fogg's  it  fiew  off  at  a  tangent,  to  die 
Tery  centre  of  the  history  of  the  queer  dient ;  and  dien 
it  came  back  to  the  Great  While  Horse  at  Ipswich,  with 
sufficient  clearness  to  convince  Mr»  Pickwick  thai  he  wai 
fidliog  asleep:  so  he  roused  lumself,  and  began  to  un« 
dreas,  when  he  recollected  he  had  left  his  watdi  on  the 
table  down-etairs. 

Now,  this  watdi  was  a  special  fiivorite  with  Mr.  Pi<de« 
wick,  having  been  carried  about,  beneath  the  shadow  of 
his  waistcoat,  for  a  greater  number  of  years  than  we 
feel  called  upon  to  state,  at  present  The  possibility  of 
going  to  sleep,  unless  it  were  ticking  gestly  beneath  his 
pillow,  or  in  the  watch-pocket  over  his  head,  had  never 
entered  Mr.  Pickwick's  brain.  So  as  it  was  pretty  late 
now,  and  he  was  unwilling  to  ring  hk  beU  at  that  hour 
of  the  night,  he  slipped  on  his  coat,  of  which  he  had 
just  divested  himself,  and  taking  the  japanned  candle- 
stick in  his  hand,  walked  quietly  down-stairs. 

The  more  stairs  Mr.  Pickwick  went  down,  the  more 
stairs  there  seemed  to  be  to  descend,  and  again  and 
again,  when  Mr.  Pickwick  got  into  some  narrow  paasa^ 
and  began  to  congratulate  himself  on  having  gained  the 
ground-^oor,  did  another  flight  of  sturs  appear  before 
his  astonished  eyes*  At  last  he  reached  a  stone  haM, 
which  he  remembered  to  have  seen  when  he  entered  the 
house;  Passage  after  passage  did  he  explore;  room 
after  room  did  he  peep  into ;  at  length,  just  as  he  was 
on  the  point  of  giving  up  the  search  in  despair,  he 
opened  die  door  of  the  id^tical  room  in  which  he  had 
spent  the  evening,  and  beheld  his  missing  property  on 
the  table. 
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Mr.  Pickwiek  seized  the  wateh  in  triumph,  and  pix> 
Deeded  to  retrace  his  steps  to  his  beddiamber.  If  his 
progress  downwards  had  been  attended  with  diffieulttes 
and  nnoertaintj,  his  jonmey  back,  was  infinitely  more 
perplexing.  Bows  of  doors,  garnished  with  boots  of 
eveiy  shape^  make,  and  nse,  branched  off  in  ererj  pos- 
sible direction.  A  dozen  times  did  he  softly  turn  the 
handle  of  some  bedroom  door,  which  resembled  his  own, 
when  a  gruff  cry  from  within  of  "Who  the  devil's  that?*' 
or  "What  do  you  want  here?''  caused  him  to  steal 
away,  on  tiptoe,  with  a  perfectly  marrellous  celerity. 
He  was  reduced  to  the  verge  of  despair,  when  an  open 
doOT  attracted  his  attention.  He  peeped  in  —  right  at 
last  There  were  the  two  beds,  whose  situation  he  per- 
fectly remembered,  and  the  fire  still  burning.  His  can- 
dle, not  a  long  one  when  he  first  received  it,  had  flick- 
ered away  in  the  drafls  of  air  through  which  he  had 
passed,  and  sunk  into  the  socket,  just  as  he  closed  the 
door  after  him.  "  No  matter,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
"  I  can  undress  myself  just  as  well,  by  the  li^  of 
the  fire." 

The  bedsteads  stood,  one  on  each  side  of  the  door ; 
and  on  the  inner  side  of  each,  was  a  little  path,  termi- 
nating in  a  rush-bottomed  chair,  just  wide  enough  to  admit 
of  a  person's  geting  into,  or  out  of  bed,  on  that  side,  if 
he  or  she  thought  proper.  Having  eareftilly  drawn  the 
curtains  of  his  bed  on  the  outside,  Mr.  Pickwick  sat 
down  on  the  rush-bottomed  chair,  and  leisurely  divested 
himself  of  his  shoes  and  gaiters.  He  then  took  off  and 
fblded  up,  his  coat,  waistcoat,  and  neck-cloth,  and  slowfy 
drawing  on  his  tasselled  nightcap,  secured  it  firmly  on 
bis  head,  by  tying  beneath  his  d|in,  the  strings  which  be 
always  had  attached  to  that  amde  of  dress.    It  was  at 
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Hub  moment  tb«t  the  absorctity  of  bis  recent  bewUder- 
meit  struck  upotL  his  mind ;  and  throwing  himself  haek 
in  the  ni8h4M>ttomed  chairs  Mr*  Pickwick  laughed  to 
kimself  so  heartily,  that  ii  would  hitve  been  quke  de- 
lightful to  any  man  of  w^l-consdtiited  mind  to  have 
inatohed  the  smiles  irhich  exfMmded  his  aniable  fealwras 
ad  they  shone  forth,  fh>m  beneath  ike  tiightoiik. 

'^  It  is  the  best  idea,"  said  Mr.  Piekwiek  to  himaelf, 
smiling  till  he  almost  cradled  the  night6a{>  strings-^ 
'^  It  is  the  best  ide%  my  losing  myself  in  this  pk^,  and 
wandering  about  those  staircases,  that  I  eTer  heard  of. 
DroIU  droU,  very  drolL"  Here  Mn  Pickwick  smiled 
again,  a  broader  smile  than  before,  and  was  about  to 
continue  the  process  of  nndressmgi  in  the  best  possible 
humor,  when  he  was  suddenly  stopped  by  a  moat  unex- 
pected int^TUption  I  to  wit»  the  entrance  into  the  room 
of  some  person  with  a  csoidle,  who,  iifler  locking  the 
door,  advanced  to  the  dressiai^^tablei  and  set  down  the 
light  upon  it* 

The  smile  that  played  on  Mr.  Pickwii^'s  features,  tras 
instantaneously  lost  in  a  look  of  the  most  unbounded  and 
wonder^atrickea  surprise.  The  J^raon,  whoever  it  tvas, 
had  come  in  so  suddenly  and  with  so  little  noise)  that 
Mr.  Pickwick  had  had  no  tiasie  to  eall  ont,  of  oppose 
(heir  entrance.  Who  could  it  be  ?  A  robbw  ?  Some 
eril-minded  persoa  who  had  seen  him  come  np-staira  with 
a  handsome  waldi  in  his  hand,  perhaps.  What  waa  he 
todol 

The  only  waty  in  which  Mr.  Pickwi^  coold  catch  a 
glimpse  of  his  mysterious  visitor  with  the  least  danger 
of  being  seen  himself^  was  by  creeping  on  to  the  bed,  and 
peeping  out  from  betw^n  the  curtains  on  the  opposite 
fide    To  this  m^uujsuvA  be  aeeordibgly  resorted.    Keep- 
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ia^  a^  euvtains  tmdUDj  doted  wiOi  tik  hand;  so  ihal 
nothing  move  «f  bam  oould  lie  seen  thiui  hk  fiue  anJ 
night  cap,  and  putting  on  hit  apeotadet,  he  mastered  up 
OQurage^  and  looked  ouL 

Mn  Pickwick  almost  ftdnted  with  hcnrtov  and  dismaj. 
Skaodiog  helbre  the  dretnng-^ats^  wias  a  middle-aged 
lady  in  jeiEow  curlxpapera,  busilj  engaged  in  brusyng 
mh$tt  \9fiiss  Ofttt  their  ^  back  htir/*  However  tiie  nni^ 
amMCVMm  mtdle^aged  ladjjr  etone  inta  that  nx>m»  it  wMt 
quite  clear  that  she  contemplated  remaining  ther»  for  tho 
night ;  for  she  had  brought  a  rushlight  and  shade  with 
hev^  whicb^  with  ptalseisreriky  preoanlion  against  fire,  she 
had  stationed  m  a  basift  on  the  floor,  whene  it  was  glim- 
meriag  aivay,  like  a  gigantic  lighthouse^  in  •  partaeulai]]? 
small  piece  of  waten. 

^  Bless  mj  soul,"  thoagbt  Mr.  Pkkwick,  <«what  m 
dreadful  thing!" 

<<  Hem  I "  said  the  kdj ;  and  in  went  Mn  Pickwiek't 
hsad  wkk  auliDOiaton-like  capidity. 

^  I  never  met  widi  anything  so  awM  as  tins,"  thoaglit 
poor  M«>.  Pickwick^  the  eold  perspiration  starting  in  d]x>p8 
npon.  his  nightoap^    ^Neven    This  is  i«arfhL'* 

It  was  <{alte  iwpossS)!^  to  resist  the  urgent  desire  to 
see  what  was  going  fivwant  So,  out  went  Mri  Pick* 
wick's  head  again.  The  prospect  was  worse  tlian  before* 
The  m|ddl0-aged  lac^  had  finished  arranging  her  hair : 
had  carefully  enveloped  it,  in  a  muslin  nightcap,  wi^  a 
small  pluited  border ;  and  was  gazing  pensivelj  on  the 
fire. 

^This  maitter  is  growing  alarming,"  reasoned  Mr. 
Pickwick  with  himseHl  '^  I  can't  allow  diings  to  go  on 
uk  this  way.  By  the  self^-possession  of  that  kdy,  it  is 
dkai!  to  me  that  I  must  have  oome  into  the  wrong  room* 
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If  I  oall  out,  shell  alarm  the  hooae;  but  if  I  remain 
here,  the  conseqQenoes  will  be  still  more  fnghtfoL" 

Mr.  Pickwick,  it  is  quite  unneoessaiy  to  saj,  was  one 
of  the  most  modest  and  delicate-minded  of  mortals.  The 
very  idea  of  exhibiting  bie  nightcap  to  a  lady,  oTcrpow- 
ered  him.  but  he  had  tied  those  confounded  strings  in  a 
knot,  and,  do  what  he  would,  he  couldn't  get  it  off.  The 
disclosure  must  be  made.  There  was  only  one  other 
waj  of  dcHug  it  He  shnmk  behind  the  oortainBy  and 
called  out  very  kmdly — 

«  Ha  — hum!" 

That  the  lady  started  at  this  unexpected  sound  was 
evident,  by  her  falling  up  against  die  msl^-light  shade ; 
thai  she  persuaded  herself  it  must  have  been  the  effect 
of  imagination  was  equally  clear,  for  when  Ifr.  Pick- 
wick, under  the  impression  that  she  had  fiunted  away, 
stone-dead  from  fright,  ventured  to  peep  out  again,  she 
was  gaeing  pensively  on  the  fire  as  before. 

^  Most  extraordinary  female  this,**  thought  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, popping  in  again.    ^  Ha  —  hum  1 " 

Hiese  last  sounds;  so  like  those  in  which,  as  legends  in- 
form us,  the  ferocious  giant  Blunderbore  was  in  the  habit 
of  expressing  his  opinion  that  it  was  time  to  lay  the  doth, 
were  too  distinctly  audible,  to  be  again  mistaken  for  the 
workings  of  &ncy. 

^  Gracious  Heaven  I "  said  the  middle-aged  lady, 
«whafs  that?** 

^It's  —  it*s  —  only  a  gentleman,  Ma'am,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick  from  behind  the  curtains. 

^  A  gentleman  1 "  said  the  lady,  with  a  terrific  scream. 

**  It's  all  over,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  A  strange  man  ! "  shrieked  the  lady.  Another  in- 
stant, and  the  house  would  be  alarmed.  Her  garmenti 
rustled  OS  she  rushed  towards  the  door. 
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^  Ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  thrusting  out  his  head, 
in  the  extremity  of  his  desperation,  ^  Ma'am." 

Now  although  Mr.  Pickwick  was  not  actuated  hj  anj 
definite  object  in  putting  out  his  head,  it  was  instantane 
ously  productive  of  a  good  effect  The  lady,  as  we  have 
already  stated,  was  near  the  door.  She  must  pass  it,  to 
itiach  the  staircase,  and  she  would  most  undoubtedly  ha?e 
done  so,  by  this  time,  had  not  the  sudden  apparition  of 
Mr.  Pickwick's  nightcap  driven  her  back,  into  the  r^ 
motest  comer  of  the  apartment,  where  she  stood,  staring 
wildly  at  Mr.  Pickwick,  while  Mr.  Pickwick  in  his  tani| 
stared  wildly  at  her. 

^  Wretch,"  said  the  lady,  covering  her  eyes  with  her 
hands,  "  what  do  you  want  here  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  Ma'am — nodung  whatever,  Ma'am ;"  sud 
Mr.  Pickwick,  earnestly. 

^  Nothing  I "  said  the  lady,  looking  np. 

^Nothing,  Ma'am,  upon  my  honor,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, nodding  his  head  so  energetically,  that  the  tassel 
q£  his  nightd^  danced  again.  "  I  am  almost  ready  to 
sink.  Ma'am,  beneath  the  confusion  of  addressing  a  lady 
in  my  nightcap  (here  the  lady  hastUy  snatched  off  hers), 
but  I  can't  get  it  off,  Ma'am  (here  Mr.  Pickwick  gave  it 
a  tremendous  tug,  in  proof  of  the  statement).  It  is  evi- 
dent to  me,  Ma'am,  now,  that  I  have  mistaken  this  be^ 
room  for  my  own.  I  had  not  been  here  five  minntes, 
Ma'am,  when  you  suddenly  entered  it" 

^  If  this  improbable  story  be  really  true,  sir,"  said  the 
lady,  sobbing  violently,  ^  you  will  leave  it  instantly." 

''I  will  Ma'am  with  the  greatest  pleasure,"  replied  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

^  Instantly,  sir,"  said  the  lady. 

**  Certainly,  Ma'am,"  interposed  Mr.  Pickwick  voiy 
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quicklj.  ^  Ccrtittnly,  Ma'am.  1  —  I  — %an  very  fiorry 
Ma'am/'  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  makiiig  his  appearanee  at 
the  bottom  of  the  bed,  ^  to  hare  heen  the  kmooent  occa* 
slon  of  this  lUarm  and  emotion ;  deeply  flony,  Ma'am." 

The  lady  pomted  to  the  door.  One  excellent  quality 
•f  Mr.  Pickwick's  character  was  beautifally  displayed  at 
this  moment,  ander  the  most  tiying  circomstances.  Al^ 
though  he  had  hastily  put  <m  Us  hat  over  his  ntght-cap, 
alter  the  manner  of  the  old  patrol ;  although  he  carried 
his  «lioes  and  gaiters  in  his  hatid,  and  his  coat  and  waist^ 
eoat  over  his  arss,  nothing  oottld  subdue  his  native  po 
liteness. 

^  I  am  exceeding  sorry,  Ma'toi)^  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
bowing  very  low. 

« If  you  are,  sir,  ywi  will  atOQice  feav«  the  room,"  said 
the  lady, 

^  Immediately^  Ma'am  ;  this  instant,  Ma'am,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick,  opening  the  door,  and  dropping  both  his  shoes 
with  a  k>ud  crash  in  so  doing. 

^  I  trust.  Ma'am,"  resumed  Mr.  Pickwick,  gathering 
up  his  shoes,  and  turning  round  to  bow  agaiAk  ^  I  trust, 
Mm'tan,  that  my  unblemished  charaot^,  and  the  devoted 
«*espect  t  entertain  for  your  s^x,  will  plead  as  some  slight 
excuse  for  this  "-^  But  belbre  Mr.  Pidtwick  could  con- 
^de  the  sentence,  the  lady  had  thrust  him  into  the  pas- 
Mige,  and  locked  and  bolted  the  door  behind  him. 

Whatever  grounds  of  self-congratulation  Mr.  Pickwick 
mighl  have,  €cft  having  escaped  so  qttietly  from  his  late 
awkward  situation,  his  present  position  was  by  no  means 
enviable.  He  was  alone,  m  an  open  passage,  in  a  strange 
house,  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  half  dressed ;  it  was 
not  to  be  supposed  that  he  could  find  his  Way  in  perfect 
Attf^n^sB  to  a  rocMd  whidi  he  had  beeA  wholly  unable  to 
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didoover  with  a  light,  and  if  be  laade  ite  slightest  wxm 
in  hia  firoitless  attempta  to  do  so,  he  atood  evory  chan^a 
of  being  shot  at,  and  perhaps  killed,  bj  some  wakeful 
traveller.  He  had  no  resource  but  tp  remain  where  ho 
was,  until  daylight  appeared-  So  after  groping  his  way 
a  few  paces  down  the  pasaag^,  and  to  hi«  infinite  ^lann, 
stumbUug  Qver  several  pairs  of  boots  in  so  doings  Mi* 
Pickwick  crouched  into  a  little  recess  in  the  wall,  to  wait 
for  momiq^  as  philoaophieaUy  as  he  mightt 

He  was  wot  destined,  however,  to  undergo  this  addition- 
al trial  of  patience  i  for  he  had  not  been  long  ensconced 
in  his  present  conceidment  when,  to  his  unspeakable  hor- 
ror, a  man,  bearing  a  light,  app^u^  at  the  end  of  the 
passage.  His  horror  was  suddenly  converted  into  joy, 
however,  when  he  recognized  the  form  of  his  faithful  at- 
tendant It  was  indeed  Mr.  Samuel  Weller,  who  after 
sitting  up  thus  late,  in  conversation  with  the  Boots,  who 
was  sitting  up  for  the  mail,  was  now  about  to  retire  to 
rest 

^  Sam,"  sfud  Mr.  Pickwick,  suddenly  appearing  before 
him,  "  Where's  my  bedroom  ?  '* 

Mr.  Weller  stared  at  his  master  with  the  most  em- 
phatic surprise ;  and  it  was  not  until  the  question  had 
been  repeated  three  several  times,  that  he  turned  round, 
and  led  the  way  to  the  long-sought  apartment 

^  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  he  got  into  bed.  ^  I 
have  made  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  mistakes  to* 
night  that  ever  were  heard  of." 

"  Wery  likely,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  dryly. 

^  But  of  this  I  am  determined,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick; ^  that  if  I  were  to  stop  in  this  house  for  six  months, 
[  would  never  trust  myself  about  it,  alone,  again." 

**  That's  the  wery  prudentest  resolution  as  you  could 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


172  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

come  to,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  ^  You  raytlier  wanl 
somebody  to  look  arter  jou  sir,  wen  your  judgment  goes 
out  a  wisitin'." 

«  What  do  you  mean  by  that  Sam  ?"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick.  He  raised  himself  in  bed,  and  extended  his  hand, 
as  if  he  were  about  to  say  something  more  ;  but  suddenly 
checking  himself,  turned  round,  and  bade  his  yalet  ^  Good- 
night* 

"  Good-night,  mr,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  He  paXised 
when  he  got  outside  the  door — shook  his  head — walked 
on — stopped — snuffed  the  candle — shook  his  head  again 
—  and  finally  proceeded  slowly  to  his  chamber,  appar- 
ently buried  in  the  profbundest  meditation. 
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CHAPTER  XXm, 

IM  WHIOH  MB.  SAinrEL  WBLLBS  BEGINS  TO  DWOTB 
ma  BNBBChlBS  TO  THB  BBTUBN  MATCH  BBTWBBH 
HIM8KLV  AND  MB#  TBOTTKB. 

In  a  small  room  in  the  Tioiaity  of  the  etahle-yardy  be- 
times in  the  mornings  which  was  ushered  in  by  Mr.  Pick* 
wick's  adventure  with  the  middle-aged  ladj  m  the  yellow 
curl-papers,  sat  Mr«  Weller  8eni(»v  preparing  himself  ibr 
his  journey  to  London.  He  was  Sitting  in  an  ezoeUent 
attitude  for  having  his  portrait  taken. 

It  is  very  possible  that  at  some  earlier  period  of  his 
career,  Mr.  Weller^s  profile  m^t  have  presented  a  bold, 
and  determined  outline.  His  ftce,  however,  had  ex- 
pecided  under  the  influeaoe  of  good  livings  and  a  dis* 
position  remarkable  for  resignation ;  and  its  bold  fleshy 
curves  had  so  far  extended  beyond  the  liidts  originally 
assigned  them,  that  unless  you  took  a  fbU  view  of  his 
oountenanoe  in  front,  it  was  d^cnlt  to  distinguish  more 
than  the  extreme  tip  of  a  very  rubicund  nose.  His  chin, 
from  the  same  cause,  had  aequired  the  grave  and  impos- 
ing form  whidi  is  generaUy  described  by  prefixing  the 
word  ^  double  "  to  that  expressive  feature ;  and  his  com- 
I^exion  exhibited  that  peouliaiiy  mottled  combination  of 
colors  which  is  only  to  be  seen  in  gentlemen  of  his  pro- 
fession, and  in  underdone  roast  beef    Bound  his  neck  he 
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wore  a  crimson  travelling  shawl,  which  merged  into  hia 
chin  by  such  imperceptible  gradations,  that  it  was  difficult 
to  distinguish  the  folds  of  the  one,  from  the  folds  of  the 
other.  Over  this,  he  mounted  a  long  waistcoat  of  a  broad 
pink-striped  pattern,  and  over  that  again,  a  wide-skirted 
green  coat,  ornamented  with  large  brass  buttons,  whereof 
the  two  which  ganui^hed  Ite  Ktift,  ir^^  so  far  apa:  t,  that 
no  man  had  ever  beheld  them  both,  at  the  same  time. 
Hit  Imo,  whick  waa  sharV  ateeki  mA  bladi,  wm  i^\ 
vbible  bfioea^  tha  ^apaiejous  brim  pf  i^  iQw-eiow^Ad 
brown  hat  His  legs  werft  «9«9fl(^  ia  ki)09^«ord  bujoob- 
es,  and  painted  top-boots:  and  a  copper  watch-chain, 
teriaiiiati^g  in  one  seal,  aod  a  key  pf  ttue  seme  wal^ri^lt 
dangted  loosely  from  his  capacious  wmibM^ 

We  have  md  thai  Mr.  Waller  was  eognged  Uk  FtT^ 
paring  &ir  hia  jemraejf  (p  liondpvi  — r  he  ww  taking  BPfrr 
t^oaooe,  in  &cjU  On  the  table  before  bim»  stood  a  polj  of 
ale,  a  cold  round  of  be^f  aid  H  v^ry  resi)«e»|ftb)eTlq9kifig 
\Q$t,  )o  eaeb  of  whioh  be  distiibuted  his  finvo^st  in  (1^91, 
^tb  the  most  1:^  impartialit;.  He  had  jnsl  gut  % 
mighty  slice  from  tbe^  lallec,  irhea  tbe  foot}»t^  pf  sonior 
body  fmlering  the  rQQi%  oauaed  him  to  nuse  bis  h^i 
apd  he  beheld  his  son, 

'< MociMn'  Sftoim^i '^  mA  Hip  &ibpm 

Th«  son  walked  tip  to  the  ppt  of  ^ii^mi  i|p44ing 
BigiBtiAcaaUy  to  his  parenti  tpok;a  Ipng  dmugbt  fa^y  way  9f 
njply, 

''Weiiy  gpod  power  o'  fu^ifin^  Sasamy,"  said  Mr. 
Weller  tjhp  e)dev,  lookteg  into  tbe  pot»  wMe»  l^s  firsts 
iKum  had  set  it  iowm  half  empty.  ^  You'd  ha'  madp  an 
unootttfooii  fine  pysteiv  Saim»y»  if  ypii'4  b()^  b^m^  m^ 
that  station  o'  Ufe*"^ 

^  Ym,  I  des-say  I  should  ha'  maoa^sd  tp  pick  up  a 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  KdKWlCK  CLTTB.  17^ 

respectable  UvW,**  replied  fhjn,  Applying  himselif  to  the 
eold  beef,  with  considerable  vigor. 

•*rm  wery  sorry,  Smmny,"  said  thie  elder  Mr.  Weller, 
dttking  up  ihe  ale,  by  describing  small  circles  with  ihe 
t)Ot,  preparatory  to  drinking.  **  I'm  wery  sorry,  Sammy, 
lo  hear  ftom  yotir  Ups,  as  yon  let  yourself  be  gammoned 
by  that  'ere  mulberry  man.  1  always  thought,  up  to 
three  days  ago,  that  the  names  of  Yeller  and  gammon 
^nld  never  come  iftto  contract,  Sammy  —  never.** 

*•  Alwayd  exceptm*  the  case  <tf  a  Widder,  of  course,* 
•aid  Sam. 

**  Widders,  Sammy,**  i^pHed  Mr.  Weller,  slightly  chang- 
•injg  eoW.  •Widders  are  *ceptions  to  ev*ry  rule.  1 
Timm  heek^  hotr  n^y  oi^'nary  women,  one  widder^ft 
equal  to,  in  fTiAt  o'  cbtefn'  over  you.  I  think  itfb  five- 
wid4trenty,  but  I  dont  righUy  know  vether  ft  a'n't 
tnote.** 

**  Wen ;  i^t^  pretty  wefl,**  said  Sam. 

•^B^des,"  contfeiued  Mr.  Weller,  not  noticing  th* 
intermption,  *  that's  a  wery  ditterent  thing.  You  know 
what  the  counsel  said,  ^Sammy,  as  defended  the  gen'lem'h 
fts  b^t  his  wifb  with  the  poller,  venever  he  gc(t  jolly. 
*Ahd  artier  ttll,  my  Lord,*  says  he,  'iflB  ^  am*able  Weak- 
ness.* So  I  says  respectin*  widders,  Sammy,  and  so  you'O 
My,  ven  you  ^sts  as  old  as  me." 

**  I  ought  to  ha*  kttow'd  better,  I  know,**  said  Sam. 

** Ought  to  ha*  know*d  better!"  repeated  Mr.  Weller, 
Ktrikingthe  taMe  with  his  fist  « Ought  to  ha^  know'd 
better !  why,  I  know  a  young  *un  as  hasn't  had  half  nor 
quarter  your  eddkation  —  as  hasn*t  slept  about  the  mar- 
tets,  nO)  not  ^  months  —  who'd  ha'  scorned  to  be  let  in, 
ii  such  a  vtty  $  soomed  it,  Sannny.**  In  the  excitetdiBnt 
of  ftt]hii  psM&si^  by  this  a^ni^ing  irefiecTicM,  Iftf. 
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Weller  rung  the  bell,  and  ordered  an  additional  pint  af 
ale. 

^Well,  if  8  DO  use  talking  about  it  nowi**  said  Sam. 
^  It's  over,  and  can't  be  helped,  and  that's  one  consolatioa, 
as  they  always  sajs  in  Turkey,  yen  they  outs  the  wrong 
man's  head  off.  Ifs  my  innings  now,  gov'nKM*,  and  as 
soon  as  I  catches  hold  o'  this  'ere  Trotter,  111  have  a  good 
on. 

^  I  hope  you  will,  Sammy.  I  hope  yon  will,"  returned 
Mr.  Weller.  **  Here's  your  health,  Sammy,  and  may 
you  speedily  vipe  off  the  disgrace  as  you've  inflicted  on 
the  £unily  name."  In  honor  of  this  toast  Mr.  Wdler 
imbibed  a  draught,  at  least  two  thirds  of  the  newly- 
arrived  pint,  and  handed  it  over  to  his  son,  to  disjpoae  if 
the  remainder,  which  he  instantaneously  did. 

^  And  now,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  WeHer,  consulting  the 
large  double-cased  silver  watch  that  hung  at  the  end  of 
the  copper  chain.  ^Now  it's  time  I  was  up  at  the  office 
to  get  my  vay-bill,  and  see  the  coach  loaded ;  fwcoaehea, 
Sammy,  is  like  guns  — they  requires  to  be  loaded  with 
wery  great  care,  afore  they  go  oC" 

At  this  parental  and  professional  jdce,  Mr.  Wdkr 
junior  smiled  a  filial  smile.  His  revered  parmi  contin* 
ued  in  a  solemn  tone : 

^  Pm  goin'  to  leave  you,  Samivel,  my  boy,  and  there^s 
no  telling  ven  I  shall  see  you  again.  Tour  mother-in- 
law  may  ha'  been  too  much  for  me,  or  a  thousand  things 
ma}'  have  happened  by  the  time  you  next  hears  aoy 
news  o'  the  celebrated  Mr.  Yeller  o'  the  Bell  Savage. 
The  family  name  depends  wery  much  upon  you,  Samivel, 
and  I  hope  you'll  do  wet's  right  by  it.  Upon  all  little 
pints  o'  breedin',  I  know  I  may  trust  you  as  veil  as  if  it 
was  my  own  self.    So  Fve  only  tlushero  one  littlebit  of 
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•dwtoe  to  ^e  yoo.  If  ever  70a  gets  to  up'ards  o'  fifly, 
SDd  feels  di^Kieed  to  go  a-marrjin'  anybody — no  matter 
who — just  you  shut  yourself  up  in  your  own  room,  if 
youWe  got  one,  and  p'ison  yourself  off-hand*  Hangings  wul- 
gar,  bo  don't  you  have  nothin'  to  say  to  that  P'ison  your- 
self, Samivel,  my  boy,  p'ison  yourself,  and  youll  be  glad 
oil  it  arterwards."  With  these  affecting  words,  Mr.  Wol- 
ler  looked  steadfiEwUy  on  his  scna,  and  turning  slowly  upiui 
his  heel  disappeared  from  his  sight 

In  the  contempladye  mood  which  these  words  had 
awakened,  Mr.  Samuel  Weller  walked  forth  from  the 
Gfeat  White  Horse  when  his  father  had  left  him ;  and 
bending  his  steps  towards  St  Clement's  Church,  endear- 
ored  to  dissipate  his  melancholy  by  strolling  among  ils 
ancient  predncto.  He  had  loitered  about,  for  some  time, 
when  he  found  himself  in  a  retired  spot -» a  kind  of 
court-yard  of  yeaerable  appearance  —  which  he  discov- 
ered had  no  other  outlet  than  the  turning  by  which  he 
had  entered.  He  was  about  retracing  his  steps,  when  he 
was  suddenly  transfixed  to  the  spot  by  a  sudden  appear- 
ance ;  and  the  mode  and  manner  of  this  appearance,  we 
BOW  proceed  to  relate* 

Mr.  Samuel  Wdler  had  been  staring  up  at  the  old 
red  brick  houses  now  aad  then,  in  his  deep  abstraction, 
bestowing  a  wink  upon  some  healthy-looking  servant 
giri  as  she  drew  up  a  blind,  or  threw  open  a  bedroom 
window,  when  the  green  gate  of  a  garden  at  the  bottom 
of  the  yard  opened,  and  a  man  having  emerged  there- 
from, closed  the  green  gate  very  carefully  after  him,  and 
wi^ed  briskly  towards  the  very  spot  where  Mr.  WeUer 
was  standing. 

Now,  taking  this  as  an  isolated  &ct,  unaccompanied  by 
any  attendant  droumstances,  there  was  nothing  very  ex« 
VOL.  n.  19 
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traordinaiy  in  it;  because  In  manj  pta\a  o(f  the  wotW 
tnen  do  come  ont  of  garden^,  do^  gneen  gioteft  iifter  then^ 
and  even  walk  briskly  away,  without  attrtuctii^  anj  par> 
ticular  diare  of  public  obserration.  It  is  cleari  there* 
fore,  that  there  must  have  been  something  in  the  man,  or 
in  his  manner,  or  both,  to  attract  Mr.  Weller's  particukw 
notice.  Whether  there  was,  or  not,  we  must  leave  tlie 
reader  to  determine,  when  we  have  fkithftdly  reeoontod 
the  behavior  of  the  individual  in  questioo. 

When  the  man  had  shut  the  green  gate  after  him,  he 
Walked,  as  we  have  siedd  twice  already,  %ith  a  brisk  pa«e 
up  the  court-yard ;  but  he  no  seioner  oatkght  sight  of  Mh 
Weller,  than  he  fkltered,  and  stopped,  as  tf  unoertain,  M 
the  moment,  what  course  to  adopt  As  the  green  gitis 
was  closed  behind  h!m,  and  there  was  no  Mier  outlet  but 
tlie  one  in  Ihmt,  however,  he  Wa^  not  long  in  percdving 
that  he  must  pass  Mr.  Samuel  Weller  to  g^  away.  H« 
thereibre  resumed  his  brisk  pace,  and  advanced,  staring 
((trai^t  before  him.  The  most  ettHordbiary  thing  abool 
the  man  wad,  that  he  w«§  cctitforting  his  ikce  into  the 
ihost  fearfhl  hud  astonishing  grimaces  that  ever  wbi« 
beheld.  Nature's  handiwork  never  was  disgoised  witli 
toch  e^ttwM^iti^  artifiefial  carvhig,  is  the  nkan  had 
overliiid  his  countenance  wi^,  itt  one  moment 

«  Weill  **  said  Mr.  WeAl^  to  himself,  as  the  mm  ap- 
)[^Toached.  *  This  16  wery  odd.  I  could  ha*  swore  it  Was 
him." 

Up  came  the  man,  and  his  fhce  became  more  fiight- 
fhlly  distorted  than  ever,  as  he  drew  nearer. 

*<  I  could  take  my  oath  to  that  'ere  black  hair,  and 
mulberry  suit,"  said  Mr.  Weller;  ^only  I  never  see 
such  a  fiwe  as  tlUit,  albre." 

Ad  Mn  Weller  said  this,  the  man's  features 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  179 

ai)  i^eartUy  twinge,  perfi^tly  hideoua.  H^  was  obliged 
U^  jM^  very  oear  Sam  however,  and  t}ie  acrutinizing 
glaiice  of  tl^at  gentleman  enabled  bim  to  detect,  under 
al)  these  appfdling  twists  of  feature,  something  too  like 
the  small  ejes  of   Mr.  Job  Trotter,  tq  b^  e^silj  misr 

**  Hallo,  jou  sir ! "  shouted  Sam,  fiercely. 

The  straqger  ^topped. 

^  Hal}o  I"  reputed  Sf^i^  still  more grufflj. 

The  man  with  the  horrible  face,  looked,  with  tho 
gFeatesI  ^rprise,  up  the  court,  and  down  the  court,  and 
in  at  the  windows  of  the  houses  -^  everywhere  but  at 
Sam  Weller —  and  took  another  step  forward,  when  h^ 
was  brought  to  again,  by  another  shout 

'<  Hallo,  you  sir ! "  said  Sam,  for  the  third  time. 

There  was  bo  pretending  to  mistake  where  th^  voice 
opune  from  noW|  so  the  stranger  having  no  other  rfsotirce, 
at  last  looked  Sam  Weller  full  in  the  face. 

"Jt  won't  do,  Job  Trotter,"  said  Sam.  "CJomel 
Kooe  o'  th^t  'ere  nonsense.  Tou  a'n't  so  w^iy  'an'some 
that  you  can  afford  to  throw  avay  many  o'  your  goo4 
k)Q|(s.  Bring  them  'ere  eyes  o'  youm  back  into  their 
proper  places,  or  TU  knock  'em  out  of  your  head,  (^ye 
hear?" 

As  Mr.  Weller  appeared  fully  disponed  ^  act  up  to 
tVe  spirit  of  this  ^dresa,  Hifr*  Trotter  gradually  allowed 
liis  fae^  t^  resume  it^  nat9n4  expressjpn ;  an4  thea 
living  %  atarii  of  j^y,  ea^<^me4»  "  Whair  do  ]][  aee  I  Mr, 
Wafter!" 

'^j^"  r^plif;4  ^ftnn,  "You're  wery  glad  to  see  me, 
aVtyou?" 

**  Glad  \ "  exclaimed  Job  Trottw ;  «  Oh,  Mr.  Walker, 
{f  yqn  t^  but  known  how  I  have  looked  forward  to  this 
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meeting !    It  is  too  much,  Mr.  Walker ;  I  cannflt  bear  it^ 
indeed  I  cannot"    And  with  tliese  wordg,  Mr.  Trotter 
burst  into  a  regular  inundation  of  tears,  and,  flinging  his 
arms  round  those  of  Mr.  WeUer,  embraced  him  closolj,- 
in  an  ecstasy  of  joy. 

^  Gret  off!  "  cried  Sam,  indignant  at  this  process,  and 
vainly  endeavoring  to  extricate  Mmself  from  the  gra&p  of 
his  enthusiastic  acquaintance.  *<  Get  off,  I  tell  you. 
What  are  you  crying  over  me  for,  you  portable  in* 
gine?" 

**  Because  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,**  replied  Job  Trot- 
ter, gradually  releasing  Mr.  WeUer,  as  the  first  symp- 
toms of  his  pugnacity  disappeared.  ^^  Oh,  Mr.  Walker, 
this  is  too  much." 

"  Too  much ! "  echoed  Sam,  **  I  think  it  is  too  mudi  — 
rayther  I    Now  what  have  you  got  to  say  to  me,  eh  ?  * 

Mr.  Trotter  made  no  reply ;  for  the  little  pink  pocket 
handkerchief  was  in  full  force. 

^  What  have  you  got  to  say  to  me,  afore  I  knock  your 
head  off?  "  repeated  Mr.  Weller,  in  a  threataiing  mian- 
ner. 

<<  Eh  !**  said  Mr.  Trotter,  with  a  look  of  virtuous  sur- 
prise. 

"  What  have  you  got  to  say  to  me  ?  ** 

"I,  Mr.  Walker?** 

"  Don't  call  me  Valker ;  my  name's  Veller ;  you  know 
Uiat  veil  enough.    What  have  yon  got  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

"Bless  you,  Mr.  Walker  —  Weller  I  mean  —  a  great 
many  things,  if  you  will  come  away  somewhere,  where 
we  can  talk  comfortably.  If  you  knew  how  I  have 
looked  for  you,  Mr.  Weller"  — 

"  Wery  hard,  indeed,  I  s'pose  ?  "  said  Sam,  dryly. 

"  Very,  very,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Trotter,  without  moving 
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a  muscle  of  his  face.    ^  But  shake  hauds,  Mr.  Wd- 

Sam  eyed  his  companion  for  a  few  seconds,  and  then, 
as  if  actuated  bj  a  sudden  impulse,  complied  with  his  re- 
quest. 

**  How,**  sidd  Job  Trotter,  as  thej  walked  awaj,  "  Efow 
is  jour  dear,  good  master?  Oh,  he  is  a  worthy  gentle- 
man, Mr.  Weller !  I  hope  he  didn't  catch  cold,  that 
dreadful  night,  sir.** 

There  was  a  momentary  look  of  deep  slyness  in  Job 
Trotter's  eye,  as  he  siud  this,  which  ran  a  thrill  Ihrough 
Mr.  Wellei^s  clenched  fist  as  he  burnt  with  a  desire  to 
make  a  demonstration  on  his  ribs.  Sam  constrained 
himself,  however,  and  replied  that  his  master  was  ex- 
tremely welL 

""Oh,  I  am  so  glad,"  replied  Mr.  Trotter,  <<iB  he 
here?" 

"Is  youm  ?•*  asked  Sam,  by  way  of  reply.  . 

**0h,  yes,  he  is  here,  and  I  grieve  to  say,  Mr.  Wellmry 
he  is  going  on,  worse  than  ever." 

"Ah,  ah?"  said  Sam. 

•*  Oh,  shocking —  terrible ! " 

^  At  a  boarding-school  ?  "  said  Sam. 

"  No,  not  at  a  boardingHSchool,"  replied  Job  Trotter, 
with  the  same  sly  look  which  Sam  had  noticed  before  i 
^  Not  at  a  boarding-schooL" 

"  At  the  house  with  the  green  gate?"  inquired  Sam, 
eying  his  companion  closely. 

''No,  no — oh,  not  there,"  replied  Job,  with  a  quidc- 
ness  very  unusual  to  him,  "  not  there." 

"  What  was  yoti  a  doin'  there  ? "  asked  Sam,  with  m 
diarp  glance.  *^  Got  inside  the  gate  by  ac(»dent,  per^ 
hape?** 
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<*  Wkjt  Mr.  W^Uer,^  replied  Job,  "  I  danH  nrind  teU 
ing  you  my  little  secrets,  because,  jou  know,  we  took 
Buob  ft  faacj  for  eiM^  oihier  wl^ea  we  SJ^t.  met*    You  rec- 
ollect bow  ploaaant  we  were  tbalb  monuQg? " 

''Ob  jes,"  said  Sam,  impatientlj.  ''I  remember. 
WeB," 

'^  WeU,"  Feplii^  Jpl?,  ^peakuag  witb  g?«a^  prodslon^ 
1^  in  tbe  low  ^ne  of  a  man  wbo  <K)nwnqniop^ea  im  im« 
portant  secret ;  ^  In  that  bouse  witb  the  green  gaib^  Mr. 
'W'*!!^,  tbej  kee|>  a  good  inmj  servants." 

<'  Sq  I  9bQu}d  4viBk«  fropi  the  look  on  it,"  interposed 
Sftm, 

^  Yes,**  cpntinu^d  Mr.  Trott^,  "  and  one  of  them  is  a 
cQok,  wbo  b9s  QfivQd  up  1^  little  money,  Mr.  Wellor,  and 
is  desirous  if  she  can  establish  herself  in  life,  tQ  <^en  a 
litHle  shop  in  the  cbandl^ry  w{\y,  jou  ae^*" 

«  Yes  ?  " 

"Yes,  Mr,  WeU^r*  Welli  w  I  «n^  li«r  at  a  cbf^l 
tluM  I  go  to — 1^  very  n^  little  chapel  ii^  this  town,  Mr. 
Weller,  where  they  sing  tbo  nomber  four  collection  of 
hymns,  which  I  generally  carry  abant  with  me,  in  a  lit- 
tle book,  which  you  may  perhaps  have  seen  in  my  hand 
—  and  I  got  a  littl<9  intifai^  with  her,  Mr.  Welleri  and 
fywfk  thfit,  m  acquaintance  sprung  up  between  u%  Jind  I 
iU«y  yentarci  tQ  sayt  Mr.  Welle?,  tbM  I  am  to  be  Um 
cbandler.** 

<<  Ah,  and  a  we^  ami^Ue  chandler  yonll  muke^**  re- 
plied Sam,  eying  Job  with  a  side  look  of  intenae  dta^ 
like. 

*'The  great  advantage  of  tbisi  Mr.  Weller,''  continaed 
Ji^by  his  Qye»  fillip  wiUi  teaie  ^^  he  spoke,  ^  will  be^  that 
Lsball  benblQ  ta  leave  mj  present  disgraceful  service 
with  that  bad  man,  and  to  devote  myself  to  a  better  mi4 
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ttot«  VtrtHOus  te  —  iftolie  b]»5  th6  imy^iii  which  I  wm 
brought  up,  Mr.  Weller." 
^  You  must  ha'  been  werj  ttSeety  brought  up,**  stud 

SftOL 

«0h,  veiy,  Mr.  Weller,  very,**  replied  Job;  at  the 
VeeoOeetion  of  the  purity  of  his  youthfUl  days,  Mr.  Trot- 
lei  pulled  forth  the  pink  handkerchief,  and  wept  copi- 
mi«ly. 

^  You  muAt  ha'  been  an  uncommoA  nice  hay  to  go  to 
school  vith,"  said  Sam. 

**I  was,  ^y**  replied  «teb,  hetfvkg  a  deep  6^  »I 
'Was  tlie  idol  of  the  ^ce." 

•Ah,"  said  Sam,  "I  doni  woftdet-  at  it  Whftt  a 
•6omfon  you  must  ha'  been  lb  your  blessed  mother  I  ^ 

At  ttiese  words,  Mr.  Job  Trotter  inserted  an  end  of 
the  pink  handkerchief  into  the  comer  of  each  eye,  one 
after  Ae  other,  and  began  to  weep  copiously. 

^  Wofs  the  matter  vith  the  man,"  said  Sam,  indignant- 
ly. "  Chelsea  water-works  is  nothin'  to  you.  What  are 
you  melting  rith  tiow  -^  fkk&  eonsoiousness  &  willany  ?  " 

^  I  cannot  keep  my  feelings  down^  Mr.  Weller,"  saM 
Jdb,  aif^r  a  shoit  pau^  «To  thii^  that  my  master 
iftioukl  kttve  suspeoled  the  oonTersatiOn  I  had  with  youn^ 
and  so  dragged  me  away  in  a  post-chaise,  and  after  per^ 
Madiiig  the  8weet  young  lady  to  say  she  khew  nothing 
of  him,  aad  bribing  the  school-mistress  to  do  the  same^ 
deserted  her  for  a  better  speeulation,  ^^  oh  I  Mr*  Wdkr, 
ll  makee  me  shudder." 

«  Oh,  that  was  the  vay,  was  it?  "  said  Mr.  Weller. 

**  To  be  sure  it  was,"  replied  Job. 

'^Yeiy  «aid  San,  as  tlvey  had  now  arrired  near  the 
Hotel,  « I  vant  to  have  a  little  bit  o'  talk  with  ywl,  Job  \ 
10  if  you're  not  partickler  engaged,  I  should  like  to  see 
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jou  at  tbe  Great  White  Horse  to-night,  somewheres 
about  eight  o'clock." 

^^  I  shall  be  sure  to  comey"  sud  Job. 

**  Yes,  you'd  better,"  replied  Sam,  with  a  very  mean^ 
ing  look,  ^  or  else  I  shall  perhaps  be  askin'  arter  you,  at 
the  other  side  of  the  green  gate,  and  then  I  might  cut 
you  out,  you  know." 

"  I  shall  be  sure  to  be  with  you,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Trot- 
ter ;  and  wringing  Sam's  hand  with  the  utmost  fervor,  he 
walked  away. 

<<  Take  care.  Job  Trotter,  take  care,"  said  Sam,  look- 
ing afler  him,  "  or  I  shall  be  one  too  many  for  you  tlus 
time:  I  shall,  indeed."  Having  uttered  this  soliloquy, 
and  looked  after  Job  till  he  was  to  be  seen  no  more,  Mr. 
Weller  made  the  best  of  his  way  to  his  master's  bedroom. 

^  It's  all  in  training,  sir,"  said  Sam. 

^  Whaf  s  in  training,  Sam  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwidu 

^  I  have  found  'em  out,  sir,"  said  Sam. 

"Found  out  who?" 

"  That  'ere  queer  customer,  and  the  melan-cholly  chap 
with  the  black  hair," 

"  Impossible,  Sam ! "  said  Mr*  Pickwi<^  with  the 
greatest  enei^.  "  Where  are  they,  Sam;  where  are 
they?" 

"Hush,  hush!"  replied  Mr*  Weller;  and  as  he  as* 
sisted  Mr.  Pickwick  to  dress,  he  detailed  the  plan  of 
actkm  on  which  he  proposed  to  enter. 

"  But  when  is  this  to  be  done,  Sam  ?  "  inquired  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

^  All  in  good  time,  sir,"  replied  Sam. 

Whether  it  was  done  in  good  time,  or  not,  will  be  seen 
hereafler. 
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CHAPTEB   XXIV. 

WHERBIN  MB.  PETBB  KAONUS  OBOWS  JEALOUS,  UTU 
THE  MIDDLE-AGED  LADT  APPBBHENSITB,  WHICH 
BBING9  THE  PICKWIOKIANS  WITHIN  THB  OBA8P  Of 
THE   LAW. 

When  Mr.  Pickwick  descended  to  the  room  in  which 
he  and  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  had  spent  the  preceding  even- 
ing, he  found  that  gentleman  with  the  major  part  of  the 
contents  of  the  two  bags,  the  leathern  hat-box,  and  the 
brown-paper  parcel,  displayed  to  all  possible  adyantage 
on  his  person,  while  he  himself  vras  pacing  up  and  down 
theroom  in  a  state  of  the  utmost  excitement  and  agitation. 

**  Oood-moming,  sir,**  said  Mr.  Peter  Magnus.  •*  What 
do  you  think  of  this,  sir  ?  " 

"  Very  effective  indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  sur- 
i^ying  the  garments  of  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  with  a  good- 
natured  smile. 

«  Yes,  I  think  it'U  do,"  said  Mr.  Magnus.  «  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, sir,  I  have  sent  up  my  card." 

"  Have  you  ?  "  siud  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"^  Yes ;  and  the  waiter  brought  back  word,  that  she 
would  see  me  at  eleven  —  at  eleven,  sir;  it  only  wants  a 
quarter  now." 

**  Very  near  the  time,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick* 

<<  Yes,  it  is  rutker  near,"  replied  Mr.  Magnus,  **^  rather 
too  near  to  be  pleasant — eh  1  Mr.  Pickwick,  air  ?  " 
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"  Confidence  is  a  great  thing  in  these  cases,**  observed 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

^^  I  believe  it  is,  sir/'  said  Mr.  Peter  Magnus.  *^  I  am 
very  confident,  sir.  Really,  Mr.  Pickwick,  I  do  not  see 
why  a  man  should  feel  any  fear  in  such  a  case  as  this, 
sir.  What  is  it,  sir  ?  There's  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of; 
it*s  a  matter  of  n^t^^  a^ooniHiodation,  nothing  more, 
llusband  on  one  side,  wife  on  the  other.  That's  my 
vjit^w  of  tbe.mfttte];^  Mi!^  Pickwiok." 

*<  J[t^  is  a.  v^ry  phiWse^o^^  or^"  replied  Mp<^  Pickwick. 
<VBut  breakff^  i#  waiting,  Mr»  Ma^up«    Come*" 

Down  they  sat  to  breakfast,  but  it  was  evident,  not- 
withstanding the  boasting  of  Mr.  Peter  Magnus,  that 
he  labored  uofder  a  very  oon&idierable  degree  of  aervous- 
nesS)  of  which  loss  of  appetite,  a  prapensi^  to  upset  the 
tea-th^gs,  a  qpectrsji  atl^ou^pt  at  drollery,  an<^  an  irresist- 
iUe  inclination  to  look  at  the  dock,  every  other  second, 
were  ainiCMig  the  prin^paJ  symptoms. 

^'He-^he — he,"  tittered  Mr.  Magnjost  affectiag 
cheerfulne^  and  gissping  with  agitation.  *^  It  only  want) 
two  minutes^  Mr.  Pickwi^*    Am  I  pale>  sir  ?  " 

"Not  veiy,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 
.    Thj^re  wa^  a  brief  pause. 

^  I  b^  JoiM?  purdopi,  Mr.  Pickwick  I  bat  have  yo« 
ever  done  this  sort  of  thing  in  your  time?"  said  Mck 
Magnus. 

"  You  mean  proposixig  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"Yes." 

"Never,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  great,  energy, 
^  never." 

"You  have  no  idea,  then,  how  it's  best  to  begin?" 
said  Mr.  Magnus* 

":Why,"  sf^d  Mr.  Piokwick>^  "I  mr  !»▼»  fiwmed 
some  ideas  upon  tb^  subject,  but,  a%  I  nisv«r  hav^  sub* 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  187 

hiitted  them  to  the  test  o^  ^s^riene^  I  sbonlcl  be  sorry 
if  7<m  wer^  induced  to  t^tdate  jovtt  prooeedhigs  bj 
fliem.*' 

''I  sboitld  fed  very  macb  obliged  to  yon  fat  any  ad« 
ric^  sir,"  atM  Mr.  Magnud,  takhig  another  look  at  the 
dddk :  th^  hand  of  which  was  rerging  on  the  fire  mm« 
utue  past 

*  Well,  ftff,**  said  Mr.  I'lekwick,  with  Ae  profbnnd 
Mieninity  with  whidh  that  great  man  cotrld,  when  he 
^leftsed,  render  his  ttoiarks  so  deeply  impressire:  **! 
should  commence,  sir,  with  a  tribnte  to  the  lady's  beauty 
and  excellent  qualities ;  from  them,  sir,  I  should  diverge 
to  my  own  unworthiness.** 

"  Very  good,"  said  Mr.  W^us. 

•*  TJn worthiness  for  her  only,  mind,  sir,"  resumed  Mr. 
Pickwick ;  "  for  to  show  that  I  was  not  wholly  unwor- 
thy, sir,  I  should  take  a  brief  review  of  my  past  lifo, 
and  present  obndltion.  I  should  argue,  by  analogy,  that 
to  anybody  else,  I  rnnst  be  a  very  desirable  object  I 
iiiot^ld  then  expatiate  on  the  warmth  of  my  bve,  and 
the  depth  of  liiy  devotion.  Berhaps  1  might  then  be 
tempted  to  seize  her  hand." 

^Yes,  I  see,"  said  Mr.  Magnns;  ^that  would  be  a 
V^greAt  pdint* 

"I  should  then,  sir,"  continued  M^.  PSck^ick,  grow- 
ing waMter  i^  the  subject  presented  itself  in  more  glow- 
ing colors  before  him  -^  *  I  shduld  then,  sir,  come  to  tlie 
plain  and  simple  question,  *  Will  yon  haV6  me  ?  *  I  think 
t  am  jdstided  in  assuming  that  upon  this,  she  ivould 
turn  away  her  head." 

^  Tdtt  think  fliat  may  b6  tak^n  tbf  granted  ?"  siud  Mr. 
tfagnttfi;  ^b«(^itd^  if  she  did  not  do  that  at  the  right 
place,  it  would  be  embarrassing." 
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<<!  think  she  would,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  ''Dpoii 
this,  sir,  I  should  squeeze  her  hand,  and  I  think — I 
think,  Mr.  Magnus  —  that  after  I  had  done  that,  suf^Mft- 
ing  there  was  no  refiisal,  I  should  gentlj  draw  awi^  the 
handkerchief^  which  mj  slight  knowlei^  <^  human  na- 
ture leads  me  to  suppose  the  lady  would  he  applying  to 
her  ejes  at  the  moment,  and  steal  a  respectful  kiss.  I 
think  I  should  kiss  her,  Mr.  Magnus ;  and  at  this  par- 
ticular point,  I  am  decidedly  of  (^mion  that  if  the  lady 
were  going  to  take  me  at  all,  she  would  murmur  into  my 
ears  a  bashfiil  acceptance.** 

Mr.  Magnus  started :  gazed  on  Mr.  Pickwick's  intelli- 
gent face,  for  a  short  time  in  silence :  and  then  (the  dial 
pointing  to  the  ten  minutes  past)  shook  him  warmly  by 
the  hand,  and  rushed  desperately  from  the  room. 

Mr.  Pickwick  had  taken  a  few  strides  to  and  fro ;  and 
the  small  hand  of  the  clock  following  the  latter  part  of 
his  example,  had  arrived  at  the  figure  which  indicates 
the  half  hour,  when  the  door  suddenly  opened.  He 
turned  round  to  greet  Mr.  Peter  Magnus,  and  enooun- 
tered,  in  his  stead,  the  joyous  ikce  of  Mr.  Tupman,  the 
serene  countenance  of  Mr.  Winkle,  and  the  intellectual 
lineaments  of  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  greeted  them,  Mr.  Peter  Miy^iyi 
(ripped  into  the  room. 

^  My  friends,  the  gentleman  I  was  ^peaking  of — 
Mr.  Magnus,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^'Your  servant,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Magnus,  evi- 
dently in  a  high  state  of  excitement ;  ^  Mr.  Pickwick, 
allow  me  to  speak  to  you  one  moment,  sir." 

As  he  said  this,  Mr.  Magnus  harnessed  his  forefinger 
to  Mr.  Pickwick's  button-hole,  and,  drawing  him  into  a 
window  recess,  siud : 
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^  Congititulate  me,  Mr.  Pickwick ;  I  foUowed  jour  ad- 
fice  to  the  very  letter.'* 

<<  And  it  was  all  correct,  was  it?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

"  It  was  sir  —  could  not  possibly  have  been  better,** 
reined  Mr.  Magmis ;  ^  Mr.  Pidcwick,  she  is  mine.** 

**  I  congratulate  ydu  with  all  my  heart,**  replied  Mr, 
Pickwick,  warmly  shaking  his  new  friend  by  the  hand. 

"  You  must  see  her,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Magaus ;  "  this  way, 
tf  you  please.  Excuse  us  for  one  instant,  gentlemen.** 
Hurrying  on  in  this  way,  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  drew  Mr. 
Pickwick  fVom  the  room.  He  paused  at  the  next  door 
in  the  passage,  and  tapped  gently  thereat. 

"  Come  in  I "  said  a  female  voice.     And  in  they  went 

"Miss  Witherfield,"  said  Mr.  Magnus,  "  Allow  me  to 
introduce  my  very  particular  friend,  Mr.  Pickwick.  Mr. 
Pickwick,  I  beg  to  make  you  known  to  IkOss  Wither- 
field.** 

The  lady  was  at  the  uppejr  end  of  the  room.  As  Mr. 
Pickwick  bowed,  he  took  his  spectacles  from  1^  waist- 
coat pocket,  and  put  them  on ;  a  process  which  he  had 
no  sooner  gone  through,  than,  uttering  an  exclamation  of 
surprise,  Mr.  Pickwick  retreated  several  paces :  and  the 
lady,  with  a  half-suppressed  scream,  hid  her  fac^  in  her 
hands,  and  drc^iped  into  a  chair :  wliereupon  Mr.  Peter 
Magnus  was  stricken  motionless  on  the  spot,  and  gazed 
from  one  to  the  other,  with  a  countenance  expressive  of 
the  extremities  of  horror  and  surprise. 

This  certamly  was,  to  all  appearance,  very  una(5ooiint- 
■ble  behavior;  but  the  fact  is,  that  Mr.  Pickwick  no 
sooner  put  on  his  spectacles,  than  he  at  once  recognized 
in  the  future  Mrs.  Magnus  the  lady  into  whose  room  he 
luid  so  unwarrantably  intruded  On  the  previous  night ; 
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and  the  speetaclefa  had  no  sooner  crodBed  iir.  Pldc#ick'9 
nose,  than  the  lady  at  once  ideatifled  the  ^ount^nanoe 
Which  ^e  had  seen  fenmmrided  by  01  ttUd  hdtrorS  of 
a  nightcap.  So  the  lady  screamed,  and  Mr.  Piekwidc 
started. 

<<Mr.  Piekwiek ! "  e^laimM  Mr.  Magtiug,  ks*  in  As- 
tthitfiiAent)  <<  What  is  (he  meaning  of  ihfe,  dt?  What 
ia  the  mecmhig  of  it,  sir?"  added  Mr.  MagnuA^  in  a 
threatening,  and  a  louder  tone. 

^  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Piekwiek,  somewhat  indignant  at  Ae 
Very  sudden  manner  in  which  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  had 
oohjugated  himself  into  the  imperative  mood^  ^  I  decline 
answering  that  question." 

"You  decline  it,  sir?"  said  Mr.  Magnus. 

"I  do,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwidc ;  **1  object  to  say* 
itig  anything  which  may  compromise  that  lady,  or  awaken 
unpleasant  recollections  in  her  bueast,  witheut  her  con- 
sent and  permission." 

"  Miss  Witherfield,*  said  Mr.  Peter  Magnus,  "do  you 
know  tins  person  ?  " 

"  Know  him  I "  repeated  the  middle-ogeid  lady,  h«ft- 
itatihgi 

"  Yes,  know  him^  ma'atn.  I  said  know  him^*'  refylled 
Mr.  Maghus,  With  ftffodty. 

'  I  have  seen  hisi,"  replied  die  mtddle-^i^  kdy. 

"  Where  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Magnus,  **  wherA  ?  " 

"That^"  said  the  middle-aged  lady,  rising  fi^m  h^r 
seat,  and  averting  her  bead,  "  that  I  wouM  het  luteal  for 
woiWs." 

"  I  understand  yoa,  ma'am,*  said  Mr.  Piehntrfek,  "Md 
reapect  your  delicuusy ;  it  shaH  n^ver  be  r^teUli^  bjr  m», 
ilepend  upod  it" 

""Upon  ray  word,  ma^aih,"  said  Mr.  MagMft,  ^c^nsldiet- 
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kig  die  sitnatioa  ki  wbkk  I  am  placed^  m(Ai  r^^ai^  to> 
fouTselif  70a  earrj  this  nttattev  off  with  tolerable  coplr 
Bess  —  tolerable  eoolnefls,  ma'am." 

'^  Cruel  Mr*  Magnus  I"  siud  the  middle-aged  lady ;  he^e 
she  wept,  very  oopioiisly  indeed. 

^  Address  yoar  obeervations  to  me,  sir,**  interpofied  Mf  • 
PickwidL ;  ^  I  alpne  am  to  blam%  if  anybody  be*" 

^Ohl  youaliNie  are  to  blame,  areyoo,  sir?"  said  Mr- 
Magnae ;  **  I  •?—  I  —  see  through  this,  sir.  You  repent 
of  your  detonnination  now,  do  you  ?  ** 

^  My  detenainatioii  I "  aatd  Mr.  Piokwiok* 

"  Your  determination,  sir.  Oh  !  don't  stare  at  me,  sir," 
said  Mr.  Magnus ;  *^I  recollect  your  words  last  night,  sir. 
You  came  down  here,  sir^  to  expose  the  treachery  and 
fklsekood  of  an  iadlYidual  on  whose  truth  and  honor  you 
had  placed  implicit  relia»ee  —  eh  ?  "  Here  Mr.  Peter 
Magnus  indulged  in  a  prolonged  sneer ;  and  taking  off 
hifl  green  ^ectades  —  which  he  probably  found  superflu* 
ens  in  his  fit  of  jealousy  —  rolled  his  little  eyes  about^  in 
a  manner  which  was  frightful  to  behokl 

^  Eh  ?  "  said  Mr^  Magnus ;  and  then  he  repeated  tha 
8Beer  wi^  increased  effect*  ^  But  you  shall  answer  ll» 
sir." 

"  Answer  what  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Never  mind,  sir,"  replied  BIr.  Magnu)s»  striding  up 
and  dowu  the  room.     "  Never  mind." 

There  must  be  something  very  comprehensive  in  (Ub 
phrase  of  *^  Never  mind,"  for  we  do  not  recollect  to  hav^ 
ever  witnessed  a  quarrel  in  the  street^  at  a  theatre,  public 
room,  or  elsewhere,  in  which  it  has  not  been  the  standard 
reply  to  all  belligerent  inquiries.  "  Do  you  call  yourself 
a  gentleman,  sir  ?  "  —  "  Never  mind,  sir."  "  Did  I  oflfei 
to  say  anything  to  the  young  woman,  sir  ?  "  — "  Neve?: 
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mind,  sir."  ^  Do  joa  want  jour  head  knocked  up  againsl 
that  wall,  sir  ?  "  —  "  Never  mind,  sir."  It  is  observable, 
too,  that  there  would  appear  to  be  some  hidden  taunt  in 
this  imiversal  "  Never  mind,"  which  rouses  more  indig- 
nation in  the  bosom  of  the  individual  addressed,  than  the 
most  lavish  abuse  could  possiblj  awaken. 

We  do  not  mean  to  assert  that  the  implication  of  this 
brevity  to  himself,  struck  exactly  that  indignation  to  Mr. 
Pickwick's  soul,  which  it  would  infallibly  have  roused  in 
a  vulgar  breast.  We  merely  record  the  &ct  that  Mr. 
Pickwick  opened  the  room-door,  and  abruptly  called  out, 
"  Tupman  come  here  ! " 

Mr.  Tupman  immediately  presented  himself,  with  a 
look  of  very  considerable  surprise. 

"  Tupman,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  **  a  secret  a£  some  del- 
icacy, in  which  that  lady  is  concerned,  is  the  cause  of  a 
difierence  which  has  just  arisen  between  this  gentleman 
and  myself.  When  I  assure  him,  in  your  presence,  that 
it  has  no  relation  to  himself,  and  is  not  in  any  way  con- 
nected with  his  affairs,  I  need  hardly  beg  you  to  take 
notice  that  if  he  continue  to  dispute  it,  he  expresses  a 
doubt  of  my  veracity,  which  I  shall  consider  extremely 
insulting."  As  Mr.  Pickwick  said  this,  he  looked  ency- 
clopaedias at  Mr.  Peter  Magnus. 

Mr.  Pickwick's  upright  and  honorable  bearing,  coupled 
with  that  force  and  energy  of  speech  which  so  eminently 
distinguished  him,  would  have  carried  conviction  to  any 
reasonable  mind ;  but  unfortunately  at  that  particular 
moment,  the  mind  of  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  was  in  anything 
but  reasonable  order.  Consequently,  instead  of  receiving 
Mr.  Pickwick's  explanation  as  he  ought  to  have  done,  he 
forthwith  proceeded  to  work  himself  into  a  red-hot,  scorch- 
ing, consuming  passion,  and  to  talk  about  what  was  due 
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to  lii9  owA  feelings,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing :  adding 
force  to  his  declamaticm  bj  striding  to  and  firo,  and  pollr 
ing  his  hair — amusements  which  he  would  vary  oocasion- 
aUjy  bj  shaking  his  fist  in  Mr.  Pickwick's  philanthropic 
eocmtenance. 

Mr.  Pickwick,  in  his  turn,  consdoos  of  his  own  inno- 
uenco  and  rectitude,  and  irritated  bj  having  unfortunately 
tofolTed  the  middle^ed  lady  in  such  an  unpleasant 
afiair,  was  not  so  quietly  disposed  as  was  his  wont.  The 
ocmsequenoe  was,  that  words  ran  high,  and  voices  higher; 
and  at  length  Mr.  Magnus  told  Mr.  Pickwick  he  should 
hear  from  him:  to  which  Mr.  Pickwick  replied,  with 
laudable  politeness,  that  the  sooner  he  heard  from  him 
the  better ;  whereupon  the  middle*aged  lady  rushed  in 
terror  from  the  room,  out  of  wbidi  Mr.  Tupman  dragged 
Mr.  Pickwick,  leaving  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  to  himself  and 
meditation. 

If  the  middle-agcd  la^y  had  mingled  much  with  the 
busy  world,  or  had  profited  at  all,  by  the  manners  and 
customs  of  those  who  make  the  laws  and  set  the  fashions, 
she  would  have  known  that  this  sort  of  ferocity  is  the 
most  harmless  thing  in  nature ;  but  as  she  had  lived  for 
the  most  part  in  the  country,  and  never  read  the  par- 
liamentary debates,  she  was  little  versed  in  these  parties 
lar  refinements  of  civilized  life.  Accordingly,  when  she 
had  gained  her  bedchamber,  bolted  herself  in,  and  be- 
gun to  meditate  on  the  scene  she  had  just  witnessed,  the 
most  terrific  pictures  of  edau^ter  and  destruction  pre- 
sented themselves  to  her  imagination ;  among  wiiich,  a 
full-length  portrait  of  Mr.  Peter  Magnus  borne  home  by 
four  men,  with  tlie  embellishment  of  a  whole  barrel-foil 
of  bullets  in  his  left  side,  was  among  the  very  least  The 
more  the  middle-aged  lady  meditated,  the  more  terrified 
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ihelMK»nie ;  and  at  length  she  detennined  to  repmr  to 
the  house  of  the  principal  magistrate  of  the  town,  and 
•  request  him  to  secure  the  persons  of  Mr.  PidLwick  and 
Mr.  Tupman,  without  delay. 

To  tliis  decision,  the  middle-aged  lady  was  ino^lled  bj 
a  yariety  of  considerations,  the  chief  of  which,  was  the 
incontestable  proof  it  would  afford  of  her  devotion  to  Mr. 
Peter  Magnus,  and  her  anxiety  for  his  safety.  She  was 
too  well  acquainted  with  his  jealous  temperament  to  ven- 
ture the  slightest  allusion  to  the  real  cause  of  her  agita* 
tion  on  beholding  Mr.  Pickwick  ;  and  she  trusted  to  her 
own  influence  and  power  of  persuasion  with  the  little 
man,  to  quell  his  boisterous  jealousy,  supposing  that  Mr. 
Pickwick  were  removed,  and  no  fresh  quaiTel  could  arise. 
Filled  with  these  refleetions,  the  middle-aged  lady  arrayed 
herc^lf  in  her  bonnet  and  shawl,  and  i*epaired  to  the 
Mayor's  dwelling  straightway. 

Now  GkK>rge  Nupkins,  Esquire,  the  principal  magis- 
trate aforesaid,  was  as  grand  a  personage  as  ih»  fastest 
walker  woukl  find  out,  between  sunrise  and  sunset,  on 
the  twenty-first  of  June^  which  being,  according  to  the 
almanacs,  the  longest  day  in  the  whole  year,  would  nat- 
nndly  afford  him  the  longest  period  for  his  search.  On 
this  partioukir  morning  Mr.  Nupkins  was  in  a  state  of 
the  utmost  excitement  and  irritation,  for  there  had  been 
a  rebellion  in  the  town  ;  all  the  day-scholars  at  the  largest 
day-school,  had  conspired  to  break  the  windows  <^  ao 
obnoxious  api^e-sdier ;  and  had  hooted  the  beadle,  and 
pelted  the  constabulary  —  an  elderly  gentleman  in  top- 
boots,  who  had  been  called  out  to  repress  the  tumult,  and 
who  had  been  a  peace-officer,  man  and  boy,  for  half  a 
eentury  at  least  And  Mr.  Nupkins  was  sitting  in  his 
eisy  chair,  irowning  with  n^iesty,  and  boiling  with  rage, 
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vheB  a  laidy  was  amioiinoed  on  presBing,  pEriiratey  and 
partioalar  business.  Mr.  NnpluBB  boked  cakaly  tenribK 
aad  commanded  ihat  the  lady  Aould  be  ^owain :  whidi 
oommand,  like  all  tbe  mandates  of  empero^  and  magia* 
teatea,  and  odier  great  potentates  cf  the  earth,  was  ^artht 
With  obeyed;  and  Miss  WttheriMd,  mterestingly  j^italed^ 
vias  ashei^  in  iceordingly. 

^  Mnaale ! '*  said  th^  ma^trate. 

Mtusasfe  was  an  undei^aiEed  fiwtman,  wllli  a  long  body 
and  ifaort  legs. 

«  Muzzle  I" 

**  Yes,  your  worriup." 

^  Pkoc  n  chair  and  leave  the  room*" 

"  Yes,  your  worship.** 

*^  Now,  maVun,  will  you  state  your  boanesa?"  said  the 
magistrate. 

**  It  is  of  a  very  painful  kind,  stiv**  said  Miss  Wither- 
field. 

«  Very  likely,  ma'am,"  said  the  magistrate.  **  Compose 
^aar  ieeliligs,  ma'ai^"  Here  Mr.  No{ddn8  looked  he- 
nif^Mat.  ^  And  then  teti  me  what  legal  btisiaess  brings 
you  b^re,  nla'am."  Here  the  magistrate  triumphed  over 
the  man ;  and  he  looked  stem  again. 

^  It  is  very  distreasing  to  me,  sir,  to  give  this  iitforma- 
tion,"  said  Miss  Wkberfidd,  ^but  I  lear  a  duel  is  going 
to  be  Ibugbt  here." 

<<Here,  ma'am?"  said  the  magisOaitet  ^Wiier^ 
fly^'aM?" 

"  In  Ipswich." 

^  In  Ipswich,  ma'am -^  a  dael  in  Ipsiinch !"  said  the 
magiStmIe,  pcrfeedy  aghast  at  the  ndtion.  *  Impossible, 
Hft'anl  t  nothing  of  the  kind  can  be  conteHi|)Uited  in  this 
town,  I  am  persuaded.     Bless  my  soul,  mafam,  are  you 
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awwre  of  the  activitj  of  our  local  inagi8trac7  ?  Do  yoQ 
happen  to  have  heard,  ma'am,  that  I  rushed  mto  a  prize* 
ring  on  the  fourth  <d  May  last,  attended  bj  onlj  siztj 
special  constables;  and,  at  the  hazard  of  fidling  a  sacrifice 
to  the  angiy  passions  of  an  infbriated  multitude,  prohib- 
ited a  pugiHstic  omtest  between  the  Middlesex  Dumpling 
and  the  Suffolk  Bantam  ?  A  duel  in  Ipswich,  ma'am  I 
I  don't  think  —  I  do  not  think,"  said  the  magistrate, 
reasoning  with  himself^  '^that  anj  two  men  can  hare  had 
the  hardihood  to  plan  such  a  breach  of  the  peace,  in  thia 
town." 

*^'My  information  is  unfortunatelj  but  too  correct,* 
said  the  middle-aged  ladj,  **  I  was  present  at  the  quar- 
reL" 

*'  It's  a  most  extraordinary  thing,"  said  the  astoundeil 
magistrate.     "  Muzzle  I " 

"  Yes,  your  worship." 

"  Send  Mr.  Jinks  here,  directly  —  instantly." 

"  Yes,  your  worship." 

Muzzle  retired;  and  a  pale,  sharp-nosed,  half-M, 
ghabbily<<:lad  clerk,  of  middle  age,  entered  the  room. 

^  Mr.  Jinks,"  said  the  magistrate.     *'  Mr.  Jinks !  * 

**  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Jinks. 

^  This  lady,  Mr.  Jinks,  has  come  here,  to  gire  Infor- 
mation of  an  intended  duel  in  this  town." 

Mr.  Jinks,  not  exactly  knowing  what  to  do,  smiled  a 
dependent's  smile. 

^What  are  you  kughing  at,  Mr.  Jinks?"  said  tlM 
magistrate. 

Mr.  Jinks  looked  serious  instantly. 

*  Mr.  Jhiks,"  sud  the  magistrate,  •*  you're  a  fooL" 

Mr.  Jinks  looked  humbly  at  the  great  man,  and  hit  tlM 
lop  of  his  pen. 
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*^  ToQ  maj  see  somethinf  very  comical  in  this  infoi^ 
BU^aDy  sir ;  \m%  I  can  tdl  joa  this^  Mr.  Jinks,  that  700 
have  veiy  little  io  laogh  at,"  said  the  magistrate. 

The  hungry-looking  Jinks  sighed,  as  if  he  were  qmta 
aware  of  the  fact  of  his  having  veiy  little  indeed  to  be 
merry  about ;  and,  being  ordered  to  take  the  lady's  infor- 
mation, shambled  to  a  seat,  and  proceeded  to  write  it  down. 

*^  This  man,  Pickwick,  is  the  principal,  I  understand,'' 
said  the  magistrate,  when  the  statement  was  finished. 

^  He  is,"  said  the  middle-aged  lady. 

^  And  the  other  rioter  —  what's  his  name,  Mr« 
Jinks?" 

**TuiHnan,  sir." 

^  Tupman  is  the  second  ?  " 

•'Yes." 

**  The  other  principal  you  say,  has  absconded,  ma'am  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Miss  Witherfield,  with  a  short  cough. 

**  Very  well,"  said  the  magistrate.  "  These  are  two 
cut-throats  from  London,  who  have  come  down  here  to 
destroy  his  Majesty's  population :  thinking  that  at  this 
distance  from  the  capital,  the  arm  of  the  law  is  weak  and 
paralyzed.  They  shall  be  made  an  example  of.  Draw 
op  the  warrants,  Mr.  Jinks.     Muzzle  I " 

"  Yes,  your  wcnrship." 

"  Is  Grummer  down-stairs  ?  " 

"  Yes,  your  worship." 

«  Send  him  up." 

The  obsequious  Muzzle  retired,  and  presently  returned, 
btrodudng  the  elderly  gentleman  in  the  top-boots,  who 
was  chiefly  r^narkable  for  a  bottle-nose,  a  hoarse  voice, 
a  snuff-colored  surtout,  and  a  wandering  eye. 

**  Grummer,"  said  the  magistrate. 

"  Your  wash-up." 
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^  Ift  the  town  quiet  now  ?  ^ 

^Pretty  well,  jour  waah-up,"  replied  Gnumier. 
''  Pop'lar  fe^ig  faaa  in  a  measord  sabsided,  ooneekens  ^ 
llie  boj8  haviiig  disperBed  to  cricket*" 

<<  Nothing  bat  vigdrons  meaaares  will  do  in  Uiese  ItmefH 
Gnminer,''  said  the  magistrate,  m  a  detennined  manner. 
^  If  the  aotharity  of  the  king's  officers  is  set  at  Bought,  we 
tnust  faaTB  the  Biot  Act  read.  If  the  cMl  power  cannot 
protect  these  windows,  Gcmmmer,  the  militarj  moat  pro* 
tect  the  dvil  power,  and  the  windows  too.  I  believB  that 
is  a  nuudm  of  ikod  oonstxtntion,  Mr.  Jinks  ?  " 

**  Certainly,  sir,"  said  Jinks. 

''Very  good,"  said  the  magistrate,  signing  the  war- 
rants. "  Grummer,  you  will  btiag  these  persons  before 
mc  this  afternoon.  Yon  will  find  them  at  the  Great 
Wkite  Horse.  You  recollect  the  case  of  the  Middlesex 
Dumpling  and  the  Suffolk  Bantam,  Grummer  ?  ^ 

Miv  Grummer  intimated,  by  a  retrospective  shake  of 
the  head,  that  he  should  aerer  forget  it — as  indeed  it 
was  not  likely  he  would,  so  long  as  it  continued  to  be 
eited  daily. 

^  This  is  eyen  more  unoonstilutional,''  said  the  magis* 
trate ;  ''  this  is  even  a  greater  breach  of  the  peace,  and  a 
gi'osser  infringement  of  his  M^edty^s  pirerogative.  I  be- 
lieve duelling  is  one  of  hi^  Migesty's  most  aadoitbted  pre- 
rogatives, Mr.  Jinks  ?  " 

''Expressly  stipulated  in  Magna  Charta,  sir,"  said 
Mr«  Jinks* 

"One  of  the  brightest  jewels  in  the  British  crowa^ 
wrung  from  his  Miyesty  by  the  Barons,  I  believe,  Mjb. 
Jinks  ?  "  said  the  magistrate. 

"  Just  so,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Jinks. 

"  Very  wi^ll,"  said  the  magistrate,  drawing  himself  up 
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pfoadfyy  ^  it  shall  iiot  be  violnted  i«  this  portion  e^  bis 
dominions.  Grrammer,  procure  assistance,  and  exeeute 
ibese  warrants  witb  as  little  delay  as  possible*    Mus* 

"  Yes,  your  worship).'' 

*  Sbow  lihe  lady  ovt** 

MiBs  Widieifield  retired,  deeply  impressed  with  tbe 
raagistTHte's  learning  and  research ;  Mr.  Nupkins  retired 
to  loncb;  Mr.  Jinks  retired  widiin  himself — that  being 
Ihe  only  retirement  he  had,  except  the  sofa-bedstead  in 
the  small  parlor  which  was  occupied  by  his  landlad/e 
fitmily  in  the  dl^time  —  and  Mr.  Gvrummer  retire^  to 
wipe  out,  by  his  mode  of  dieobaiging  his  present  commis- 
sion, Ihe  insult  whieh  had  been  fastened  upon  himself, 
and  the  other  representative  of  his  Mi^ty  —  tiie  bead^ 
-^in  the  eonrse  of  liie  morning. 

While  tfaeae  resohite  and  determined  pfeparations  foo* 
tJ^  conservation  of  the  King's  peace>  were  pending,  Mr. 
Pickwick  and  hi^  friends,  wholly  unconscious  of  the 
m^ty  erventa  in  progp:<ess,  had  sat  qi^ietly  down  to  din- 
ner; and  very  talkative  and  companionable  they  all 
were.  Mr,  Pickwick  was  m  the  very  aet  of  relatng  his 
4vlventure  of  the  prece<fing  night,  to  the  great  amuse- 
ment of  his  followers :  Mr.  Tupman  eapecialty :  when 
the  door  opened,  and  a  somewhat  forbidding  countenance 
peeped  into  the  room.  The  eyes  in  the  fi)rbid<^ng  coun- 
tenance looked  very  eamestiy  at  Mr.  Pickwick,  for  sev- 
eral seconds,  and  were  to  all  appearance  satisfied  with 
dwir  investigation ;  for  the  body  to  which  the  forbidding 
eountenance  belonged^  sfewly  brought  itself  into  ^e  apart- 
oaeot,  and  presented  the  form  of  an  elderly  individual  in 
top-boots — not  to  keep  the  reader  any  longer  in  sus- 
pense, in  short,  the  ejea  were  the  wandering  eyes  of  Mr. 
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Gnimmer,  and  the  body  was  the  bodj  of  the  same  gen* 
Ueman. 

Mr.  Gru miner's  mode  of  prooeedmg  was  professional, 
but  peculiar.  ELis  first  act  was  to  bolt  the  door  on  the 
inside ;  his  second,  to  polish  his  head  and  countenance 
very  carefully  with  a  cotton  handkerchief;  his  third,  to 
place  his  hat,  with  the  cotton  handkerchief  in  it,  on  the 
nearest  chair ;  and  his  fourth  to  produce  from  the  breast- 
pocket of  his  coat  a  short  truncheon  surmounted  by  a 
brazen  crown,  with  which  he  beckoned  to  Mr.  Pickwick 
with  a  graye  and  ghost-like  air. 

Mr.  SnodgrasB  was  the  first  to  break  the  a8t<m]shed 
silence.  He  looked  steadily  at  Mr.  Gmmmer  for  a  brief 
space,  and  then  said  emphatically :  "  This  is  a  private 
room,  sir  —  a  private  room.*" 

Mr.  Grummer  shook  his  head,  and  replied,  **  No  room's 
private  to  His  Majesty  when  the  street^oor's  once 
passed.  That* s  law.  Some  people  maintains  that  an 
Englishman's  house  is  his  castle.    That's  gammon." 

The  Pickwickians  gazed  on  each  other,  with  wonder- 
ing eyes. 

"Which  is  Mr.  Tupman?**  inquired  Mr.  Grummer. 
He  had  an  intuitive  perception  of  Mr.  Pickwick ;  he 
knew  him  at  once. 

"  My  name'd  Tupman,"  said  that  g^itleman. 

"  My  name's  Law,"  said  Mr.  Grummer.       ' 

«  What  ?  "  said  Mr.  Tupman. 

''Law,"  replied  Mr.  Grummer,  **law,  civil  power, 
and  exekative ;  them's  my  titles ;  here's  my  authority. 
Blank  Tupman,  blank  Pickvick-**  against  the  peace  of 
our  sufierin'  Lord  the  King  —  stattit  in  that  case  made 
and  purwided  —  and  all  regular.  I  apprehend  yoa 
Pickvick  I  Tupman  —  the  afbresaid." 
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^'Wbat  do  jOQ  meaa  bj  tfak  insotonoe?"  said  Mx. 
Tapman,  starting  op :  ^  Leaye  the  room ! " 

*'  Halloo/'  said  Mr.  Gmmmer,  retreatiiig  very  expedi- 
tiouslj  to  the  door,  and  opening  it  an  inch  or  two^  ^  Dub* 
bley." 

"^  Wei  V  said  a  deep  voice  from  the  passage. 

<*  Come  for'ard,  Dubbley,"  said  Mr.  Grummer. 

At  the  word  of  command,  a  dirty-faced  man,  some- 
thing over  six  feet  high,  and  stout  in  [M^oportion, 
squeezed  himself  through  the  half-open  door :  making 
his  face  very  red  in  the  process:  and  entered  the 
room. 

«Ig  the  other  specials  outside,  Dubbley?"  inquired 
Mr.  Grummer. 

Mr.  DubUey,  who  was  a  man  oi  few  words,  nodded 
assent 

'<  Order  in  the  diwision  under  your  charge,  Dubbley," 
said  Mr.  Grummer. 

Mr.  Dubbley  did  as  he  was  dedred ;  and  half  a  dozen 
men,  each  with  a  short  truncheon  and  a  brass  crown, 
flocked  into  the  rooon.  Mr.  Grummer  pocketed  his  staff, 
and  looked  at  Mr.  Dubbley ;  Mr.  Dubbley  pocketed  hts 
staff,  and  looked  at  the  division ;  and  the  division  pock- 
eted tAeir  staves,  and  looked  at  Messrs.  Tupman  and 
Pickwick. 

Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  followers,  rose  as  one  man. 

^  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  atrocious  intrusion  upon 
my  privacy  ?  **  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Who  dares  apprehend  me  ?  "  said  Mr.  Tupman. 

^What  do  you  wont  here.  Scoundrels?"  said  Mr. 
Snodgrass. 

Mr.  Winkle  said  nothings  but  he  fixed  his  eyes  on 
Ghrummer,  and  bestowed  a  look  npon  him,  which  if  ho 
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bid  had  any  fbefing,  must  have  pS^reed  his  bndn.  As  it 
w&s  however,  it  had  no  vidiMe  effect  npon  hSm  whatever* 

When  the  executive  perceived  that  Mr.  Pickwick  and 
his  Mends  were  disposed  to  resist  the  authority  of  the 
law,  they  very  significantly  turned  up  their  coat-sleeves, 
as  if  knocking  them  down  in  the  first  instance,  and  tak- 
ing them  up  ailerwards,  were  a  mere  professional  act 
which  had  only  to  be  thought  of,  to  be  done,  as  a  matter  of 
oonrse.  This  demonstration  was  not  lost  upon  Mr.  Rck* 
wick.  He  conferred  a  few  momentB  with  Mr.  Toprnwi 
apart,  and  then  signified  his  readiness  to  preeeed  to  the 
Mayor's  residence :  merely  begging  the  parties  then  and 
diere  assembled,  to  take  notice,  that  it  was  his  finA  in- 
tention to  resent  this  monstrous  invasion  of  his  privi- 
leges as  an  Bnglishmaa,  the  instant  he  was  at  liberty ; 
whereat  the  parties  then  and  there  assembled  laughed 
very  heartily,  with  the  single  exception  of  Mr.  Gktrm- 
mer,  who  seemed  to  consider  that  any  elighl  cast  upott 
the  divme  right  of  magistrates,  was  a  species  ef  blas- 
phemy, not  to  be  ttilerated. 

But  when  Mr.  Pickwick  had  signMtod  his  readiness  to 
bow  to  the  laws  of  his  countify  $  and  just  when  the  waiV 
ers,  and  hostlers,  and  chamber-maidfl,  and  post-boysy 
who  had  anticipated  a  deHghtfhl  commotion  from  hk 
threatened  obstinacy,  began  to  turn  away,  disappointed 
and  disgusted;  a  difficulty  arose  which  had  not  been 
(btieseen.  With  every  sentiment  of  veneratk>n  for  the 
constituted  authorities,  Mr.  Pickwick  resolutely  pro- 
tested against  making  his  appearance  in  the  public 
streets,  surrounded  and  guarded  by  the  officers  o^  jus- 
tice, like  a  common  criminal.  Mr.  Grummer,  in  the 
then  disturbed  state  of  public  feeling  (for  it  was  half- 
holiday,  and  the  boys  had  not  yet  gone  home),  ae  veeo' 
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lulelj  pcotested  agaiBBt  walkisg  on  ^  of]|)Oif  te  iride  of 
the  way^  aod  taking  Mr.  Pkkwkk^s  parole  that  he  would 
go  straight  to  the  magistnite's ;  and  both  Mn  Pickwick 
and  Mr.  Tupman  as  strenuouslj  objected  lo  the  eKpeose 
of  a  post-coach,  wineh  was  the  only  respectable  oonvey- 
anoe  that  eottld  be  obtained*  The  dispute  ran  high^  and 
tiie  dilemma  lasted  long ;  and  just  as  the  exeeutive  weia 
on  the  point  q£  oreroomiag  Mr.  Plokwick's  objectioa 
to  walking  to  the  magistrate's  bj  the  trite  expedient  of 
cafi'j'ing  him  tUther,  it  was  recollected  that  theire  stood  in 
the  inn-yardy  aa  old  sedaD^chair,  whioh  haying  been  orig* 
hnUy  built  for  a  goaty  gentleman  with  funded  property, 
would  hold  Mr.  Piekwiek  and  Mr.  TupMan,  at  l^ist  aa 
conveniently  as  a  modem  poet^thaise.  The  chair  was 
hired,  and  brought  into  the  hall ;  Mr.  Pic^wiok  and  Mr* 
Tupman  squeezed  themselves  inaide,and  pulled  down  the 
Utnds;  a  couple  of  ehairmeo  were  speedily  found  i  and 
tiie  procession  started  in  giand  <nden  Hie  specials  suiv 
rounded  the  body  of  the  vehicle  (  Mr*  Grummer  and 
Mr.  Dubbley  marched  triumphantly  in  fiont ;  Mr»  Snod* 
grass  and  Mr.  WiiJde  waflted  arni*iiMina  behind ;  and 
Ihe  unaoaped  of  Ipswich  brought  up  the  rear. 

The  shof^epersof  the  town,  aMhough  they  hada  vei;y 
indistinct  notion  of  the  nature  of  iheoflfenoe,  coold  not  but 
be  much  edified  and  gralafied  by  tlus  spectacle.  Here 
was  the  strong  arm  4>£  the  law,  coming  down  with  twenty 
gold-beater  force,  upon  two  offenders  from  the  metvopo* 
Us  itself;  the  mighty  engine  was  direoted.  by  theiir  o^ti 
auigistrate,  and  worked  by  their  own  officers;  and  both 
file  crinnnak  by  their  united  dRata  were  secuirely  shut 
apv  in  the  narvow  compass  of  one  sedan-chair.  Many 
were  the  expressions  of  approval  and  admiration  which 
fteeted  Mr.  Qrummer^  as  he  iieaded  die  cavaleade,  staff 
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in  hand ;  loodand  long  were  the  shouts  which  were  raised 
by  the  iinsoaped :  and  amidst  these  united  testimoniala 
of  public  approbation,  the  procession  moved  slowlj  and 
majesticaiiy  along. 

Mr.  Wdl^,  habited  in  his  morning  jadtet  with  the 
black  calico  sleeves,  was  returning  in  a  rather  despond- 
ing state  from  an  unsuccessful  survey  g£  the  mysterious 
house  with  the  green  gate,  when,  raising  his  eyes,  he 
beheld  a  crowd  pouring  down  the  street,  surrounding  an 
object  which  had  very  much  the  af^)earance  of  a  sedan- 
chair.  WUling  to  divert  his  thoughts  fiom  the  fidlure  of 
his  enterprise,  he  stepped  aside  to  see  the  crowd  pass ; 
and  findii^  that  they  were  cheering  away,  very  mudi  to 
their  own  satisfaction,  forthwith  began  (by  way  of  raising 
his  spirits)  to  cheer  too,  with  all  his  might  and  main. 

Mr.  Grummer  passed,  and  Mr.  DubUey  passed,  and 
the  sedan  passed,  and  the  body-guard  of  specials  passed, 
and  Sam  was  still  responding  to  the  enthudastic  cheers 
of  the  mob,  and  waving  his  hat  about  as  if  he  were  in 
the  veiy  last  extreme  of  the  wildest  joy  (though,  of 
course,  he  had  not  the  faintest  idea  oi  the  matter  in 
hand),  when  he  was  suddenly  stopped  by  the  unexpected 
appearance  of  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

« What's  the  row,  genTm'n?"  cried  Sam.  "Who 
have  they  got  in  thk  here  wiUch^box  in  moumin'  ?  " 

Both  gentlemen  replied  together,  but  thmr  wwds  were 
lo9t  in  the  tumult. 

"  Who?"  cried  Sam  again. 

Once  more,  was  a  j<mit  reply  returned ;  and  though 
the  words  were  inaudible,  Sam  saw  by  the  motion  of  the 
two  pairs  of  lips  that  they  had  uttered  the  magic  word 
^  Pickwick." 

lliis  was  Plough.    In  another  minute  Mr.  Weller  had 
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iBade  hit  way  through  the  crowdy  stopped  the  ohairmen 
and  confitNited  the  portly  Gmmmer. 

<< Hallo,  old  genTm'nl"  said  Sam.  ""Whohaveyoa 
got  in  this  here  conweyance  ?  ** 

^  Stand  back,"  said  Mr.  Grummer,  whose  dignity,  like 
the  digni^  of  a  great  many  other  men,  had  been  won- 
droosly  augmented  by  a  little  popularity. 

**  Knock  him  down,  if  he  d<m%*'  said  Mr.  Dubbley. 

**  Pm  wery  mnoh  obliged  to  yon,  old  gen'l'^'n,"  replied 
Sam,  ^  for  consalting  my  conwenience,  and  Tm  still  more 
obliged  to  the  other  genTm'n  who  looks  as  if  he'd  just 
e8Ci^>ed  finom  a  giant's  canywan,  ht  his  weiy  'an'some 
suggestion ;  but  I  should  pnfer  your  givin'  me  a  answer 
to  my  question,  if  it's  all  the  same  to  you. — How  are  you, 
sir?  "  This  last  observation  was  addressed  with  a  pat- 
ronizing air  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  was  peeping  through 
the  front  window. 

Mr.  Gruimner,  perfectly  speechless  with  indignation, 
dragged  the  truncheon  with  the  brass  crown,  from  its 
particular  pocket,  and  flourished  it  before  Sam's  eyes. 

^Ah,"  said  Sam,  <«it's  wery  pret^,  'specially  the 
crown,  which  ia  uncommon  fike  ike  real  one." 

<*  Stand  back  I"  said  the  outraged  Mr.  Grummer.  By 
way  of  adding  force  to  the  command,  he  thrust  the  brass 
emblem  of  royalty  into  Sam's  nedcdoth  with  <me  hand, 
and  selaed  Sam's  collar  with  the  other :  a  comptiuenf 
which  Mr.  Waller  returned  by  knocking  him  down  out  of 
hand :  having  previous^,  with  the  utmost  consideratioo, 
knocked  down  a  chairman  fcr  han  to  lie  upon. 

Whether  Mr^  Winkle  was  seized  with  a  temporary  at- 
tack of  that  species  of  insanity  which  originates  in  a 
wnse  of  injury,  or  animated  by  this  display  of  Mr.  Wal- 
ler's Talor,  is  uncertain ;  but  certain  it   is,  that  he  no 
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BMttor  saw  Me.  Qrammer  fall.  Hum  ke  mads  a  tcxriit. 
onslaught  on  a  small  hoj  who  stood  next  him ;  wheve* 
upon  Mr.  Snodgrass,  in  a  trulj  Christian  a|^trit,  and  in 
order  that  he  might  take  no  one  miawarea,  annomioed  in 
a  Terj  toi^  tone  thai  he  was  going  to  hegio,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  take  off  his  coot  with  the  utmost  ddiberalioii. 
He  was  immediately  8U|T0unded  and  eeeofed;  and  it  is 
but  -oommotL  josdoe  both  to  him  and  Me.  WinklB  to  saj, 
that  thej  did  not  make  the  slighiaet  atlampt  to  rescue 
either  thenuelvas  or  Mr*  Wetter :  who,  after  a  most  wig* 
oamas  resbtanee,  was  ovevpemrered  bj  numbers,  and  taken 
piisoDeA  Tlie  ptooeasion  tiien  re4bnned ;  the  chairmen 
resumed  their  stations;  and  the  march  was  re-eomr 
meoced* 

Mr.  Pickwick's  indignatian  during  the  whole  of  this 
proeeedingy  was  beyond  all  bounds.  He  eouid  just  see 
Sam  upsetting  the  specials,  and  flying  aboiit^  in  erery 
dkedioB;  and  that  was  all  he  oould  see,  ler  the  sedan 
docr&  wouldn't  open,  and  the  Uinds  wouldn't  poll  up.  At 
length,  with  the  assistance  a£  Mr«  Tupman,  he  managed 
to  push  open  the  roof;  and  mounting  en  the  seat,  and 
steadying  himself  as  weU  as  he  coold,  by  i^aeing  his  hand 
00  that  gwUleraau^s  sheqMer,  Mr.  Pickwick  proeeoded  to 
address  the  mnltiludet  to  dwell  upon  the  u^iustifiaUo 
manaer  in  which  he  had  bees  treated ;  and  to  cidl  upoB 
them  to  take  notice  that  his  servant  had  been  fiist  asp 
saultedi  In  this  order  Ihey  reached  the  maglstvalo's 
house;  the  chairmffli  taetling,  the  prisoners  ftttowia^ 
Mr.  Pickwick  oratoriaiBg,  and  the  crowd  shouting. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 
itoawnro,  4movo  a  tahidtt  of  plbasaiH'  MATTBisiy 

BOW  KJLJEBTtO  AlfD  IMPABTIAL  KB.  NITntlKS  WAS; 
AMD  ROW  MB.  WBLLBB  RBTtTlOIBD  KB.    JTOB  tBOf* 

tbb'8  shuttlboocb,  a8  bbatilt  as  it  CAKB. 
yma  axothcb  MAtTBB^  wmoH  will  bb  fouhd 
Df  m  K.Aoa. 


YmLKsn  wm  Mr.  WeHer^  indignation  a«  lie  waa 
borne  ilongi  nnaierona  w^re  ^e  Blkiftiens  to  Ibe  per* 
aonal  a;^>earasoe  and  demeamr  of  Mr.  Ghmmmer  and 
hk  oempanieB :  and  raiorovB  were  llie  defianeee  la  sxtf 
six  of  the  genttemes  preemt;  in  wMoh  he  Tented  his 
dissatisfaction.  Mr.  Snodgrass  and  Mr.  Winkle  listened 
with  gleomjr  respeel  to  ibe  torrent  of  ekx|nence  wtnch 
their  leader  poared  forth,  firom  the  sedan-diair,  and  the 
ia|^  course  of  which,  not  all  Mr.  Tuponan's  earnest 
entreaties  to  have  the  Md  of  the  vehicle  dosed,  were 
able  to  dieck  for  an  instant  But  Mr.  Weller^s  anger 
quickly  gave  way  to  curiosi^,  when  the  prooessien 
turned  down  the  identical  eourt^yard  in  which  he  bad 
met  with  the  runaway  Job  Trotter :  and  curiosity  was 
exchanged  for  a  feeling  of  the  most  gleeful  astonish- 
ment,  when  the  all4mportant  Mr.  Grummer,  command- 
ing the  sedao-bearers  to  halt,  advanced  with  digniiei 
and  portentous  step%  to  the  very  green  gatia  from  whieb 
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Job  Trotter  had  emerged,  and  gave  a  mightj  pull  at  the 
bell-handle  which  hung  at  the  side  thereof.  The  ring 
was  answered  by  a  very  smart  and  pretty-faced  servant- 
girl,  who,  after  holding  up  her  hands  in  astonishment  at 
the  rebellious  appearance  of  the  prisoners,  and  the  im- 
passioned language  of  Mr.  Pickwick,  summoned  Mr. 
Muzzle.  Mr.  Muzzle  opened  one  half  of  the  carriage 
gate,  to  admit  the  sedan,  the  captured  ones,  and  the 
gpedals;  and  immediately  slammed  it  in  the  faces  of 
the  mob>  who,  indignaat  at  Imng  ezdnded,  and  anxious 
to  see  what  followed,  reUeyed  their  feeiings  by  Idddng 
at  the  gate  and  ringing  the  bell,  for  an  hour  or  two 
afterwards*  Ib  this  amusement  they  all  to<^  part  by 
turns,  except  three  or  four  fortunate  individuals,  who» 
having  discovered  a  grating  in  the  gate  which  com- 
manded a  view  of  nothing,  stared  through  it,  with  the 
indefatigable  perseverance  with  which  people  will  flatten 
their  noses  against  the  front  windows  of  a  demist* s  shop, 
when  a  drunken  man,  who  has  been  ran  over  by  a  dog- 
cart in  the  stnet,  is  undei^goin^  a  surgical  inspection  in 
the  back-parlor. 

At  the  foot  ci  a  flight  of  steps,  leacBng  to  the  honse- 
do<M*,  whidi  was  guarded  on  either  side  by  an  American 
aloe  in  a  green  tub,  the  sedan^air  stopped.  Mr.  Pick- 
wick and  his  firiends  were  conducted  into  the  hall, 
whence,  having  been  previously  announced  by  Muzzle, 
and  ordered  in  by  Mr.  Nu{^ns,  they  were  ushered 
into  the  worshipful  presence  <^  that  pvUic-spirited  of 


The  scene  was  an  impressive  one,  well  calculated  to 
strike  terror  to  the  hearts  of  culprits,  and  to  impress 
them  with  an  adequate  idea  of  the  stern  mi^esty  of  the 
law.    In  front  of  a  big  bookcase,  in  a  big  chair,  behiiid 
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a  big  table,  and  before  a  big  Tolame,  sat  Mr.  Nupk7ii.'<, 
looking  a  fbll  mze  larger  than  anj  one  of  them,  big  as 
they  were.  The  table  was  adorned  with  piles  of  papers: 
and  above  the  farther  end  of  it,  appeared  the  head  and 
shoulders  of  Mr.  Jinks,  who  was  busily  engaged  in  look- 
ing as  busy  as  possible.  The  party  having  all  entered, 
Matzle  carefully  closed  the  door,  and  placed  himself  be- 
faond  his  master^s  chair  to  await  his  orders.  Mr.  Nupkins 
threw  himself  back,  with  thrilling  solemnity,  and  &em 
thiized  the  fhces  of  his  unwilling  visitors. 

**Now,  Grummer,  who  is  that  person?"  s«d  Mr. 
Nupkins,  pointing  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  who,  as  die  spd^es- 
flian  of  his  friends,  stood  hat  in  hand,  bowing  with  the 
utmost  polfteness  and  respect 

^This  here's  Pickviok,  your  wash-up,"  said  Grrum- 
mer. 

**  Come,  none  o'  that  'ere,  old  Strike-a-light,"  inter- 
posed Mr.  Weller,  elbowing  himself  into  the  front  rank. 
**  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  this  here  officer  o'  youm  in 
the  gambooge  tops,  'ull  never  earn  a  decent  livin'  as 
a  master  o^  the  ceremonies  anyvere.  This  here,  sir," 
continued  Mr.  Weller,  thrusting  Grummer  aside,  and 
addressing  the  magistrate  with  pleasant  familiarity, 
'^This  here  is  S.  Pickvidc,  Esquire;  this  here's  Mr. 
Tupman ;  that  'ere's  Mr.  Snodgrass ;  and  furder  on, 
next  him  on  the  t'other  ade,  Mr.  Winkle  —  all  wery 
nice  gen'l'm'n,  sir,  as  youll  be  wery  happy  to  have  the 
acquaintance  on  ;  so  the  sooner  you  commits  these  here 
officers  o*  youm  to  the  tread-mill  for  a  month  or  two,  the 
sooner  we  shall  begin  to  be  on  a  pleasant  understanding. 
Business  first,  pleasure  arterwards,  as  King  Richard  the 
Third  said  wen  he  stabbed  the  t'other  king  in  the  Tower, 
afore  he  smothered  the  babbies." 

VOL.  n.  U 
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At  the  ooiicliBio^  of  this  Addfeas,  Mir.  Waller  bnishM', 
fads  hat  with  his  right  elbow,  and  ttoMed  benignlj  to 
Jinka,  who  had  heard  faim  throughout  with  unspeaikable 
awe. 

'<  Who  is  this  man,  Grammw  ?"  liald  the  magiatrate. 

^'Werj  desperate  di'raoter,  your  wash^up^"  relied 
Gmmmer.  '^  He  attempted  to  rescue  the  prisoners,  and 
assaulted  the  officers ;  so  we  took  him  into  custody,  and 
brought  him  here.** 

^  You  did  quite  right,^  replied  the  magistrate.  ^  Ha 
is  eridently  a  desperate  ruffian." 

**  He  is  my  servant,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  angrily. 

<<  Oh  I  he  is  your  servantv  is  he  ?  "  said  Mr.  Nupkina. 
**  A  conspiracy  to  defeat  the  ends  of  justioe,  and  murder 
its  officers.  Pkkwicdi's  servant  Put  that  down,  Mr. 
Jinks." 

Mr.  Jinks  did  so. 

<<Whafs  your  name,  ftUow?"  thundered  Mr«  Nup- 
kiha. 

"<  Yeller,"  implied  Sam. 

^  A  very  good  name  finr  the  Newgate  Calendar,"  said 
Mr.  Nupkins. 

This  was  a  jcke ;  so  Jinks,  Gfommer,  Dubbley,  |dl  the 
specials,  and  Muzzle,  went  into  fits  of  laughter  of  five 
minutes'  duration. 

^Put  down  his  name,  Mr.  Jinks,"  said  the  magb- 
trate. 

"<  Two  L%  old  feller,"  said  Sam. 

Here  an  unfortunate  special  laughed  agaiU)  wheveiqNm 
the  magistrate  threatened  to  commit  him,  instantly.  It  is 
a  dangerous  thing  to  laug^  at  the  wrong  man,  in  these 
cases. 

^  Where  do  you  Hve  ?  "  said  the  magistrate. 
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**  Vftre-«ver  I  cmi,**  replied  Sam. 

**  Pat  down  UmU,  Mr.  Jinksy"  sftid  tbe  mugiBtralet,  who 
was  fiist  riBing  into  a  rage. 

"  Score  it  under,"  said  Sam. 

^  He  IB  a  yagfOxiod,  Mr.  Jinb^"  4aid  the  ma^^trate. 
**  He  ia  a  vagabend  on  his  own  atetemffU;  ia  be  not,  S(r« 
Jiaks?'' 

<"  Certainly,  Sir." 

'^  Then  Fll  oonmiit  him*  FU  eonmut  him,  as  sueh,'' 
Mid  Mr.  Ulupkins. 

^  This  is  a  weiy  impartial  coontry  Sof  justioe,''  baid 
Sam.  ^  There  a'n't  a  magistrate  going,  as  don't  oon^ 
mit  himself,  twise  as  often  as  he  commits  other  people." 

At  diis  aaOy  anoCber  special  laughed,  and  then  tried 
to  look  so  sapematurallj  solemn,  thfit  tb^  magistorate  de- 
tected him  immediately, 

^  Grommer "  said  Mr,  Nupkins,  reddening  with  pa^ 
akm,  ^kaw  dare  you  select  such  an  inefficient  and  dis- 
refNitable  person  for  a  special  oonstable,  as  that  man? 
How  dare  you  do  it,  sir?" 

^  I  an  very  auny,  yoiur  washniip^"  stammered  GRTumr 


^  Very  sorry  I "  said  the  fiirioos  mi^trate.  ^  You 
shall  repent  of  this  nf^glect  of  du^,  Mr.  Gnumner;  you 
shall  be  made  an  example  of.  Take  that  fellow's  staff 
away*    He^s  dnmk«    Tou'ie  drunk,  fellow." 

^  I  am  not  dmnk,  your  worship^"  said  the  man. 

^  Yon  are  drunk,"  returned  the  magjetrate.  ^  How 
date  you  say  you  are  not  dmnk,  sir,  when  I  say  you 
are?    Doeoi't  he  smaH  of  &|>irits,  Grummer?" 

^  Horrid,  your  wasbnip,"  replied  Grummer,  who  bad  a 
fagoe  impression  that  there  was  a  smell  of  rum  some- 
iHiere. 
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^  I  knew  he  did,"  said  Mr.  Nupkins.  *'  I  saw  he  was 
drunk  when  he  first  came  into  the  room,  by  his  excited 
eje.     Did  you  observe  his  excited  eye,  Mr.  Jinks  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  sir." 

^I  haven't  touched  a  drop  of  spirits  this  monuDg," 
said   the  man,  who  was  as  sober  a  feUow  as  need  be. 

''How  dare  you  tell  me  a  falsehood?"  said  Mr. 
Nupkins.     ^  Isn't  he  drunk  at  this  moment,  Mr.  Jinks  ?" 

^  Certainly,  sir,"  replied  Jinks. 

''Mr.  Jinks,"  said  the  magistrate,  "I  shall  commit 
timt  man  foir  contempt.  Make  out  his  committal,  Mr. 
Jmks." 

And  committed  the  special  would  have  been,  only 
Jinks,  who  was  the  magistrate's  adviser  (having  had  a 
legal  education  of  three  years  in  a  country  attoroey'a 
office)  whispered  the  magistrate  that  he  thought  it 
wouldn't  do;  BO  the  magistrate  made  a  speech,  and 
said,  that  in  consideration  of  the  special's  &mily,  he 
would  merely  reprimand  and  dischargd  him.  Accord- 
ingly, the  special  was  abused,  vehemently,  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  and  sent  about  his  business :  and  Grrummer, 
Dubbley,  Muzzle,  and  all  the  other  specials  murmured 
their  admirati<m  of  the  magnanimity  of  Mr.  Nupkins. 

*^  Now,  Mr.  Jinks,"  said  the  magistrate, "  swear  Gnunr 
mer." 

Grummer  was  sworn  directly ;  but  as  G^rammer  wan- 
dered, and  Mr.  Nupkins's  dinner  was  nearfy  ready,  Mr. 
Nupkins  cut  the  Blatter  short  by  pulting  leading  ques- 
tions to  Grummer,  whidi  Grummer  answered  aa  nearly 
in  the  affirmative  as  he  could.  So  the  examination  went 
off,  all  very  smooth  and  comfortable,  and  two  aeeaults 
were  proved  against  Mr.  Weller,  and  a  threat  against 
Mr.  Winkle,  and  a  push  against  Mr.  Snodgrass.     When 
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bU  this  was  done  to  the  magistrate's  sads&ctioii,  the  mag- 
istrate and  Mr.  Jinks  consulted  in  whispers. 

The  consultation  having  lasted  about  ten  minutes,  Mr. 
Jinks  retired  to  his  end  of  the  table ;  and  the  magistrate, 
with  a  preparatory  cough,  drew  himself  up  in  his  chair, 
and  was  proceeding  to  commence  his  address,  when  Mi; 
Pickwick  interposed. 

^  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  for  hiteirupting  you,"  said 
Mr.  Pickwick ;  ^  but  before  you  proceed  to  express  and 
act  upon  any  opinion  you  may  haye  formed  on  the 
statements  which  have  been  made  here,  I  must  daim 
my  right  to  be  heard,  so  fiur  as  I  am  personally  con- 
cerned.** 

^  Hold  your  tongue,  sir,**  said  the  magistrate,  peremp- 
torily. 

^  I  must  submit  to  yon,  sir,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick* 

^'Hold  your  tongue,  sir,**  interposed  the  magistrate^ 
^  or  I  shall  order  an  officer  to  remove  you.** 

^  You  may  order  your  officers  to  do  whatever  you 
please,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick  ;  ^  and  I  have  no  doubt, 
from  the  specimen  I  have  had  of  the  subordinaticm  pre- 
served among  them,  that  whatever  you  order,  they  will 
execute,  sir ;  but  I  shall  take  the  liberty,  sir,  of  claiming 
my  right  to  be  heard,  until  I  am  removed  by  foreeJ* 

^  Pickvick  and  principle,**  exclaimed  Mr.  Weller,  in  a 
vory  audible  voice. 

**  Sam,  be  quiet,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Dun^  as  a  drum  vith  a  hole  in  it,  sir,**  replied  Sam. 

Mr.  Nupkins  looked  at  Mr.  Pickwick  with  a  gaze  of 
btaise  astonishment,  at  his  displaying  such  unwonted 
temerity ;  and  was  apparently  about  to  return  a  very 
angry  reply,  when  Mr.  Jinks  polled  him  by  the  sleeve, 
and  whispered  something  in  his  ear.    To  this,  the  mag- 
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ktrate  reiomed  a  half-^udible  answer,  and  then  Ihc^ 
whispering  was  renewed.  Jinks  was  evidently  remon- 
stanatkig. 

At  length  the  magistrate,  gulping  dewn,  with  a  very 
))ad  grace^  his  diaiadination  to  hear  anything  more, 
turned  to  Mr.  Piokwiek,  and  said  sharply  —  ^What 
do  you  want  to  say  ?  ^ 

^  Firs^"  said  Mr«  Pickwick,  araiduig  a  look  thn>ugl: 
his  ^>ectaele8,  under  whkh  even  Nupkias  quailed* 
^  First,  I  wish  to  know  what  I  and  my  Mend  have  heen 
bEought  here  for  ?  '^ 

<^Must  I  tell  him?"  whispered  the  magistrale  to 
Jinks. 

**  I  think  you  had  better,  sir,"  whispeced  Jinks  to  the 
magistrate. 

^'  An  infoirmation  has  been  sworn  before  me,"  said  the 
magistraties  ^that  it  is  apprehended  you  are  going  to 
fight  a  duel,  and  that  the  other  man,  Tupman,  is  your 
aider  and  abettor  in  it.    Therefore  -*-  eh,  Mr.  Jinks  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  sir." 

»  Theiefore,  I  call  upon  you  both,  to  —  I  think  thaf a 
the  course,  Mr.  Jinks  ?  " 

"Certainly,  sir." 

''To — io  —  i9hU  Mr.  Jlnka?"8aid  the  na^strata^ 
pettishly. 

"To  find  bail,  sir." 

"  Yes.  Therefore,  I  call  upon  you  both  «^  aa  I  was 
idxHit  to  say,  when  I  was  interrupted  by  my  dnk*-  to 
find  baa." 

"  Good  bail,"  whispered  Mc  Jinks. 

"I  shall  requice  good  baU,"  said  the  j 

"  Towns-people,"  whispered  Jinks* 

"They  muat  be  towns-people,"  said  the  i 
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^Wtf  pounds  eack,''  whispeted  JIbIeb,  ^and  hoase- 
holibn^  of  oouree*" 

**  1  shall  require  two  sureties  of  My  pounds  each,'' 
said  die  aiagislrate  aloud,  with  greal  dignity,  ^  and  they 
most  be  hottseMders,  of  course." 

"  But,  bless  my  heart,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  if  ho, 
together  with  Mr.  Tupman,  was  a&  amazement  and 
indignation  ;  ^  we  are  perfect  strangeErs  in  this  town.  I 
hKwe  as  little  knowledge  of  any  householders  here,  as  I 
have  intuition  of  fighting  a  duel  with  anybodjr." 

^  I  dare  say,"  replied  the  magistrate,  ^  I  dare  si^— 
donH  you,  Mr.  Jinks  F  ** 

«  Certainly,  shr.*' 

"Have  you  anything  more  to  say?**  inquired  the 
magistrate. 

Mr.  Piikwick  ^ad  a  great  deal  more  to  say,  whidi  he 
would  no  doubt  have  said,  very  fittle  to  hie  own  advan- 
tage, or  the  magistrate's  satisflMtion,  if  he  had  not,  the 
moment  he  ceased  speaking,  been  pulled  by  the  sleeve 
by  Mr.  Weller,  with  wh<Hn  he  was  immediaitefy  engaged 
in  so  eamiest  a  conveiisatloii,  that  he  suffered  Uie  magis- 
trate's inquiry  to  pass  wholly  unnoticed.  Mr.  Napkins 
was  not  the  man  to  ask  a  questiim  of  the  kind  twice 
over ;  and  so,  with  another  preparatory  cough,  he  pro- 
ceeded, amidst  the  reverential  and  admiring  silence  of 
the  constables,  to  pronounce  his  decision. 

He  should  &ie  Weller  two  pounds  for  the  first  assault, 
imd  tiuree  pounds  for  the  second.  He  should  fine  Win- 
kle two  poands,  and  Snodgrass  one  pound,  besides  re- 
quiring them  to  enter  faito  their  own  recognizances  to 
keep  the  peace  towards  all  his  Mf^sty's  subjects,  and 
especially  towards  his  liege  servant,  Daniel  Grummer. 
Pickwick  and  Tupman  he  had  ahread^  held  to  baiL 
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Inimcdiatelj  on  the  magistrate  eesBing  to  spei^,  Mr. 
Pickwick,  with  a  smile  mantUng  on  his  again-good- 
humored  countenance,  stepped  forward,  and  said : 

'^  I  beg  the  magistrate's  pardon,  but  maj  I  request  a 
few  minutes'  private  conversation  with  him,  on  a  matte  r 
of  deep  importance  to  himself?  " 

^  What ! "  said  the  magistrate. 

Mr.  Pickwick  repeated  bis  request. 

^  This  is  a  most  exU-aordinary  request,"  said  the  mag» 
istrate,  "  A  private  interview  1 " 

^  A  private  interview,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  firmly ; 
^^onlj,  as  a  part  of  the  information  which  I  wish  to  com- 
municate is  derived  from  my  servant,  I  should  wish  him 
to  be  present." 

The  magistrate  looked  at  Mr.  Jinks ;  Mr.  Jinks  looked 
at  the  magistrate ;  and  the  officers  looked  at  each  other 
in  amazement  Mr.  Nupkins  turned  suddenly  pale. 
Could  the  man  Weller,  in  a  momait  of  remorse,  have 
divulged  some  secret  conspiracy  for  his  assassinaticm  ? 
It  was  a  dreadfid  thougjit.  He  was  a  public  man ;  and 
he  turned  paler,  as  he  thon^t  of  Julias  Caesar  and  Mr. 
Perceval 

^  The  magistrate  locked  at  Mr.  Pickwid^  again,  and 
beckoned  Mr.  Jinks. 

"What  do  you  thmk  of  this  request,  Mr.  Jinks?" 
murmured  Mr.  Nupkins. 

Mr.  Jmks,  who  didn't  exactly  know  what  to  think  of 
it,  and  was  afraid  he  might  ofiend,  smiled  feebly,  after  a 
dubious  &8bion,  and,  screwing  up  the  comers  of  hia 
mouth,  shook  his  head  slowly  from  side  to  side. 

"  Mr.  Jinks,"  said  the  magistrate,  gravely,  ^  yoa  are 
an  ass." 

At  this  little  expression  of  opinion,  Mr.  Jinks  smiled 
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■gain  — retfaer  more  feebly  thaa  before  —  and  edged 
himself,  by  degrees,  back  into  his  own  comer. 

Mr.  Nupkins  debated  the  matter  within  himself  for  a 
few  seconds,  and  then,  rising  from  his  chiur,  and  request- 
mg  Mr.  Pickwid^  and  Sam  to  follow  him,  led  the  waj 
into  a  small  room  which  opened  into  the  justioe-parior. 
Desiring  Mr.  Pidcwick  to  walk  to  the  upper  end  of  the 
Utile  apartment,  and  holding  his  hand  upon  the  half-closed 
door,  that  he  might  be  able  to  effect  an  immediate  escape, 
in  case  there  was  the  least  tendency  to  a  &play  of  hos- 
tilities, Mr.  Nupkins  expressed  his  readiness  to  hear  the 
eommunication,  whatever  it  might  be. 

**  I  will  come  to  the  point  at  once,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick ;  *<  it  affects  yourself,  and  your  credit,  materially. 
I  have  every  reason  to  believe,  sir,  that  you  are  harbor- 
ing in  your  house,  a  gross  impostor  I " 

"  Two,"  interrupted  Sam,  "  Mulberry  ag'in'  all  natui', 
for  tears  and  willany.** 

"  Sam,''  said  Mr.  Pickwidi,  <<  if  I  am  to  render  myself 
intelligible  to  thb  gentlenum,  I  must  beg  yon  to  control 
your  feelings." 

•*  Wery  sorry,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller ;  "but  when  I 
think  o'  tiutt  'ere  Job,  I  can't  help  opening  the  waive  a 
inch  or  two." 

"  In  one  word,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  <*  is  my  servant 
right  in  suspecting  that  a  certain  Captain  Fitz-Marshall 
is  in  the  habit  of  visiting  here  ?  Because,"  added  Mr. 
Pickwick,  as  he  saw  that  Mr.  Nupkins  was  about  to 
offer  a  very  indignant  interruptioB,  "because,  if  he  be, 
I  know  that  person  to  be  a  "  — 

"  Hush,  hush/'  said  Mr.  Nupkins,  closing  the  door. 
*  Enow  him  to  be  what,  sir  ?  " 

"An  unprincipled  adventurer — a  dishonorable  char 
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acter-^a  man  who  preys  upon  society,  and  make»  eai^* 
deceived  people  his  dupes,  our ;  his.  absutd,  his  foolish^ 
his  wretched  dupes,  sir,"  said  the  excited  Mr.  PickwicL 

^  Dear  me,"  said  Mr.  Nupkins,  taming  very  red,  and 
altering  his  whole  manner  directly.    ^  Dear  me,  Mr. "  *— 

**  Pickvick,"  said  Sam. 

"  Pibkwick,"  said  the  magistrate,  ^  dear  me,  Mr.  Pick- 
wick—  pray  take  a  seat — yon  cannot  mean  this  ?  Cap- 
tain Fits-Marshall?" 

'^  Don't  caQ  him  a  ci^'en,"  said  Sam,  ^  nor  Fito^Map- 
shall  neither ;  he  a*n't  neither  one  nor  t'other.  He^  a 
strolling  actor,  he  is,  and  his  name's  Jingle ;  and  if  ever 
there  was  a  wolf  in  a  mulberry  suit,  thai  'ere  Job  Trot- 
ter's him." 

^  It  is  very  true,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Piokwick,  replying  lo 
the  magistrate's  look  of  amazement;  ^my  only  business 
in  this  town,  is  to  expose  the  person  of  whom  we  now 
speak." 

Mr.  Pickwick  proceeded  to  pour  into  the  horror- 
stricken  ear  of  Mr.  Nupkins,  an  abridged  account  of  Mr. 
Jingle's  atrocities.  He  related  how  he  had  irst  m^t 
him;  how  he  had  eloped  with  Miss  Wardle;  how  he 
had  cheerfully  resigned  the  lady  for  a  pecxmiary  con- 
sideration; how  he  had  entrapped  him  into  a  lad3r?8 
boarding-school  at  midnight;  and  how  he  (Mr.  Pick- 
wick) now  felt  it  his  duty  to  expose  his  assumption  of 
his  present  name  and  rank. 

As  the  narrative  proceeded,  aU  the  warm  blood  in  die 
body  of  Mr.  Nupkins  tingled  up  into  the  very  tips  of  his 
ears.  He  liad  picked  up  the  Oaptain  at  a  nei^bonng 
race-course.  Charmed  with  his  long  list  of  aristocratic 
acquaintance,  his  extensive  travel,  and  his  fashionable  de- 
meanor, Mrs.  Nupkins  and  Miss  Nuj^ns  had  exhibited 
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Captain  Fitz-Marshall,  and  qnofed  Captain  Pitz-llar- 
BhaH,  and  hurled  Captain  Pitz-Marsball  at  the  devoted 
beads  of  their  seleet  circle  of  acquaintance,  until  their 
bosom  fiiends,  Mrs.  Porkenham  and  the  MiM  Fbiiien* 
hams,  and  Bfr.  Sidney  Porkenham,  were  ready  to  burst 
with  jealousy  and  despair.  And  now,  to  bear,  afler  aU^ 
that  be  was  a  needy  adventurer,  a  strolling  player,  and 
if  not  a  swindler,  sommhing  so  very  ISk^  it,  liiat  it  was 
hard  to  tell  the  difference!  Heavens!  wbcMT  would  the 
Porkenhams  say  I  What  would  be  the  trfutnph  of  Mr. 
Sidney  Porkenham  wlieo  he  Ibund  that  his  addresses  had 
been  slighted  for  such  a  rival  1  How  should  he,  Nup- 
kins,  meet  the  eye  of  old  Porkenham  at  the  next  Quar- 
ter Sessions  I  And  what  a  handle  would  it  be  for  the 
o|>position  magisterial  party,  if  the  stoiry  got  abroad ! 

^  But  after  all,"  said  Mr.  Napkins,  brightening  far  a 
moment,  af^er  a  long  pause;  ^ after  all,  this  is  a  mere 
stiOement  Captain  Fkz-Marshall  is  a  man  of  very  en- 
gagmg  manners,  and,  I  dare  say,  has  many  enemies. 
What  proof  have  you,  of  the  truth  of  these  representa^ 
tions?" 

^  Confront  me  with  him,*'  sind  Mr.  Pickwid:,  ^  that  is 
aU  I  ask,  and  all  I  require.  Con&ont  him  with  me,  and 
my  frieitds  here  ^  you  will  want  no  fiirther  proof." 

"  Why,"  said  Mr.  Nupkins,'^that  might  be  very  Easily 
dene,  for  he  will  be  here  tonight,  and  then  there  would 
be  no  ooeasioo  Ho  make  tbe  matter  pnblie,  just — just  -** 
for  the  young  man's  own  sake,  you  know.  I>^I-« 
should  like  to  consult  Mrs.  Nupkins  on  the  propiiety  of 
^ne  step,  in  the  first  instance,  though.  At  all  events,  Mr. 
Fkdcwick,  we  must  despatch  thb  legal  busmess  before 
We  can  do  anything  else.     Pray  step  back  into  the  next 
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Into  the  next  room  they  went 

^  Grummer,"  said  the  magistrate,  in  an  awf\il  voice^ 

^  Your  wash-ap,"  replied  Grummer,  with  the  smile  ol 
a  fiiTorite. 

*^  Come,  come,  sir,"  said  the  magistrate,  sternly,  ^  don't 
let  me  see  anj  of  this  levity  here.  It  is  very  onbecom- 
uig,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  you  have  very  little  to 
smile  at  Was  the  account  you  gave  me  just  now,  strictly 
true  ?    NoKiJbe  careful,  sir." 

"  Your  wash-up,"  <«tammered  Grummer,  "  I "  — 

^<  Oh,  you  are  confused,  are  you  ?  "  said  the  mi^istnite. 
**  Mr.  Jinks,  you  observe  this  confusion  ?" 

"  Certainly,  sir,"  replied  Jinks. 

"Now,"  said  the  magistrate,  "just  repeat  your  state- 
ment, Grummer,  and  again  I  warn  you  to  be  carefiiL 
Mr.  Jinks,  take  his  words  down." 

The  unfortunate  Grummer  proceeded  to  re-state  his 
complaint,  but,  what  between  Mr.  Jinks's  taking  down  his 
words,  and  the  magistrate's  taking  them  up  ;  his  natural 
tendency  to  rambling,  and  his  extreme  confusion:  he 
managed  to  get  involved,  in  something  under  three  min- 
utes, in  such  a  mass  of  entanglement  and  contradiction, 
that  Mr.  Nupkins  at  once  declared  he  didn't  believe  him. 
so,  the  fines  were  remitted,  and  Mr.  Jinks  found  a  couple 
of  bail  in  no  time.  And  all  these  solemn  proceedings 
luiving  been  satisfactorily  concluded,  Mr.  Grummer  was 
jgnominiously  ordered  out  —  an  awful  instance  of  the 
instability  of  human  greatness,  and  the  uncertain  tenure 
of  great  men's  favor. 

Mrs.  Nupkins  was  a  majestic  female  in  a  pink  gauze 
turban  and  a  light  bro^vn  wig.  Miss  Nupkins  possessed 
all  her  mamma's  haughtiness  without  the  turban,  and  all 
her  ill-nature  without  the  wig;  and  whenever  f^^  '*'^'— 
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mse  of  these  two  amiable  qualities  inrolved  mother  and 
daughter  in  some  unpleasant  dilemma,  as  they  not  unfre- 
quently  did,  thej  both  concurred  in  laying  the  blame  on 
the  shoulders  of  Mr.  Nnpkins.  Aecordinglj,  when  Mr. 
Nupkins  sought  Mrs.  Nupkins,  and  detailed  the  comma*' 
nication  which  had  been  made  bj  Mr.  Pickwick,  Mrs. 
Nupkins  suddenly  recollected  that  she  had  always  ex- 
pected something  of  the  kind ;  that  she  had  always  said 
it  would  be  so ;  that  her  advice  was  never  taken ;  that 
she  really  did  not  know  what  Mr.  Napkins  supposed  she 
was ;  and  so  forth. 

^  The  idea  1 "  said  DiCss  Nupkins,  forcing  a  tear  of  very 
scanty  proportions,  into  the  comer  of  each  eye,  "  the  idea 
of  my  being  made  such  a  fool  of  I " 

^  Ah !  you  may  thank  your  papa,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
Nupkins ;  '^  how  have  I  implored  and  begged  that  man 
to  inquire  into  the  Captain's  family  connections;  how 
have  I  urged  and  entreated  him  to  take  some  decisive 
step!  I  am  quite  certain  nobody  would  believe  it  — 
qaite." 

"  But,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Napkins. 
^ Don't  talk  to  me,  you  aggravating  thing,  don't!" 
said  Mrg.  Napkins. 

"My  love,"  said  Mr.  Napkins ;  **yoa  professed  yoar^ 
setf  very  fond  of  Gaptain  Fitz-Marshall.  Tou  have 
constantly  asked  him  here,  my  dear,  and  you  have  kMH 
no  opportunity  of  introducing  him  elsewhere*" 

**  Didn't  I  say  so,  Henrietta?"  cried  Mrs.  Napkins, ap* 
peaHng  to  her  daughter  with  the  air  of  a  much-injured 
fiunale.  "  Didn't  I  say  that  your  papa  would  turn  round, 
aod  lay  all  this  at  my  door?  Didn't  I  say  so  ?"  fiere 
Mrs.  Napkins  sobbed. 

'^Oh  pal"  remonstrated  Miss  No[dLins.  And  here 
she  sobbed  too. 
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^  Isn't  it  too  iDii<^  wben  he  has  brongkt  all  this  di^ 
grace  and  ndicule  upon  as,  to  taimt  im  with  bemg  the 
cause  cf  it?''  exclaimed  Mrs.  Napkins. 

'^  £bw  can  we  erer  show  oursdves  in  sooet^l"  said 
Miss  Napkins. 

■'How  can  we  &oe  the  Porkenhams  1 "  oricd  liiv. 
Nwpkins. 

<"  Or  the  Griggs's  r  cried  Miss  Nt^kiBS. 

^Or  ihe  ShimmiBtowkens ! "  cried  Mrs.  Napkins. 
^But  what  does  yoor  papa  care!  What  is  It  to  Attn/ " 
At  this  dreadful  reflection,  Mrs.  Nupkias  wept  with  men* 
tal  angoisfa,  and  Miss  Nupkins  followed  on  the  same  side. 

Mrs.  Nuf^ins's  tears  oontinaed  to  gush  forth,  with 
great  velocity,  until  she  had  gained  a  Ifttle  time  to  think 
ihe  matter  orer :  when  she  decided,  in  her  own  mind, 
that  the  best  thing  to  do,  would  be  to  ask  Mr.  Pickwick 
and  his  ^eads  to  remain  until  the  Captain's  arriral,  and 
then  to  give  Mr.  Pickwick  ^e  opportunity  he  sou^t. 
If  it  appeared  that  he  had  spdcen  truly,  the  Captahi 
could  be  turned  out  of  the  house  without  noisii^  the 
matter  abroad,  and  ihey  could  easily  acoount  to  the 
Porkeahams  for  his  disappearance,  by  saying  that  he 
had  been  appointed,  through  the  Coiat  influence  of  his 
hmljf  to  the  Govemor-Gkaieralship  of  Sierra  Leone,  or 
fiaugur  Point,  or  any  other  of  those  salubrious  cKmatei 
which  enchant  Europeans  so  nraeh,  that,  when  they  ooce 
get  there,  they  can  hardly  ever  prenrail  upon  themselves 
lo  come  back  a^n. 

When  Mrs*  Nupkins  dried  up  her  tears,  Miss  Nup* 
kins  dried  up  A«rj^  and  Mr.  Nupkins  was  very  ^ad  to 
setdc  the  niatter  as  Mrs.  Nupkins  had  proposed.  80^ 
Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  friends,  having  washed  off  aO 
narks  of  their  late  encouAteir,  were  introdueed  to  the 
ladies,  and  soon  afterwards  to  their  dinner ;  and  Mr. 
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Welfer,  wbom  the  magistrate  with  his  peculiar  sagacity, 
h^d  discovered  in  half  an  hour  to  be  one  of  the  finest 
fellows  alive,  was  consigned  to  the  care  and  guardiao- 
ship  of  Mr^  Muzsile,  who  was  q;>eciallj  enjoined  to  take 
him  below,  and  make  much  of  him. 

^  How  de  d0|  sir  ?  "  said  Mr.  Huaale,  as  he  conducted 
l^r.  Weller  down  tike  kitchen  stairs* 

^  Why,  no  con«sid^i?able  change  has  taken  place  in  the 
state  of  mj  system,  since  I  see  you  cocked  up  behind 
your  governor's  chair  in  the  parlor,  a  little  vile  ago," 
replied  Sam. 

^  You  will  excuse  my  not  taking  more  notice  oi  you 
then,"  said  Mr.  Muzzle.  ^  You  see,  master  hadn't  intro- 
duced us,  then.  Lord,  how  fi)nd  he  is  of  you,  Mr.  Wal- 
ler, to  be  sure  I " 

^  Ah,**  said  8am,  ^  what  a  pleasant  chap  he  is  I  ** 

*'  AVt  he  ?  "  repUed  Mr.  Muaale. 

^  So  much  humor,**  said  Sam. 

^  And  such  a  man  to  speak,"  said  Mr.  Muszle.  ^How 
his  ideas  flow,  don't  they  ?  " 

" Wonderftil,*'  replied  Sam;  "they  comes  a-pouring 
out,  knocking  each  other's  heads  so  fast,  that  they  seems 
to  stun  one  another;  you  hardly  know  what  he's  arter,  do 
you?" 

"  That's  the  great  merit  of  his  style  of  spc^iking,"  »e- 
Joined  Mr.  Muzzle.  "  Take  care  of  the  last  step,  Mr. 
Weller.  Would  you  like  to  wash  your  hands,  air,  before 
we  join  the  ladies  ?  Here's  a  sink,  with  the  water  laid 
on,  sir,  and  a  clean  jack-towel  behind  the  door." 

^  Ah  I  Perhaps  I  may  as  well  have  a  rinse,"  replied 
Mr.  Weller,  applying  plenty  of  yellow  soap  to  the  towel, 
and  rubbing  away,  till  his  face  shone  again.  '^  How  many 
ladies  are  there  ?  " 
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^Onlj  two  in  oar  kitchen,"  said  Mr.  Muzzle,  ^oook  and 
OQsemaid.  We  keep  a  boy  to  do  the  dirty  work,  and  a 
gal  besides,  but  they  dine  in  the  washus.** 

^  Oh,  they  dines  in  the  washus,  do  they  ?  **  said  Mr. 
Weller. 

**  Tes,"  replied  Mr.  Muzzle,  **  we  tried  'em  at  our  table 
when  they  first  come,  but  we  couldn't  keep  'em.  The 
gal*s  manners  is  dreadful  vulgar ;  and  the  boy  breathes 
so  very  hard  while  he's  eating,  that  we  found  it  impossible 
to  sit  at  table  with  him." 

"  Young  gi*ampus  ! "  said  Mr.  Weller. 

^^Oh,  dreadful,"  rejoined  Mr.  Muzzle;  ^but  that  is 
the  wowt  of  country  service,  Mr.  W^er ;  the  juniors  b 
always  so  very  savage.  This  way,  sk*,  if  you  please  — 
this  way." 

Preceding  Mr.  Weller,  with  the  utmost  politeness,  Mr. 
Muzzle  conducted  him  into  the  kitchen. 

*<  Mary,"  said  Mr.  Muzzle  to  the  pretty  servant- girl, 
^  this  is  Mr.  Weller :  a  gentleman  as  master  has  sent 
down,  to  be  made  as  comfortable  as  possible." 

*^  And  your  master's  a  knowin'  hand,  and  lias  just  sent 
me  to  the  right  place,"  said  Mi'.  Weller,  with  a  glance  of 
admiration  at  Mary.  *'  If  I  wos  master  o'  this  here  house, 
£  should  alvays  find  the  materials  for  comfort  vere  Maiy 
vos." 

^  Lor,  Mr.  Weller ! "  said  Mary,  blushing. 

'*  Well,  I  never  I "  ejaculated  the  cook. 

"  Bless  me,  cook,  I  forgot  you,*'  said  Mr.  Muzzle. 
"  Mr.  Weller,  let  me  introduce  you." 

**  How  are  you,  ma'am  ?  "  said  Mr.  Weller.  "  Wery 
glad  to  see  you,  indeed,  and  hope  our  acquaintance  may 
be  a  long  'un,  as  the  gen'l'm'n  said  to  the  fi'  pun'  note." 

When  this  ceremony  of  iutix>duction  had  bven  gone 
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throagh,  the  cook  and  Mary  retired  into  the  back  kitchen 
to  titter  for  ten  minates ;  then  returning,  all  giggles  and 
blushes,  thej  sat  down  to  dinner. 

Mr.  Welter's  easy  manner  and  conyersational  powers 
luid  such  irresistible  influence  with  his  new  friends,  that 
before  the  dinner  was  half  over,  they  were  on  a  footing 
of  perfect  intimacy,  and  in  possession  of  a  Aill  account  of 
thd  delinquency  of  Job  Trotter. 

**  I  never  could  a-bear  that  Job,**  said  Mary. 

"  No  more  you  never  ought  to,  my  dear,*  replied  Mr. 
Wellor. 

^  Why  not  ?  "  inquired  Mary. 

^  Cos  ugliness  and  svindlin'  never  ought  to  be  formiliar 
vith  elegance  and  wirtew,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  ^  Ought 
they,  Mr.  Muzzle?'' 

*  Not  by  no  means,"  replied  that  gentleman. 

Here  Mary  laughed,  and  said  the  cook  had  made  her; 
and  the  cook  laughed,  and  said  she  hadn't 

^  I  han't  got  a  glass,"  said  Mary. 

^  Drink  with  me,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Weller.  <<  Pol 
your  lips  to  this  here  tumbler,  and  then  I  can  kiss  you  by 
deputy." 

«  For  shame,  Mr.  Weller  I "  said  Mary. 

"  What's  a  shame,  my  dear  ?  " 

«  Talkin'  in  that  way." 

*^  Nonsense ;  it  aVt  no  harm.  If  s  nator' ;  a'n't  it, 
ccok?" 

*^  Don't  ask  me  imperence,"  replied  the  co(^  in  a  high 
slate  of  delight:  and  hereupon  the  cook  and  Mary  laughed 
again,  tiD  what  between  the  beer,  and  the  cold  meat,  and 
the  laughter  combined,  the  latter  young  lady  was  brought 
to  the  verge  of  choking — an  alarming  crisis  from  which 
she  was  only  recovered  by  sundry  pats  on  the  back,  and 
voi^  n.  15 
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jDifliear  nQCQstary  attentions,  most  delicately  ^(imipigtel^  ty 
Mi*.  Sa«wel  WeUer. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  joli^itj  m^d  ^oi^yiTialitj,  a  load 
ring  ^as  heard  at  the  garden-gate :  to  which  tj)e  young 
gentle^la^  w)io  took  his  meals  in  the  wasb-hopsie^  uqiV^ 
4iatel|r  ;*espondefl.  Mr.  Weller  was  in  the  )ieight  of  his 
attention^  to  ihp  prettj  house^maid;  Mr.  Muzzle  was  huqr 
doing  the  honors  of  the  table ;  and  the  cook  bad  jviAt 
paused  to  laug)b,  in  ^e  yerj  act  of  r^jsing  ^  bugf^  morsel 
to  her  Ups^  when  the  kitchen-door  opened,  and  in  walked 
Mr.  Job  Trotter. 

We  have  said  in  walked  Mr.  Job  Trotter,  but  the«tate- 
^nent  is  not  diadnguished  bj  our  usual  scrupulous  ad- 
Jiterenoe  to  &ct  The  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Trotter  ap- 
peared. He  would  have  walked  in,  and  was  in  the  verj 
act  of  doii^  so,  indee^  when  catching  sight  of  Mr,  Wel- 
l^r,  he  involuntarilj  shrunk  hack  a  pace  or  two,  and  stood 
gazing  on  the  unexpected  scene  before  him,  perfectly  mo- 
tionless with  amazement  and  terror. 

f*  Here  he  ifl!"  said  Sam,  rising  with  great  glee.  ^Why 
we  T^ere  that  wery  moment  a  speaking  o'  you*  How  are 
you  ?     Were  have  you  been  ?     Come  in." 

Laying  his  hand  on  the  mulberry  collar  of  the  unre- 
sisting Job,  Mr.  Weller  dragged  him  into  the  kitchen ; 
and,  locking  the  door,  handed  the  key  to  Mr.  MpzclOy 
^ho  very  c^oUy  buttoned  it  up,  in  a  side-pocket. 

*'  Well,  here's  a  game  ! "  cried  Sam.  "  Only  tiiink  o* 
my  master  btvvin'  the  pleasure  o'  meeting  youm,  np-stairs, 
and  me  bavin'  the  joy  o'  raeetin*  you  down  hece.  How 
^e  you  gettin'  on,  mA  how  is  the  chandlery  bis'noss  lik^ 
ly  to  do  ?  Well,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you.  How  happy 
you  look !  It's  quite  a  treat  to  see  you ;  a'n't  it.  Mi;. 
JJiuzde?" 
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^  Qnite,**  Bald  Mr.  Mnasle. 

^  So  cheerful  he  is  l**  said  Sam. 

^  Ift  flpseh  good  spirit^**  said  MmuzIa, 

^  And  so  glad  to  see  fi«  —  that  makeB  it  M  miicli  moi^ 
oUnftrtebto,"  saU  Sam.    <<  Sit  dowii  $  sit  down/ 

Mr.  Trotter  suffered  Uondf  to  be  foroed  into  ^  doAr 
by  the  ireslde.  He  cast  his  tmafi  eyes,  ftrsC  m  Mr. 
Welknr^  aod  tlien  d^  Mr.  Mu^de,  bst  said  nothings 

^  Wcdl,  now^"  said  Sam,  ^'albre  these  hem  la^es,  I 
should  jest  like  to  ask  jou,  as  a  sort  of  curioidty,  wethef 
jwi  dcin^t  oon-sider  Toorself  ad  nice  and  weH-^hayed  a 
jotiRg  gen^Fm'n,  as  ever  used  a  pink  therk  pocket^hand-* 
kerchief,  and  the  number  four  oeltectioD  ?  ** 

^  And  as  was  ever  a-goibg  to  be  married  to  a  oocfl^* 
said  that  lady,  indignaotlj..  ^  The  wilfin  ! " 

^  And  leave  off  his  evil  ways^  and  set  up  in  the  chssi« 
dlery  line,  arterwards,"  said  the  house^maid. 

^  Nowj  m  tell  you  what  it  is,  young  man,"  said  Mr. 
Mnzxle,  solemaly,  enraged  at  the  last  two  allusions,  "  this 
here  lady  (pointing  to  the  cook)  keeps  company  with 
me;  and  ^dien  yod  presume,  sir,  to  talk  of  keeping  diaii>' 
dl^rs'  shops  with  her,  you  injure  me  in  one  of  the  mosi 
ddHcalest  points  in  whadiL  one  man  oan  iajtnre  soiother* 
Do  you  understand  tn^  sir  ?  " 

HiM  Mr.  Muzzle^  who  had  a  g#ea(t  notion  of  his  el^ 
quence,  in  which  he  imitated  hn  mhater,  pasM  for  a 
reply. 

Boi  Mr*  Troktdir  made  no  reply.  So  Mr.  Muaslei  pro- 
floeded  in  a  solemn  manner : 

*^  Itfs  very  probeiUe,  sir,  thiai  you  won't  be  wanted  npi 
itfalrB  for  ^Veral  miuutes,  sir,  becauto  my  niasfer  is  ad 
tiua  mom^t  particularly  etigkged  in  settling  the  hash  of 
ffour  master,  sir;  and  therefore  yonll  haive  kbuTe, sur, 
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for  a  little  private  talk  with  me,  sir.  Do  you  understand 
me,  sir  ?  ** 

Mr.  Muzzle  again  paused  for  a  reply ;  and  again  Mr. 
Trotter  disai^inted  him. 

^  Well,  then,**  said  Mr.  Muzzle,  **  Tm  very  soiTy  to 
liave  to  explain  myself  before  ladies,  but  the  urgency  of 
the  case  will  be  my  excuse.  The  back  kitchen's  emp^, 
sir.  If  you  will  step  in  there,  sir,  Mr.  Weller  will  see 
ftur,  and  we  can  have  mutual  sads&ction  till  the  beU 
Eings.     Follow  me,  sir  I  ** 

As  Mr.  Muzzle  uttered  these  words,  he  took  a  step  or 
two  towards  the  door ;  and  by  way  of  saving  time,  be- 
gan to  pull  off  his  coat  as  he  walked  along. 

Now,  the  cook  no  sooner  heard  the  concluding  words 
of  this  desperate  challenge,  and  saw  Mr.  Muzzle  about  to 
put  it  into  execution,  than  she  uttered  a  loud  and  piercing 
shriek,  and  rushing  on  Mr.  Job  Trotter,  who  rose  from 
his  chair  ot  the  instant,  tore  and  buffeted  his  large  flat 
ftice,  with  an  energy  peculiar  to  excited  females,  and 
twining  her  hands  in  his  long  black  hair,  tore  iherefix>m 
about  enough  to  make  five  or  six  dozen  of  the  very 
largest-sized  mourning-rings.  Haying  accomplished  this 
feat  with  all  the  ardor  which  her  devoted  love  for  Mr. 
Muzzle  inspired,  she  staggered  back ;  and  being  a  lady 
of  very  excitable  and  deliciUe  feelings,  instantly  fell  un- 
der the  dresser,  and  fiunted  away. 

At  this  moment,  the  bell  rung. 

"^  Thaf  s  for  you,  Job  Trotter,**  said  Sam ;  and  before 
Mr.  Trotter  could  offer  remonstrance  or  reply  — eveo 
before  he  had  time  to  stanch  the  wounds  inflicted  by  the 
inseBsible  lady —  Sam  seized  one  arm  and  Mr.  Muszle 
the  other ;  and  one  pulling  before,  and  the  oth^r  pushing 
behind,  they  conveyed  him  up^stairs,  and  into  the  parior* 
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It  was  an  impressive  tableau.  Alfred  Jingle,  Esquire, 
alias  Captain  Fitz-Marshall,  was  standing  near  the  door 
with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  a  smile  on  his  £Ace,  wholly 
anmoved  bj  his  very  unpleasant  situation.  Confronting 
him,  stood  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  had  evidently  been  incul- 
cating some  high  moral  lesson ;  for  his  left  hand  was 
beneath  his  coat-tail,  and  his  right  extended  in  air,  as 
\7as  his  wont  wh^  delivering  himself  of  an  impressive 
address.  At  a  little  distance,  stood  Mr.  Tupman  with 
indignant  countenance,  carefully  held  back  by  his  two 
younger  friends ;  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room  were 
Mr.  Nupkins,  Mrs.  Nupkins,  and  Miss  Nupkins,  gloom- 
ily  grand  and  savagely  vexed. 

'*  What  prevents  me,"  said  Mr.  Nupkins,  with  magis- 
terial dignity,  as  Job  was  brought  in  :  '^  what  prevents 
me  from  detaining  these  men  as  rogues  and  impostors  ? 
It  is  a  foolish  mercy.     What  prevents  me  ?  " 

**  Pride,  old  fellow,  pride,"  replied  Jingle,  quite  at 
his  ease.  "  Wouldn't  do  —  no  go  —  caught  a  captain, 
eh  ?  —  ha  1  ha !  very  good  —  husband  for  daughter  — 
biter  bit  —  make  it  public  —  not  for  worlds  —  look  stu- 
pid —  very ! " 

"  Wretch,"  said  Mrs.  Nupkins,  "  we  scorn  your  base 
insinuations." 

'^  I  always  hated  himi,"  added  Henrietta. 

"  Oh,  of  course,"  said  Jingle.  "  Tall  young  man  — 
old  lover  —  Sidney  Porkenham  —  rich  —  fine  fellow 
—  not  so  rich  as  captain,  though  ?  —  turn  him  away  — 
off  with  him  —  anything  for  captain  —  nothing  like  cap- 
tain anywhere  —  all  the  girls  —  raving  mad  —  eh, 
Job?" 

Here  Mr.  Jingle  laughed  very  heartily;  and  Job, 
rubbing  his  hands  with  delight,  uttered  the  first  sound 
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ke  had  ^tbo  veht  to,  eoAte  be  entered  the  honde  —  a 
bw  noiBiel^)6£f  chuckle,  wMdi  seemed  16  intimate  that  he 
enjoyi^  lAa  faMgh  lao  muteb,  to  let  any  of  it  escape  in 

AMmdb' 

"^  Mr.  Nupkins,*^  {(aid  tKer  eldel"  ladj,  ^  this  is  not  a 
iti  eoAt^^r&ation  f(^  the  serVaiits  to  o^erheatr.  Let  these 
tn^tohes  h6  reiiioted.^ 

«  OerU^Ify  mj  dear,^  said  Mr.  Napkins.  ^  Miu> 
del" 

<*  Your  Worship.'^ 

**  Op6tt  flwj  front  door.* 

**  Tea,  yotir  worship).'* 

"  Leave  the  house ! "  said  Mr.  Nuplmu^  waving  his 
hand  ^ittj^tioall'j. 

Jingle  smiled,  and  moved  towards  the  door. 

•*  Stay !"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

Jingle  stopped. 

*<  I  might,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  have  taken  a  ihuch 
greater  revenge  for  the  treatment  I  have  experienced 
at  your  hands,  and  that  of  your  hypocritical  fiiend 
there.^ 

Job  Trotter  bowed  with  great  politeness,  and  laid  his 
bMid  tt^ti  hil»  heart 

**  I  say,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  growing  gradually  angry^ 
<*  that  I  might  hav^  takeA  a  greater  revenge,  but  I  con* 
tent  TXSy^fX  ^th  ebLposin;^  y6u,  idiich  I  cbhsider  a  duty 
I  ow^  to  sdciety.  This  is  a  leuii^cy,  sir,  which  I  hope 
you  will  remember." 

When  Mr.  Pickwick  arti^ed  at  thi£^  poirit.  Job  Trot- 
ter, with  flicetbus  gravity,  Applied  Ins  hand  to  hte  ear* 
as  if  desirous  not  to  lose  a  syllable  he  uttered. 

^  And  I  have  only  to  add,  sir,^  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
aow  thdroUghly  dngry,  ^  that  I  cotisider  you  a  rascal,  and 
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ft-i-a  inffian — and  —  and  wora^  than  any  son  I  ever 
saw,  or  heard  o^  except  that  pious  and  aanotified  yag»- 
bond  in  the  mulberry  Uvery.'* 

«  Ha !  bar  said  Jingle,  "good  feUow,  Pickwick ^ 
fine  heart  —  stout  old  boj  —  but  ouiat  not  be  passionate 

—  bad  thing,  very — by,  by  —  aee  you  again  somo  day 

—  keep  up  your  spirits  —  now,  Job  —  trot  I " 

With  these  words,  Mr.  Jingle  stuck  on  hi^  hat  io  the 
old  fashion,  and  strode  out  of  the  r^oom.  Job  Trottor 
paused^  looked  round,  snuled,  and  then  with  a  bow  of 
mock  spleninity  to  Mr.  Pickwiek,  and  a  wink  to  M>. 
Weller,  the  audadons  sl^yness  of  which,  baffles  all  de- 
scription, followed  the  Ibotsteps  of  his  hopeful  master. 

*^  Sam,"  said  Mn  Pickwi^  as  Sir.  Weller  was  fitUow- 
ing- 

"Sir.'* 

"Stay  hero." 

Mr*  Weller  seemed  uncertun. 

"  Stoy  here,"  repeated  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Mayn't  I  polish  that  ere  Job  ofl^  in  the  front  gaff- 
den  ?"  said  Mr-  Weller. 

"  Certio^Iy  no^"  replied  Mr.  Pipkwick. 

"  Mayn't  I  ii^  l^n»  out  o'  the  §9^  sir?"  mi  Mf. 
Weller. 

"  Not  on  any  account,"  replied  his  master. 

For  t)ie  first  time  since  his  engagement,  Mr.  Weller 
k>oked,  for  a  moment,  discontented  and  unhappy.  But 
his  countenance  immediately  deared  up;  for  the  wily 
Mr.  Muzzle,  by  concealing  himself  behind  the  atreeU 
door,  and  rushing  yiolently  out,  at  the  right  inst^^t,  eofft 
triyed  with  great  de?:terity  to  overturn  both  Mr.  Jingle 
and  his  attendant,  down  the  flight  of  steps,  into  the 
joneri^an  ak>e  ^§  tl^at  4oq4  beneatb. 
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«« Having  ^scharged  my  duty,  sir,"  swd  Mr.  Pick- 
wick to  Mr.  Nupkins,  *•  I  will,  with  my  friends,  bid  you 
&i«welL  While  we  thank  you  for  such  hospitality  as 
we  have  received,  permit  me  to  assure  you,  in  our  joint 
names,  that  we  should  not  have  accepted  it,  or  have  con- 
sented to  extricate  ourselves  in  this  way,  from  our  previ- 
ous dilemma,  had  we  not  been  impelled  by  a  strong  sense 
of  duty.  We  return  to  London  to-morrow.  Your  se- 
cret is  safe  with  us.** 

Having  thus  entered  his  protest  against  their  treat- 
ment of  the  morning,  Mr.  Pickwick  bowed  low  to  the 
ladies ;  and  notwithstanding  the  solicitations  of  the  &m- 
ily,  left  the  room  with  his  friends. 

"  Gret  your  hat,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  It's  below  stairs,  sir,"  said  Sam,  and  he  ran  down 
after  it 

Now,  there  was  nobody  in  the  kitchen,  but  the  pretty 
house-maid ;  and  as  Sam's  hat  was  mislaid,  he  had  to  look 
for  it ;  and  the  pretty  house-midd  lighted  him.  They  had 
to  look  all  over  the  place  for  the  hat  The  pretty  house- 
maid, in  her  anxiety  to  find  it,  went  down  on  her  knees, 
and  turned  over  all  the  things  that  were  heaped  together 
in  a  little  corner  by  the  door.  It  was  an  awkward  cor- 
ner. You  couldn't  get  at  it  without  shutting  the  door 
first 

*^  Here  it  is,"  said  the  pretty  house-maid.  "  This  is  il, 
aVtit?" 

**  Let  me  look,"  said  Sam.  ' 

The  pretty  house-maid  had  stood  the  candle  on  the 
floor ;  as  it  gave  a  very  dim  light,  Sam  was  obliged  to 
go  down  on  his  knees  before  he  could  see  whether  it 
really  was  his  own  hat  or  not  It  was  a  remarkably 
small  comer,  and  so  —  it  was  nobody's  fault  but  the 
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man's  who  built  the  house  —  Sam  and  the  pretty  hoose- 
maid  were  necessarily  very  dose  together. 

"  Yes,  this  is  it,**  said  Sam.     "  Good-by ! " 

"  Good-by ! "  said  the  pretty  honse-maid. 

^  Good-by ! "  said  Sam ;  and  as  he  said-  it,  he 
dropped  the  hat  that  had  cost  so  much  trouble  in  look- 
ing for. 

**  How  awkward  you  are,"  said  the  pretty  house-maid. 
**  Yoall  lose  it  again,  if  you  don't  take  care." 

So,  just  to  prevent  his  losing  it  again,  she  put  it  on  for 
him. 

Whether  it  was  that  the  pretty  house-maid's  face  looked 
prettier  still,  when  it  was  raised  towards  Sam's,  or  wheth- 
er it  was  the  accidental  consequence  of  their  being  so 
near  to  each  other,  is  matter  of  uncertainty  to  this  day; 
but  Sam  kissed  her. 

'^Toa  don't  mean  to  say  yoo  did  that  on  purpose,** 
said  the  pretty  house-maid,  blushing. 

"  No,  I  didn't  then,"  swd  Sam ;  «  but  I  will  now." 

So  he  kissed  her  again. 

*^  Sam  I "  said  Mr.  Fickwick,  calling  over  the  banis- 
ters. 

^  Coming,  sir^"  replied  Sam,  running  up-stairs. 

^  How  long  you  have  been  I "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

''There  was  something  behind  the  door,  sir,  which 
perwented  oar  getting  it  open,  for  ever  so  long,  sir,"  re- 
plied Sam. 

And  this  was  the  first  passage  of  Mr.  WeUer's  &ni 
kive. 
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CHAPTER  XXVX 
wmoH  coNTAnrs  ▲  bhief  Accomrr  of  TEne  pboq« 

HB88  OF  TAB  ACtlOIT  OF  BABDELL   AOAlNST    PICK- 
1¥I0K. 

Hayikcp  acccompifidied  the  main  end  and  object  of  his 
journey,  by  the  exposure  of  Jmgle,  Mr.  Rbkirick  re- 
flolred  on  unmediately  returning  to  London,  with  the 
view  of  becoming  acquainted  with  the  proceedings  which 
had  been  taken  against  him,  in  the  mean  time,  by  Messrs. 
Dodson  and  Fogg.  Acting  upon  this  resolution  with  all 
the  energy  and  dedsion  of  his  character,  he  ttiounted  to 
the  back  seat  of  the  first  coach  which  left  Ipswich  on  the 
morning  dter  the  memorable  occurrences  detailed  at 
length  in  the  two  preceding  chapters ;  and  accompanied* 
by  his  three  friencb,  and  Mr.  Samuel  WtHer,  arrired  in 
the  metropolis,  in  perfect  health  and  safety,  the  same 
evening. 

Here,  the  friends,  for  a  short  time,  separated.  Messrs. 
Tupman,  Winkle,  and  Snodgrass  repaired  to  their  sev«> 
eral  homes  to  make  such  preparations  as  ttAgHt  be  requi- 
site for  their  forthcoming  visit  to  Dingley  Dell ;  and  Mr. 
Pickwick  and  Sam  took  up  their  present  abode  in  very 
good,  old-fashioned,  and  comfortable  quarters :  to  wit,  the 
Greorge  and  Vulture  Tavern  and  Hotel,  Greoige  Tard, 
Lombard  Street 
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Mr.  Pickwick  had  dined,  finished  his  second  pint  of 
f>articv]ar  port,  puUed  his  silk  ^MWidkercUef  over  his 
head,  put  his  feet  on  the  fendejr,  and  tbrowo  himself  back 
jga  an  easy  chair,  when  the  j^tiance  of  Mr.  WeUer  with 
his  carpiet  bag,  aroused  bini  firom  his  jbraogiiil  ineditHi* 
tlioas. 

"  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pick^vidu 

«Sir,"saidMr.  Weller. 

^  I  have  just  been  thinking,  Sam,"  s^id  Mr.  Pickwick^ 
^ibat  l^a^g  left  a  good  many  things  at  Mi;Sf  Bardell's, 
in  QoBT^ell  Street,  I  ought  to  arnujigp  Ipr  tftiag  them 
awaj  before  I  leave  town  again." 

"  Wery  gopd,  w  "  repli^  Mr.  W«lle?» 

^  I  could  send  th^m  to  Mr.  Tnpman's,  for  the  present, 
Sam,"  continued  Mr.  Pickvsicky  ''^ItHit,  before  we  taka 
th^m  awa J,  it  is  necessary  that  tbej  should  be  looked  up^ 
and  put  together.  I  wish  you  woqld  step  i^  to  Goswell 
Street,  Sam,  and  arrange  aJbout  it^ 

"  At  pnce,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  WeHer. 

**  ^t  once,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwict  ♦*  And  stay,  Sam," 
added  Mr.  Pickwicks  pqlUng  out  bis  purse,  '^  There  if 
«ome  re9t  to  pay.  The  qyarter  is  uiot  due  till  Christmasi 
but  you  may  pay  it,  and  have  done  with  it  A  month's 
fMtice  terminates  my  ten^Micy.  Here  it  is,  wriltep  out 
Crive  it,  and  tell  Mrs.  BardteU  she  may  put  a  bill  Dp.  u 
soon  as  she  likes." 

"Wery  good,  mr/  ^r^liiwl  JJx,  WeUer^  *<:%v*^iia 
more,  sir?" 

«  Noihjng  wiore,  3?iin*" 

i(r.  Weller  stepped  slowly  tf>  the  door,  98  if  he  e^^ 
pected  something  more ;  slowly  opened  it,  alowly  3tej^pe4 
Diit,  and  }^  slowly  c]os(34  it  witjw  «  cQuple  of  i(u4ke% 
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"Sam." 

'^Sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  stepping  quickly  back,  and 
dosing  the  door  behind  him. 

**I  have  no  objection,  Sam,  to  your  endeavoring  to 
ascertain  how  Mrs.  Bardell  herself  seems  disposed  tow- 
ards me,  and  whether  it  is  really  probable  that  this  vile 
and  groundless  action  is  to  be  carried  to  extremity.  I 
say  I  do  not  object  to  your  doing  this,  if  you  wish  it, 
Sam,"  sud  Mr.  Pickwick. 

Sam  gave  a  short  nod  of  intelligence,  and  lefl  the  room. 
Mr.  Pickwick  drew  the  silk  handkerchief  once  more  over 
his  head,  and  composed  himself  for  a  nap.  Mr.  Weller 
promptly  walked  forth,  to  execute  his  commission. 

It  was  nearly  nine  o'clock  when  he  reached  Goswell 
Street  A  couple  of  candles  were  burning  in  the  little 
front  parlor,  and  a  couple  of  caps  were  reflected  on  the 
window-blind.     Mrs.  Bardell  had  got  company. 

Mr.  Weller  knocked  at  the  door,  and  after  a  pretty 
long  interval  —  occupied  by  the  party  without  in  whist- 
ling a  tune,  and  by  a  party  within,  in  persuading  a  re- 
fractory flat  candle  to  allow  itself  to  be  lighted  — a  pair 
of  small  boots  pattered  over  the  floor-doth,  and  Master 
Bardell  presented  himself. 

**  Well,  young  townskip,"  said  Sam,  "  how's  mother?* 

«  She's  pretty  well,"  replied  Master  Bardell,  «« so 
am  I." 

«"  Well,  thafs  a  mercy,"*  said  Sam;  <<tell  her  I  want 
to  speak  to  her,  will  you,  my  hinfant  femomenon  ?  ** 

Master  Bardell,  thus  a^ared,  placed  the  refractoiy 
flat  candle  on  the  bottom  stair,  and  vanished  into  the 
front  parlor  with  his  message. 

The  two  caps,  reflected  on  the  window-blind,  were  the 
respective  head-dresses  of  a  couple  of  Mrs.  Bardell's 
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most  particular  acquaintance,  wlio  bad  just  stepped  in  to 
have  a  quiet  cup  of  tea,  and  a  little  warm  supper  of  a 
couple  of  sets  of  pettitoes  and  some  toasted  dieese*  Tbe 
cheese  was  simmering  and  browning  away,  most  delight- 
fully, in  a  little  Dutch  oven  before  the  fire ;  and  the  pe^ 
titoes  were  getting  on  deliciouslj  in  a  little  tin  saucepiui 
on  the  hob ;  and  Mrs,  Bardell  and  her  two  fri^ids  wore 
getting  on  very  well,  also,  in  a  little  quiet  conversation 
about  and  concerning  all  {beb  particular  fHends  and  ae* 
quaintance ;  when  Master  Bardell  came  back  horn  an- 
swering the  door,  and  defivered  the  message  intrusted  to 
him  by  Mr.  Samuel  Weller. 

^Mr.  Pickwick's  servant!"  said  Mrs.  BardeU,  turning 
pale. 

«  Bless  my  soul !"  said  Mrs.  Cluppins. 

^  Well,  I  ndy  would  not  ha'  bdieved  it,  unless  I  had 
ha'  happened  to  ha'  been  here ! "  said  Mrs.  Sanders. 

Mrs.  Cluppins  was  a  httle,  brisk,  busy-looking  woman; 
and  Mrs.  Sanders  was  a  big,  fiit,  heavy-iiced  personage  | 
and  the  two  wcfre  the  company. 

Mrs.  Barddl  felt  it  proper  to  be  agitated ;  and  as  none 
of  the  three  exactly  knew  whether,  under  eid^ng  dr- 
eumstances,  any  communication,  otherwise  than  through 
Dodson  and  Fogg,  ought  to  be  held  with  Mr.  Pickwick's 
servant,  they  were  all  rather  taken  by  surprise.  In  thii 
state  of  indecision,  obviously  the  first  Unng  to  be  done, 
was  to  diump  the  boy  for  finding  Mr.  Weller  at  the  door. 
So  his  mother  thumped  him,  and  he  cried  melodkosly. 

**  Hold  your  noise  —  do  —  you  nau^ty  creetur  I "  said 
Mrs.  Bardell. 

^  Tes  ;  doift  worrit  your  poor  mother,"  said  Mrs. 
Sanders. 

^  She's  quite  enough  to  worrit  her,  as  it  is,  without 
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7011,  TomoLj,"  mi  Mrs.  Cbtffp^  with  fxpm^^Hd^Dg 

^Ahl  worse  lioky  pocur  lamb  I "  eaid  S(r&  Sanders. 

jLt  «U  which  in<ml  reflectipiiSy  Master  3^eU  howl^ 
the  loader* 

''Nqw*  iprhat  f^  I  40?**  «|id  f/bn.  B^rdeU  tp  M^ 
Q^fq[>iASt 

^  /  tbiojk  700  pngl^t  to  8(96  bin^"  re^liafi  Mra.  Ch^ 
pJA3.    ^  But  w  90  acfooastwil^out  a  witness." 

'^  /  a^i^  ^wo  wjtaesaes  would  be  oiore  lawfii^**  sai4 
|{r9,  6«odersy  who^  )ike  l^e  ptfaep^  61^  was  burstiAg 
with  curiositj. 

«  f^r^mm  t^'i  hfUf^  em^  jo  beijB,"  s^ld  Mr*.  Bar- 
delL 

<<  To  be  sare,"  repSSM  Mia  Oluppins,  eag^lj  catcfiing 
lit  tti^  idea :  ^  Walk  in?  yooqg  mim ;  and  shut  the  al^eet- 
door  6v9l^  please/* 

Mr.  Welltpr  inunediatelf  took  ih^  hint ;  and  piiesenting 
Jiimself  in  the  parley  e^Mw^ed  bis  l^uusinesB  to  Mrs.  Bar- 
dell,  thus : 

<<  Werf  apny  to  'oasion  anj  persona}  Ineonweniencey 
m^am^  as  the  ho^9^bre^ker  ^i^  to  the  q14  ladj  whi^n  he 
pot  h(9r  oA  t^e  firf»  s  bat  as  me  and  my  goyenior'is  onlj 
im  AJprne  teitpwp,jfui4  i»  jest  going  away  ag'ip,  it  can> 
be  helped  7011  S(se«'' 

^0£afm9%,^  jjomm P^B  fmn-t help  tb^ iaolta  of  his 
umtfin,'^  mi  Mm-  QflPpiB^  nnwh  ftt^d^  bj  Mf  •  Wpl- 
ler'f  agpfiar<ff^»  and  oopiversatioipr 

f*  Certainjy.nftt,*'  fihim^  in  Mrs.  Sw4^P5>  ^\^  ^wa 
certain  wistful  glances  at  the  little  tin  saucfp^n,  seemed 
to  te  ^Igaged  j»  aipep^j^l  c^i^la^  jpf  t^  prob»l^  ex- 
tent  of  the  pettitoes,  in  the  eyent  of  Sam's  being  asked  I0 
i^,^8upp^. 
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*lSo  an  Fye  ccoae  eibonty  is  jtisf  this  ber6*  said  l^am, 
disregarding  the  interruption ;  *^  First,  to  give  my  gor« 
emor's  notice  —  there  it  is.  Secondly,  to  pay  the  rent 
i*-here  il  fe^'*  Thirdly,  to  say  as  all  M$  things  is  to  be 
pot  together,  and  give  to  anybody  as  we  sends  for  'em. 
Fotmhly,  that  yon  may  let  the  place  as  soon  as  you  like 
•^afid&afsalL'' 

**  Whatever  has  happened,**  said  Mrs.  BardeH,  «I 
always  have  said,  and  always  will  say,  that  in  every 
Respect  bat  one,  Mr.  Pickwick  has  always  behaved  him- 
■elf  like  a  perfect  gentleman.  His  money  always  was  as 
good  as  the  b^mk ;  always." 

As  Mrs.  BalrdeD  said  this,  she  applied  her  handker- 
chief to  her  eyes,  and  went  ont  of  the  room  to  get  the  re- 
^ipt 

tSam  wed  knew  that  he  had  only  to  remain  quiet,  andf 
the  women  Were  sme  to  talk ;  so  he  k)oked  idternately 
at  the  tm  saucepan,  the  toasted  <^€iese,  &e  wafi,  and  the 
oeiHng,  in  prt^ound  silence. 

"Pdor  dear  I  "*  sidd  Mrs.  Cluppins. 

<*  Ah,  poor  thing ! "  repfied  Mrs.  Sandefs. 

Sam  said  nothing.  He  saw  they  were  coming  to  Ihe 
sabje<^ 

^  I  raly  eannot  ^oiitain  myself,''  Add  Mra.  dnppins, 
^when  I  think  of  sueh  peijnry.  I  don't  wish  to  say 
anytiung  to  mike  you  mioom^rtiOirle,  young  man,  but 
your  master's  an  old  brute,  and  I  wish  I  had  him  here  to 
tell  him!  sa" 

**  I  wish  yott  haid,'*  said  Sam. 

^  To  see  how  dreadful  she  takes  on,  gdng  moping 
about,  and  taking  no  pleasure  in  nothing,  except  when  her 
fttoods  odmes  in,  out'  of  charity,  to  sH  with  her,  and  make 
her  comfortable,"    resumed    Mrs.   Cluppins,    gUmdUg' 
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at  the  tin  aaacepan  and  ibe  Dutch  oven^^ifs  shodc- 
ingP 

^  Barbareous,"  said  Mrs.  Sanders. 

^  And  jour  master,  joang  man  I  A  gentleman  with 
monej,  as  could  never  feel  the  expense  of  a  wife,  no 
more  than  nothing,"  continued  Mrs.  Cluppins,  with  great 
Tolubilitj ;  **  whj  there  aVt  the  faintest  shade  of  an  ex* 
cuse  for  his  behayior !     Whj  don't  he  marry  her  ?  ** 

^  Ah,**  said  Sam,  <^  to  be  sure ;  that's  the  question.'* 

**  Question,  indeed,"  retorted  Mrs.  Clnppins ;  ^  sh«/d 
question  him,  if  she'd  mj  spirit.  Hows'ever,  there  tis 
law  for  us  women,  mis'rable  creeturs  as  they'd  make  us, 
if  they  could ;  and  that  your  master  will  find  out,  young 
man,  to  his  cost,  afore  he's  six  months  older." 

At  this  consolatory  reflection,  Mrs.  Cluppins  bridled 
up  and  smiled  at  Mrs.  Sanders,  who  smiled  back  again. 

^  The  action's  going  on,  and  no  mistake,"  thought  Sam, 
as  Mrs.  Bardell  reentered  with  the  receipt. 

''Here's  the  receipt,  Mr.  WeUer,"  said  Mrs.  BardeD, 
''and  here's  the  change,  and  J  hope  youll  take  a  little 
drop  of  something  to  keep  the  ooldout,  if  ifs  only  for  old 
acquaintance*  sake,  Mr.  Weller." 

Sam  saw  the  advantage  he  should  gain,  and  at  <moe 
acquiesced ;  whereupon  Mrs.  BardeU  produced,  from  a 
small  closet,  a  black  bottle  and  a  wine  glass ;  and  so 
great  was  her  absti-acdon,  in  her  deep  mental  affliction, 
that,  after  filling  Mr.  Weller's  ^ass,  she  brought  out  three 
more  wine  glasses,  and  filled  them  too. 

"  Lauk,  Mrs.  Bardell,"  said  Mrs.  Cluppins, "  see  what 
you've  been  and  done! " 

"  Well,  that  is  a  good  one ! "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Sanders. 

"  Ah,  my  poor  head!"  said  Mrs.  BardeU,  with  a  fidnt 
smile.  * 
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Sam  understood  all  (his,  of  eoar^e,  so  he  said  at  once 
that  he  never  could  drink  before  supper,  unless  a  lady 
drank  with  him.  A  great  deal  of  laughing  ensued,  and 
Mrs.  Sanders  volunteered  to  humor  him,  so  she  took  a 
slight  sip  out  of  her  glass.  Then,  Sam  said  it  must  go 
all  round,  so  they  all  took  a  slight  sip.  Then,  little  Mrs. 
Cluppins  proposed  as  a  toast,  '^  Success  to  Bardell  again 
Pickwick ; "  and  then  the  ladies  emptied  their  glasses  in 
honor  of  the  sentiment,  and  got  very  talkative  directly. 

*'I  suppose  you've  heard  what's  going  forward,  Mr. 
Weller?"  said  Mrs.  Baidell. 

*<  I've  heerd  somethin'  on  it,'*  replied  Sam. 

*'  It's  a  terrible  thing  to  be  dragged  before  the  public,  in 
that  way,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  Mrs.  Bardell ;  '^  but  I  see 
DOW,  that  it's  the  only  thing  I  ought  to  do,  and  my  law- 
yers^  Mr.  Dodson  and  Fogg,  tell  me,  that  with  the  evi- 
dence as  we  shall  call,  we  most  sucoeed.  I  don't  know 
what  I  should  do,  Mr.  Weller,  if  I  didn't." 

The  mere  idea  of  Mrs.  Bardeli's  failing  in  her  action, 
affected  Mrs.  Sanders  so  deeply,  that  she  was  under  the 
necessity  of  refilling  and  reemptying  her  glass  imme- 
diately ;  feeling,  as  slie  said  afterwai^da,  that  if  she  hadn't 
bad  the  presence  of  mind  to  have  done  so,  she  must  have 
dropped. 

"*  Yen  is  it  expected  to  come  on  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

"^Either  in  February  or  March,"  replied  Mrs.  Bar- 
Jell. 

^What  a  number  of  witnesses  therell  be,  won't 
there  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Cluppins. 

"  Ah,  won't  there !  *'  replied  Mrs.  Sanders. 

^  And  won't  Mr.  Dodson  and  Fogg  be  wild  if  the  plain- 
tiff shouldn't  get  it?"  added  Mrs.  Cluppins, ""  when  they 
do  it  all  on  speculation  1 " 
VOL.  n.  1< 
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^Ahl  won't  they!"  said  Mn.  Saaden. 

^  Bat  the  plarndfT  most  get  it,"  redumed  Mtb.  Cif^ 
pins* 

'^  I  hope  80,''  said  Mrs.  Bardell. 

^  Oh,  there  ean't  be  any  doubt  aboat  it,"  rejoined  Mrs. 
Banders. 

^  Yen,"  said  Sam,  rising  and  setting  down  his  ^ass. 
^  All  I  can  say  is,  that  I  wish  you  may  get  it" 

'^TlMnk'ee,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  Mrs.  Bardellj  fervendf. 

^  And  ci  them  Dodson  and  Fogg,  as  does  these  sorts 
tf  things  on  spec,"  continued  Mr.  Weller, ''  as  well  asi  for 
the  other  kind  and  gen'rous  people  o'  the  same  purfession, 
assets  people  by  the  ears,  free  gratis  for  nothin',  and  sets 
their  clerks  to  work  to  find  out  little  disputes  among 
their  neigfabors  and  acquaintance  as  rants  setdin*  by 
means  o'  law-smts— *  all  I  can  say  o'  them,  is,  that  I 
^ish  they  had  the  revard  Pd  give  'em." 

^  Ah,  I  wish  they  had  the  reward  that  ererjr  kind  and 
generous  heart  would  be  mdined  to  bestow  upon  them  I " 
si^d  die  gratified  Mrs.  BaMlelL 

**Amm  to  that,"  replied  Sam,  <<and  a  fiit  and  happy 
livin'  they'd  get  out  of  it!  "Wish  you  good-night,  kh 
dies." 

To  the  great  relief  of  Mrs.  Sanders,  Sam  was  al* 
lowed  to  depart,  without  any  reference,  on  the  part  of 
the  hostess,  to  the  petdtoes  and  toasted  cheese :  to  which 
the  ladies,  with  such  juvenile  assistance  as  Master  Bar- 
dell eouM  afibrd,  soon  afterwards  rendered  the  amplest 
justice  —  indeed  they  wholly  vaulted,  before  their  strai« 
uous  exertions 

Mr.  Weller  went  hk  way  back  to  die  George  and  Vul- 
tare,^  and  fhithfblly  recounted  to  his  master,  such  indica^ 
tions  of  the  sharp  pracdce  of  Dodson  and  Fogg,  a6>  h^ 
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had  oontrived  to  pick  ap,  in  his  visit  to  Mrs.  Bardell's. 
An  interview  with  Mr.  Perker,  next  day,  more  than  con- 
firmed Mr.  Weller's  statement ;  and  Mr.  Pickwick  was 
fain  to  prepare  for  his  Christmas  visit  to  Dinglej  Dell, 
with  the  pleasant  anticipation  that  some  two  or  three 
months  afterwards,  an  action  brought  against  him  for 
damages  snstuned  by  reason  of  ^  bre^  of  promise  of 
marriage,  would  be  publicly  tried  in  the  Court  of  Com- 
mon Pleas :  the  plaiixti^  ^^g  aP  the  34y^4»g^  4«nv 
able,  not  only  fron^  the  force  of  circumsyiysjef,  but  from 
the  sharp  practice  of  Dodson  and  Fogg  to  boot. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIL 

lAIOTEL  WBLLEB  MAKES  A  PILORmAOB  TO  DORKIKG| 
AND  BEHOLDS  HIS   MOTHBB-IN-LAW. 

Thebb  Still  remaining  an  interval  of  two  dajs,  before 
the  time  agreed  npon  for  the  departure  of  the  Pickwick- 
ians  to  Dingley  Dell,  Mr.  Weller  sat  himself  down  in  a 
back  room  at  the  George  and  Vulture,  afier  eating  ao 
early  dinner,  to  muse  on  the  best  way  of  disposing  of  his 
time.  It  was  a  remarkably  fine  day ;  and  he  had  not 
turned  the  matter  over  in  his  mind  ten  minutes,  when 
he  was  suddenly  stricken  filial  and  affectionate ;  and  it 
occurred  to  him  so  strongly  diat  he  ought  to  go  down 
to  see  his  father,  and  pay  his  du^  to  his  mother-in- 
law,  that  he  was  lost  in  astonishment  at  his  own  remiss- 
ness in  never  thinking  <^  this  moral  obligation  be- 
fore. Anxious  to  atone  for  his  past  neglect  without 
another  hour's  delay,  he  straightway  walked  up-stairs 
to  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  requested  leave  of  absence  for 
this  laudable  purpose. 

^  Certiunly,  Sam,  certainly,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  his 
eyes  glistening  with  delight  at  this  manifestation  of  filial 
feeling,  on  the  part  of  his  attendant ;  ^  certainly,  Sam." 

Mr.  Weller  made  a  grateful  bow. 

<<  I  am  very  glad  to  see  that  you  have  so  high  a  sense 
of  your  duties  as  a  son,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
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**  I  always  had,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller. 

^  That's  a  very  gratifying  reflection,  Sam,"  said  Mr 
Pickwick,  approvingly. 

"  Wery,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller ;  **  if  ever  I  wanted 
anythin'  o'  my  father,  I  always  asked  for  it  in  a  wery 
'spectfiil  and  obli^n'  manner.  If  he  didn't  give  it  me^ 
I  took  it,  for  fear  I  should  be  led  to  do  anythin'  wrong, 
through  not  havin*  it  I  saved  him  a  world  o'  trouble 
this  vay,  sir." 

"  That^s  not  precisely  what  I  meant,  Sam,"  said  Mr* 
Pickwick,  shaking  his  head,  with  a  slight  smile. 

"  All  good  feeKn',  sir  —  the  wery  best  intentions,  as  the 
genTm'n  said  ven  he  run  away  from  his  wife,  'cos  she 
seemed  unhappy  with  him,"  replied  Mr.  Weller. 

^  You  may  go,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"Thank'ee,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller;  and  having  made 
his  best  bow,  and  put  on  his  best  clothes,  Sam  planted 
himself  on  the  top  of  the  Arundel  coach,  and  journeyed 
on  to  Dorking. 

The  Marquis  of  Granby,  in  Mrs.  Weller's  time,  was 
quite  a  model  of  a  road-side  public-house  of  the  better 
class — just  large  enough  to  be  convenient,  and  small 
enough  to  be  snug. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  was  a  large  sign- 
board on  a  high  post,  representing  the  head  and  shoul- 
ders of  a  gentleman  with  an  apoplectic  countenance,  in  a 
red  coat  with  deep  blue  fadngs,  and  a  touch  of  the  same 
blue  over  his  three-cornered  hat,  for  a  sky.  Over  that 
again,  were  a  pair  of  flags;  beneath  the  last  button  of  his 
coat  were  a  couple  of  cannon  ;  and  the  whole  formed  an 
expressive  and  undoubted  likeness  of  the  Marquis  of 
Grranby  of  glorious  memory. 

The  bar^window  displayed  a  choice  collection  of  gera- 
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nium  plants,  aad  a  w/ell-dasted  row  of  splrii-pluals*  The 
open  shutters  bore  a  variety  of  golden  ipacripdonsi  leiHo 
gistic  of  good  beds  and  neat  wines;  and  the  choiee  gnomp 
of  countrymen  and  bosUers  loanging  about  the  sl^ible- 
door  an^d  borse-troughy  afforded  pi|B8umptiFe  jprgpf  of  th^ 
excellent  quality  ^f  the  ale  a^d  ^p^ritrwhlcf)  w^re  9old 
withip.  Sam  WeUer  paused,  wben  hf  dia^ov^ted  from 
the  coach,  to  uote  aU  tho&e  little  indicaiioqs  of  a  tjirivli^ 
business,  with  the  eye  of  an  experienced  tFaveller ;  and 
having  done  spy  stepped  in  at  pnpe,  higbly  ;sat^d  with 
everything  he  had  obsor^ed* 

^  If  ow,  th9^  I "  said  a  shrill  female  voice,  ^  imtant 
@am  thrust  in  1m9  b^  at  the  doQr»  ^  what  do  you  ^Wi^ 
young  man  ?  *' 

Sam  looked  round  in  the  directiop  whence  the  voice 
proceeded.  It  came  from  a  rather  stout  lady  of  ooiqfort- 
i^le  appearance,  who  was  seated  beside  the  fireplace  in 
the  bar,  blowing  the  fire  to  make  the  kettle  boil  for  tea. 
She  was  not  alone ;  for  on  the  other  side  of  the  fire** 
place,  sitting  bolt  apright  in  a  high-backed  chair,  was  a 
man  in  threadbare  black  ck^e^  with  a  back  j^lijaogt  as 
long  ai^d  stiff  as  that  of  the  chair  itself  who  caught 
Sam's  most  particular  and  ec^jedal  attention  at  onoe. 

Qe  was  a  pnmrfiMS^  re^ji^^  i^ao,  with  a  lon^  thin 
countenance  and  a  semi-rattlesnake  sort  of  eye— > rather 
sharp,  but  decidedly  badf  He  w<Nre  very  short  trai^a^Bi^ 
and  black  cotton  stocdcings;  which,  like  the  r^st  of  hia 
apparel,  were  particularly  rua^.  His  Ipoks  wereat^uxshed, 
but  bis  white  oeckerohief  was  nat$  and  its  k)Dg  limp* 
^ds  straggled  over  bis  closely  buttoned  waistcoat  in  a 
very  uuoou^  and  w^pictuzesqiie  &shion,  A  pair  of  oldt 
worn,  beaver  gloves ;  a  broad-brimmed  bat ;  and  a  ifiided 
greei>  umbr^llap  with  pjjeo^ty  of  )rhalebp^e  stic^jpg  thcofigh 
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Hmt  ba«todi,  as  if  to  oountOi'bfiliaic^  fti«  imnt  of  a  handle 
at  the  t((p ;  la^  oh  a  cbfldr  heM^  him ;  ^knd  being  do- 
posed  in  a  very  tidy  and  c^tfc^  manner,  seemed  to  im-* 
plj  that  the  re<l-no8ed  matt,  Irhoever  he  was,  had  no 
intention  of  going  away  in  a  hmty. 

To  da  Ihe  red-nosed  man  justice,  he  would  have  been 
f  eiy  fkr  froto  wfee  if  he  had  entertained  any  snch  inten« 
lion ;  for,  to  judge  from  all  appearances,  he  most  hare 
been  possessed  of  a  most  deshrable  drcle  of  acquaintance, 
if  he  ooald  hare  reasonably  expected  to  be  more  com- 
ioittMe  anywhere  else.  ITie  fire  WaeJ  blading  brightly, 
Odder  the  infhience  of  the  bellows ;  and  the  kettle  was 
^&^t  SV^Jy  under  the  influence  of  both.  A  small  tray 
c^  teachings  was  arranged  on  the  table  ;  a  plate  of  hot 
bettered  toast  was  gently  sinriktering  before  the  fire ;  and 
ihe  red-nosed  man  himself,  was  busily  engaged  in  con-* 
terting  a  large  slice  of  bread,  into  the  same  agreeable 
edible,  tlirough  the  instrumentality  of  a  long  brass  toast- 
tng-fo^k.  Beside  hito,  stood  a  glass  of  reeking  hot  pine- 
apple rum  and  water,  with  a  slice  of  lemon  in  it ;  and 
every  time  the  red-nosed  man  stopped  to  briAg  the  round 
of  (>read  to  his  eye,  with  the  view  of  ascertaining  how  it 
got  oti,  he  &nbibed  a  drop  or  two  of  the  hot  phie-appfe 
rum  and  water,  and  smiled  upon  the  rather  stout  hdy,  aii 
die  blew  the  &^. 

Sam  Was  so  Jest  in  the  contemplation  of  this  comfortable 
icene,  that  he  suffered  the  first  inquiry  of  the  rather  stout 
lady  to  pass  unheeded.  It  was  not  until  it  had  been 
twice  repeated,  each  time  in  a  shriller  tone,  that  he  be- 
came conscious  of  the  impropriety  of  his  behavior. 

^  Qovemor  in  ?  **  inquired  Sam,  in  repty  to  the  ques- 
non. 

«  No,  he  isn't,"  replied  Mrs.  Weller,  for  the  rather 
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•tout  lady  was  no  other  than  the  qnondam  relict  and  sole 
executrix  of  the  dead-and-gone  Mr.  Clarke ;  ^  No,  he 
isn't,  and  I  don't  expect  him,  either." 

^  I  suppose  he's  a-drivin'  up  to-day  ?  "  said  Sam. 

^  He  may  he,  or  he  may  not,"  replied  Mrs.  Wellcr, 
buttering  the  round  of  toast  which  the  red-nosed  man 
had  just  finished,  ''I  don't  know,  and,  whaf  s  more,  I  don't 
care.    Ask  a  blessin',  Mr.  Stiggins." 

The  red-nosed  man  did  as  he  was  desired,  and  instant- 
ly commenced  on  the  toast  with  fierce  voracity. 

The  appearance  <^  the  red-nosed  man  had  induced 
Sam,  at  first  sight,  to  more  than  half  suspect  that  he  was 
the  deputy  shepherd,  of  whom  his  estimable  parent  had 
spoken.  The  moment  he  saw  him  eat,  all  doubt  on  the 
subject  was  removed,  and  he  perceived  at  once  that  if  he 
purposed  to  take  up  his  temporary  quarters  where  he 
was,  he  must  make  his  footing  good  without  delay.  He 
therefore  commenced  proceedings  by  putting  his  arm 
over  the  half-door  of  the  bar,  coolly  unbolting  it,  and 
leisurely  walking  in. 

**  Mother-in-law,"  said  Sam,  "  how  are  you  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  do  believe  he  is  a  Weller  I "  said  Mrs.  W., 
raising  her  eyes  to  Sam's  face,  with  no  very  gratified  ex- 
pression of  countenance. 

^  I  rayther  think  he  is,"  ^d  the  imperturbable  Sam, 
^and  I  hope  this  here  reverend  gen'i'm'n  '11  excuse  me 
saying  that  I  wish  I  was  the  Weller  as  owns  you,  moth* 
ei^in-law." 

This  was  a  double-barrelled  compliment  It  implied 
that  Mrs.  Weller  was  a  most  agreeable  female,  and  also 
that  Mr.  Stiggins  had  a  clerical  appearance.  It  made  a 
visible  impression  at  once  ;  and  Sam  followed  up  his 
advantage  by  kissing  his  mother-in-law. 
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^  Get  along  with  you,"  said  Mrs.  Weller,  puling  him 
away. 

^  For  shame,  yoaDg  man  ! "  said  the  gentleman  with 
the  red  nose. 

"No  offence,  sir,  no  offence,*  replied  Sam;  **yon're 
wery  right,  though  ;  it  a'n't  the  right  sort  o*  thing,  wen 
mothers-in-law  is  young  and  good-looking,  is  it,  sir?** 

"*  It^s  all  yanity,"  said  Mr.  Stiggins. 

"  Ah,  so  it  is,"  said  Mrs.  Weller,  setting  her  cap  to 
rights. 

Sam  thought  it  was,  tooi,  but  he  held  his  peace. 

The  deputy  shepherd  seemed  by  no  means  best  pleased 
with  Sam's  arrival;  and  when  the  first  effervescence 
of  the  compliment  had  subsided,  even  Mrs.  Weller  looked 
as  if  she  could  have  spared  him  without  the  smallest  incon- 
venience. However,  there  he  was ;  and  as  he  couldn't  be 
decently  turned  out,  they  all  three  sat  down  to  tea. 

"  And  how's  father?"  said  Sam. 

At  this  inquiry,  Mrs.  Weller  raised  her  hands,  and 
turned  up  her  eyes,  as  if  the  subject  were  too  painAil  to 
be  alluded  to. 

Mr.  Stiggins  groaned. 

'^  What's  the  matter  with  that  'ere  gen'Fm'n  ?  "  inquired 
Sam. 

'^  He's  shocked  at  the  way  your  &ther  goes  on,  hi," 
replied  Mrs.  Weller. 

"^Oh,  he  is,  is  he  ?"  said  Sam. 

''And  with  too  good  reason,"  added  Mrs*  WeHer, 
gravely. 

Mr.  Stiggins  took  up  a  fresh  piece  ni  toast,  and 
groaned  heavily. 

'^  He  is  a  dreadfiil  reprobate,"  said  Mrs.  Wellar. 

**  A  man  of  wrath  ! "   exclaimed  Mr.  Stiggins.     He 
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tofik  »  liuqge  aemicirealiur  faite  oat  ^  tb#  tonsf,  an^ 
groaned  again. 

San  felt  very  strongly  disposed  to  give  the  revernid 
Air.  Stiggins  something  to  groan  for,  but  he  refuressad . 
his  inoli^tioQ,  and  merelj  asked,  ^  What* s  the  <^  'on 
up  to,  now?" 

^  Up  to,  indeed  I "  said  Mrs.  Weller,  "  oh,  he  has  n 
hard  heart  Night  after  night  does  this  excellent  man 
^•^dMi't  ftown,  Mr.  Sdggiiis :  I  will  say  yon  are  an  ex- 
cellent man — come  and  sit  here,  for  hours  together,  an4 
it  has  not  the  least  effect  upon  him." 

^  Well,  that  is  odd,"  said  Sam ;  "  it  'ud  have  a  wery 
considerable  effect  upon  me,  if  I  wos  in  his  place ;  I 
know  that" 

^  The  &ct  is,  my  young  friend,"  said  Mr.  Stiggins, 
solemnly,  '<  he  has  an  obderrate  bosom.  Oh,  my  young 
fiiendf  who  else  could  have  resisted  the  pleading  of  six- 
teen of  our  fairest  sisters,  and  withstood  their  exhorta- 
tions to  subscribe  to  our  noUe  society  for  providing  the 
infiuit  iiegiwes  in  th^.West  Indies  wiUi  flannel  waistcoato 
and  moral  pocket-handkerchiefs  ?  " 

^  What's  a  moral  pocket-ankeroher  ?  "  said  Sam ;  ^  I 
never  see  one  o'  them  articles  &  fumiter." 

<*  Those  which  combine  amusement  with  instructia*, 
my  young  friend,"  Fefjied  Mr.  Stiggins :  ^  blending  se- 
lect tales  with  wood-cuts." 

*^  Oh,  I  know,"  said  Sam ;  *^  them  as  hangs  up  in  the 
linen-drapees'  shop^  with  beiggars'  petitions  and  aH  that 
'ere  upon  'em  ?  " 

Mr.  Stiggins  began  a  third  round  of  toast,  and 
nodded  assent 

^And  ha  wouldn't  be  persuaded  by  the  ladies, 
irouldn't  he  ?  "  said  Sam. 
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**  Sot  and  smoked  hid  pipe,  afiid  sSEud  the*  inftnt  negroes 
irere  —  what  did  he  saj-thd  iahtAt  negroies  irei^  ?  "  said 
Mrs.  Weller. 

^  Lftde  hnmbi^''  »^eft  !&.  Sfiggfins^  diseply  af- 
fected. 

''Said  the  infant  ne^raes  were  MIe  htkittbe^^  re- 
peated Mrs.  WeB^h  And  they  both  grtrtOMSi  at  the 
atrocious  conduct  of  the  old  gentlenribi. 

A  great  many  lAore  iniquities  (Vf  a;  similar  nature 
might  have  been  disclosed,  only  the  toast  being  afl  eaten, 
the  tea  having  got  very  weak,  and  Sam  hdlding  out  no 
indications  of  meaning  to  go,  Mr.  Sdggin»  suddenly 
recollected  that  he  had  a  most  pressing  appointment 
^ith  the  shepherd,  and  took  himself  off  aetor^Hngly. 

The  tea-things  had  been  scarcely  put  away,  and  the 
hearth  sw^pt  up,  when  the  London  coadi  deposited  1&. 
Weller  senior  at  the  door ;  his  legs  depdsfted  him  in  the 
bai* ;  and  his  eyes  showed  hhn*  his  soti. 

*  What,  Sammy  I  "  exdaamed  the  fikther. 

">  What,  old  Nobs  I  **  ejaculated  the  son.  And  they 
sliook  hands  heartily. 

"  Wery  ^lad  to  see  you,  Samtmy,"  said  flie  elder  Mr, 
Welter,  *^  though  how  you've  managed  to  get  over  your 
mother-in-law  is  a  mystery  to  me.  I  only  vit/b  yoa'd 
w^^  me  out  the  receipt,  that^s  aU.'' 

*"  Hush  f*  s!dd  Sam,  ^  ^e's  at  home,  oM  feDer."* 

**She  a'n't  vithfai  hearfag,**  repHed  Mr.  Wefleri  ''Ac 
alwilys  goe?  and  blows  np,  down-stairs;  for  a  coirple  of 
hours  artet'  teat;  so  we^l  just  give  ourselves  a  damp, 
Sanmiy." 

Sa^g  this,  Mr.  Weller  Wrixed  two  glasses  of  sphits 
ahd  wietter,  add  prtkfneed  ^  couple  of  pipes.  The  fkther 
and  son  sitting  down  opposite  each  other :  Sam  on  one 
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Bide  the  fire,  in  the  hi^-backed  chair,  and  Mr.  Weller 
senior  on  the  other,  in  an  easj  jditto :  they  proceeded 
to  enjoy  themselves  with  all  due  gravity. 

'^ Anybody  been  here^  Sammy?''  asked  Mr.  Weller 
senior,  diyly,  after  a  long  silence. 

Sam  nodded  an  expressive  assent 

^  Bed-nosed  chi^p  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Weller. 

Sam  nodded  again. 

^  Amiable  man  that  'ere,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Welleri 
smoking  violently. 

^  Seems  so,"  observed  Sam« 

'<  Good  hand  at  accounts,"  said  Mr.  Welles 

"^ Is  he? "said Sam. 

'^Borrows  eighteenpence  on  Monday,  and  comes  on 
Tuesday  for  a  shillin'  to  make  it  up  half  a  crown  ;  calls 
again  on  Vensday  for  another  half  crown  to  make  it 
&ve  shillin's;  and  goes  on,  doubling,  till  he  gets  it  up 
to  a  five  pund  note  in  no  time,  like  them  sums  in  the 
'rithnietic  book,  'bout  the  nails  in  the  horse's  shoes, 
Sammy." 

Sam  intimated  by  a  nod  that  he  recollected  the  prob- 
lem alluded  to  by  his  parent 

'^  So  you  vouldn't  subscribe  to  the  flannel  veskits?'' 
said  Sam,  afler  another  interval  of  smoking. 

"  Cert'nly  not,"  replied  Mr.  Weller ;  «  what's  thegoo^ 
y  flannel  veskits  to  the  young  niggers  abroad  ?  But  Fll 
lull  you  what  it  is,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  lowering 
Ills  voice,  and  bending  across  the  fireplace :  '^  I'd  come 
down  wery  handsome  towards  straight  veskits  for  some 
people  at  home." 

As  Mr.  Weller  said  this,  he  slowly  recovered  his 
former  position,  and  winked  at  his  first-born,  in  a  pro- 
found manner. 
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^  It  oerifn^ J  seems  a  queer  start  to  send  oot  pocket* 
ankerchers  to  peof^  as  don't  know  the  use  on  'emy" 
okMerved  Sam. 

**  They're  alvajs  a  doin'  some  gammon  of  that  sort, 
Sammj,"  replied  his  &then  «Tother  Sunday  I  wos 
walkin'  up  the  road,  wen  who  should  I  see,  a-fitendin*  at 
a  chapeMoor,  with  a  blue  soup-plate  in  her  hand,  bat 
your  mother-in-law  I  I  werily  belieye  there  was  change 
fi>r  a  couple  o'  suVrins  in  it,  then,  Sammy,  $31  in  ha'pence ; 
and  as  the  people  come  out,  they  rattled  the  pennies  in, 
till  you'd  ha'  thought  that  no  mortal  plate  as  ever  was 
baked,  ooald  ha'  stood  the  wear  and  tear.  What  d'ye 
think  it  was  all  for  ?  " 

^  For  another  tea-drinkin'^  peihaps,''  said  Sam. 

"*  Not  a  bit  on  it,"  replied  the  fiuher :  « fiw  the  shep- 
herd*fi  water-rate,  Sammy." 

^  The  shepherd's  water-rate ! "  smd  Sam* 

"  Ay,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  "there  was  three  quarters 
owin',  and  the  shepherd  hadn't  paid  a  fitfden,  not  he  -^ 
perhaps  it  might  be  on  account  that  water  wam't  o'  so 
much  use  to  him,  for  if  s  wery  little  o'  that  teip  he  drinks, 
Sammy,  wery ;  he  knows  a  trick  worth  a  good  half 
dozen  of  that,  he  does.  Hows'ever,  it  wam't  paid,  and 
so  they  cuts  the  water  off.  Down  goes  the  shepherd  to 
ehapel,  gives  out  as  he's  a  persecuted  saint,  and  says 
he  hopes  the  heart  of  the  turncock  as  cut  the  water  c^ 
11  be  softened,  and  turned  in  the  right  vay:  but  he 
i«yther  thinks  he's  boc^ed  for  sometfaia'  uncomfortable. 
Upon  this,  the  women  calls  a  meetin',  sings  a  hymn, 
wotes  your  mothei^in-law  into  the  chair,  wolunteers  a 
eoHeetion  next  Sunday,  and  hands  it  all  over  to  the 
shepherd.  And  if  he  a'n't  got  enough  out  on  'em,  Sam- 
my, to  make  Urn  free  of  the  water  company  for  life," 
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said  Mr.  W^er,  in  oondudim^  **  Fm  one  IhrtchmBn^  aoid 
yotj^  andther,  and  tkaft's  aH  about  it^ 

Mr.  Weller  smoked  for  some  minutes  in  sfl^nee,  and 
then  iiemimedt 

« 'the  woi<sC  0^  tbee^  heref  shephendtf  is,  my  boy,  thai 
they  Tff^\Bst\j  tnihs  tke  hea^  of  afi  the  yoang  laiKes^ 
ilb<^athn»e.  l^i^  blesa  their  fitde  heatts^  tlwytliinka  if  s 
an  right,  and  d6n't  kn^w  no  better  i  but  diajr^  the 
wiedms  o^  gamffion,  Samivel^  th^f^  the  wiotiu  o^ 
gammon." 

*  I  appose  the  J  a^"  said  8am. 

«Notbin'  eke,**  said  Bfr.  WeUer,  shakirig  his  head 
gravely:  ^and  wot  aggrawates  me,  8andv€^,  is  to  see 
*em  a  wastifi'  all  theif  time  mid  hbor  in  making  clothes 
fbr  copper-eoldred  pec^le  as  don't  want  'em,  and  takin' 
no  notice  of  the  flesh-colored  Christian^  as  do.  If  Fd 
my  vay,  Sami^  IVi  just  stidc  some  o^  these  here  lazy 
rij^herds  belkind  a  heavy  wheelbarrow,  and  mn  *em  up 
and  doWn  a  Arai^teeiMnch-n^fde  plank  all  day;  That  "nd 
shakd  the  nonsense  oat  of  ^em,  if  anyt&in'  Tonld." 

Ma  Weller  having  delivered  this  gentie  reeipe  witii 
strong  emphasis,  eked  ont  by  a  variety  of  noda  ind  con* 
tortidns  of  Ihe  eye,  emptied  his  glass  at  a  draught,  and 
kbdeked  tiie  asfaies  oat  of  h&  pipe,  wHh  naUve  dignity. 

He  was  engag^  in  thia  operaiddn,  when  a  ifeill  voMe 
Was  heud  in  the  passage. 

<<  Bhce*8  yovaf  dear  reladdn,  Samiiyy'*  iM  Mr.  Wel^ 
Mi  and  Mrs.  W. harried  Mfto  th^  rooin. 

''Oil,  yooSre  eome  bnok,  have  youl^  odd  Mn* 
Weller. 

^  Yes^  my  dear,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  flBmg  a  free!: 
pipe. 

^^  Has  Mr.  Stiggim  been  back  ?"  said  Mrs^  Welkr. 
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die  pipe  by  the  ingeniotis  process  of  holding  Ip  th»  bovl 
ibfsreo^  between  the  lioogSy  ^  red-hot  ooal  from  the 
e^jacent  fire;  ^fmd  wbitfs  ikunt^  mj  dear^,  I  sh^U  migai- 
age  to  s^rvis^e  iXt  if  he  dpo't  otm^  back  »t  jbU." 

"  Ugh,  you  )w?etcb  I "  wd  Mxp,  Weller- 

"  ThmA'jee,  iny  love,*'  said  Mr.  Weller. 

^  GoD^  cop^y  ^ther/'  said  Saia,  "none  o'  these  little 
lovip'a  afore  4nM9gere«  He^'s  the  reyer^  g^Tm'n  a- 
opmin'  in  apw." 

At  Uus  announeemenl^  Mrs.  Well^  hastily  w^ped  off 
the  tears  which  she  had  just  begun  to  force  on  ;  and  Mr. 
W*  drew  his  dudr  sullenly  into  the  chimney  comer. 

Mr.  Stiggins  was  easily  prevailed  on,  to  take  anoth^ 
glass  of  the  hoi  (4ne-iqpple  rum  and  water,  and  a  second, 
and  a  third,  and  then  to  refiresh  himself  with  a  slight 
supper,  preyipiis  0  begimung  again*  He  9at  oa  the 
same  side  as  Mr.  Welles  senior;  and  eyery  time  he 
could  contrive  to  do  #0,  uneeen  by  his  wife^  that  gentle- 
man indicated  to  his  son  the  hidden  emotions  of  his 
bosom  by  shaking  his  fist  over  the  deputy  shepberd's 
head:  a  prpcess  which  afforded  his  son  the  most  un- 
mingled  deliglj^nd  satisfaction  :  the  more  especially  aji 
Mr.  Stiggins  went  <m,  quietly  drinking  the  hot  pine- 
a{^  rum  ^nd  water,  wholly  unconscious  of  what  wa^ 
going  forward. 

The  m%ior  part  of  the  oonyersation  was  confined  tQ 
Mrs.  !Weller  and  the  reyerend  Mr^  Stiggins ;  and  Ib^ 
topAcs  principally  descanted  on,  were  the  yirtues  of  the 
^epherd,  the  worthiness  of  his  fioqk,  and  the  high 
crimes  and  misdemeanors  of  eyerybody  beude ;  disser- 
tations  which  the  elder  Mr.  Weller  occaoonaUy  inter- 
rupted by  half^siHMPPi^vB*^  references  to  a  gontk^Bq^  of 
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the  name  of  Walker,  and  other  running  o(»nnientaiie8  of 
the  same  kind. 

At  length  Mr.  Stig^ns,  with  several  most  indubitable 
symptoms  of  having  quite  as  much  pine-apple  rum  and 
water  about  him,  as  he  could  comfortably  accommodate, 
took  his  hat  and  his  leave :  and  Sam  was,  immediately 
afterwards,  shown  to  his  bed  by  his  &ther.  Hie  respect- 
able old  gentleman  wrung  his  hand  fervently,  and  seemed 
disposed  to  address  some  observation  to  his  son ;  but  on 
Mrs.  Weller  advancing  towards  him,  he  appeared  to 
relinquish  that  intention,  and  abruptly  bade  him  good- 
night 

Sam  was  up  betimes  next  day,  and  having  partaken 
of  a  hasty  breakfiut,  prepared  to  return  to  London.  He 
had  scarcely  set  foot  without  the  house,  when  his  &ther 
stood  before  him. 

"  Goin',  Sammy  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Welter. 

**  Off  at  onoe,"  replied  Sam. 

^  I  vi^  you  could  muffle  ^lat  'ere  Stiggins,  and  take 
him  with  you,**  said  Mr.  Weller. 

^  I  am  ashamed  on  you  I  **  said  Sam,  reproaohftdly ; 
^  what  do  you  let  him  show  his  red  nose  in  the  Marios 
o' Granbyatan,for?" 

Mr.  Weller  the  elder  fixed  on  his  son  an  earnest  look, 
and  replied,  '''Cause  Fm  a  married  man,  Samivel,  'cause 
Pm  a  married  man.  Wen  you're  a  married  man,  Sam- 
ivel, you'll  understand  a  good  knany  things  as  you  don't 
understand  now ;  but  vether  it's  wor^  white  goin'  through 
so  much,  to  learn  so  little,  as  the  charity-boy  said  ven  he 
got  to  the  end  of  the  alphabet,  is  a  matter  o'  taslew  1 
rayther  think  it  isn't." 

«  Well,"  said  Sam,  «  good-by." 

<<Tar,  tar,  Sammy,"  replied  his  fktlier. . 
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**  TTe  only  got  to  say  this  here,"  said  Sam,  stepping 
short,  '^  that  if  /  was  the  properiator  o'  the  Markis  o* 
Granby,  and  that  'ere  SUggins  came  and  made  toast  in 
my  bar,  Td  "  — 

"  What  ?  "  interposed  Mr.  Tfeller,  ^th  great  anxiety. 
«  What?" 

—  ^  Pison  his  ram  and  water,"  said  Sam. 

^  No  I "  said  Mr.  Weller,  shaking  his  son  eagerly  by 
the  hand,  ^  would  you  raly,  Sammy ;  would  you,  though  ?" 

^  I  would,"  said  Sam.  ^  I  wouldn't  be  too  hard  upon 
him,  at  first  Fd  drop  him  in  the  water-butt,  and  put  the 
lid  on ;  and  if  I  found  he  was  insensible  to  kindness,  Td 
try  the  other  persvasion." 

The  elder  Mr.  Wellcr  bestowed  a  look  of  deep,  an« 
speakable  admiration  on  his  son ;  and,  having  once  more 
grasped  his  hand,  walked  slowly  away,  revolving  in  his 
mind  the  numerous  reflections  to  which  his  advice  had 
given  rise. 

Sam  looked  after  him,  until  he  turned  a  corner  of  the 
road :  and  then  set  forward  on  his  walk  to  London.  He 
meditated,  at  first,  on  the  probable  consequences  of  his 
own  advice,  and  the  likelihood  and  unlikelihood  of  his 
father^s  adopting  it  He  dismissed  the  subject  from  his 
mind,  however,  with  the  consolatory  reflection  that  tame 
akme  would  show ;  and  this  is  the  reflectioo  we  would 
impress  upon  the  reader. 


VQu  a.  17 
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CHAPTER  XXVra. 

A  eOOB-HXTMOBBD  0HRT8TMA8  CHAPTEB,  COlTTADnird 
AK  ACCOUNT  OF  A  WEDDING,  AND  BOMB  OTHER 
SPORTS  BESIDE  :  WHICH  ALTHOUGH  IN  THEIR  WAT, 
ETEN  AS  GOOD  CUSTOMS  AS  MARRIAGB  ITSELr,  ARE 
NOT  QUITE  SO  RELIGIOUSLY  KEPT  UP,  IN  THESE 
DBGENERATB  TIMES. 

A^  brisk  as  bees,  if  not  ahogetfaer  as  light  as  fairies, 
did  the  four  Pickwickians  assemble  on  the  morning  of 
the  twenty-second  day  of  December,  in  the  year  of  graee 
in  Which  these,  their  fafthftklly-reoorded  adventares,  Vrere 
nndertaken  and  accomplished.  Christmas  Was  close  at 
hand,  in  afl  his  bluff  and  hearty  honesty ;  it  was  the 
season  of  hospitality,  merriment,  aitd  open-heartedness ; 
the  old  year  was  preparing,  Kke  an  andent  philosopher, 
to  call  his  fHeilds  around  him,  and  amidst  the  somid  o( 
feasting  and  revdry  to  pass  gently  and  calmly  away. 
Gay  and  merry  was  the  time ;  and  right  gay  and  iti«ri7 
were  at  least  four  of  the  numerous  hearts  that  w<:re 
gladdened  by  its  coming. 

And  numerous  indeed  are  the  hearts  to  which  Christ- 
mas brings  a  brief  season  of  happiness  and  enjoyment. 
How  many  families  whose  memberii  have  been  dispersed 
and  scattered,  far  and  wide,  in  trie  restless  struggles 
of  life,  are  then  reunited,  and  meet  once  again  in  that 
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happj  state  of  oosnpankmshipy  and  mutual  ^ooiI-wiQ,  which 
is  a  source  of  such  pure  and  unalloyed  delighty.and  one 
60  incompatible  with  the  cares  and  sorrows  of  the  world, 
that  the  religious  belief  of  the  most  civiKzediQ«tion8,(and 
the  rude  traditions  of  the  roughest  savages,  alike: number 
it  among  the  first  joj^  of  a  (uture  condition  of  existence, 
provided  fiur  the  blest  and  happy  I  How  nomj  oldreo- 
oUectionsy  and  how  many  dormant  sympathies,  does 
Christmas  time  awaken  1 

We  write  these  words  now,  ma^y  miles  distant  from 
the  spot  at  which,  year  after  year,  we  met  on  that  day, 
a  merry  and  joyous  drcle.  Many  of  the  hearts  that 
throbbed  so  g^ly  then,  have  eeaaed  to  beat;  many  of 
the  looks  tliat  shone  so  brightly  then,  have  ceased  Id 
glow ;  the  hands  we  grasped,  have  gnown  cold ;  the  eyes 
we  sought,  have  hid  their  lustre  in  the  .grave ;  and  yet 
the  old  house,  the  room,  the  merry  voices  and  smiling 
faces,  the  jest,  the  laugh,  the  most  minute  a^nd  trivial  cir- 
oumstanees  connected  with  those  happy  meetings,  crowd 
upon  our  mind  at  each  reenrrenoe  of  the  season,  as  if 
the  last  assembhige  had  been  but  yestenday.I  JIappy, 
happy  Christmas,  that  can  win  as  Iwck  to  the.deloffons 
of  .our  childish.dayB ;  thet  pan  recnQ  to  the  old  jpan  tbe 
^pleasures  of  his  yonth;  a^d  ttansportthe.wiloriaod  the 
tDiYeller>i  thousands  of  ^niles  away,  back  to  hi3fPW7i  ;fice- 
iidde  and^iis  quiethomel 

J3ut  we  are  ^  teken  up,«and,occiwed,  (irillii  Ae  good 
4|Qalities of  tUssaiut Chrifft^pa^^  that wefare.keepiii^ Ur. 
Pickwi<^ and  his  firiend3,WMting(in,Jtbe.jc»ld,oii,tbe,oiit- 
•ide.of  the  Aii^lglet^n  coach.:  ;wh!oh  ^ej^ha^e  juat  ^ 
.tained,.well.wiy^ped  upiin  gneatrooata^  jbawl^  and  com- 
.&rtei«.  Xhe  .portmanteaus .and  oGMpet^^ags  have  ,beep 
^itowedaway,and  Mr.  WeUeranAthe^guarfare.endei^vor- 
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ing  to  insinuate  into  the  fore-boot  a  huge  codfish  several 
sizes  too  large  for  it :  which  is  snugly  packed  up,  m  a 
long  brown  basket,  with  a  layer  of  straw  over  the  top : 
and  which  has  been  left  to  the  last,  in  order  that  he  may 
repose  in  safety  on  the  half-dozen  barrels  of  real  native 
oysters,  all  the  property  of  Mr.  Pickwick,  which  have 
been  arranged  in  regular  order,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
receptacle.  The  interest  displayed  in  Mr.  Pickwick's 
countenance,  is  most  intense,  as  Mr.  Waller  and  the 
guard  tiy  to  squeeze  the  codfish  into  the  boot,  first  head 
first,  and  then  tail  first,  and  then  top  upwards,  and 
then  bottom  upwards,  and  then  sideways,  and  then  long- 
ways, alkof  which  artifices  the  implacable  codfish  stur- 
dily resists,  until  the  guard  accidentally  hits  him  in 
the  very  middle  of  the  basket,  whereupon  he  suddenly 
disappears  into  the  boot,  and  with  him,  the  head  and 
shoulders  of  the  guard  himself,  who,  not  calculating  upon 
to  sudden  a  cessation  of  the  passive  resistance  of  the 
codfish,  experiences  a  very  unexpected  shock,  to  the 
nnsmotherable  delight  of  all  the  porters  and  by-stand- 
ers.  Upon  this,  Mr.  Pickwick  smiles  with  great  good* 
humor,  and  drawing  a  shilling  from  his  waistcoat  pocket, 
begs  the  guard,  as  he  picks  himself  out  of  the  boot,  to 
diink  his  health  in  a  glass  of  hot  brandy  and  water ;  at 
which,  the  guard  smiles,  too,  and  Messrs.  Snodgrass, 
Winkle,  and  Tupman,  all  smile  in  company.  Hie  guard 
and  Mr.  Weller  disappear  fi>r  five  minutes  :  most  prob- 
ably to  get  the  hot  brandy  and  water,  for  they  smeD  very 
strongly  of  it,  when  they  return  :  the  coachman  mounts 
to  the  box,  Mr.  Weller  jumps  up  behind,  the  Piekwick- 
ians  pun  their  coats  round  their  legs,  and  their  shawls  over 
their  noses;  the  helpers  pull  the  horse-cloths  offj  the 
coachman  shputs  oit  a  cheery  ^'All  right,^  and  away 
they  go. 
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They  have  rumbled  through  the  streets,  and  jolted 
over  the  stones,  and  at  length  reach  the  wide  and  open 
country.  The  wheels  skim  over  the  hard  and  frosty 
ground;  and  the  horses  bursting  into  a  canter  at  a  smart' 
crack  of  the  whip,  step  along  the  road,  as  if  the  load  be- 
Itind  diem  :  coach,  passengers,  codfish,  oyster-barrels,  and 
all :  were  but  a  feather  at  their  heels.  They  have  de- 
scended a  gentle  slope,  and  enter  upon  a  level,  as  com« 
pact  and  dry  as  a  solid  block  of  marble,  two  miles  long. 
Another  crack  of  the  whip,  and  on  they  speed,  at  a  smart 
gallop ;  the  horses  tossing  their  heads  and  rattling  the 
harness,  as  if  in  exhilaration  at  the  rapidity  of  the  mo- 
tion :  while  the  coachman,  holding  whip  and  reins  in  one 
hand,  takes  off  his  hat  with  the  other,  and  resting  it  on 
his  knees,  pulls  out  bis  handkerchief,  and  wipes  his  fore- 
head :  partly  because  he  has  a  habit  of  doing  it,  and 
partly  because  it's  as  well  to  show  the  passengers  how 
cool  he  is,  and  what  an  easy  thing  it  is  to  drive  four-in- 
hand,  when  you  have  had  as  much  practice  ad  he  has. 
Having  done  this  very  leisurely  (otherwise  the  effect 
would  be  materially  impaired),  he  replaces  his  handker- 
chief, pulls  on  his  hat,  adjusts  his  gloves,  squares  Ms 
elbows,  cracks  the  whip  again,  and  on  they  speed,  more 
merrily  than  before. 

A  few  small  houses  scattered  on  either  side  of  tlie 
Toad,  betoken  the  entrance  to  some  town  or  village.  The 
Kvely  notes  of  the  guard's  key-bugle  vibrate  in  ^e  clear 
cold  air,  and  wake  up  die  old  gentleman  inside,  who, 
carefully  letting  down  the  window-sash  half-way,  and 
standing  sentry  over  the  air,  takes  a  short  peep  out,  and 
then  carefblly  pulling  it  up  again,  informs  the  other  te- 
fide  that  they're  going  to  change  directly ;  on  which  tJle 
other  inside  wakes  himself  up,  and  determines  to  post- 
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pone  hiis  next  nap  until  after  the  stoppage.  Again  the 
bugle  sounds  ludtily  forth,  and  roudee  the  ooitager's  wife 
and  children,  who  peep  out  at  the  house-doory  and  watch 
^e  coach  till  it  turns  the  comer,  whem  thej  once  more 
-eroucli  round  the  biasing  fire,  and  throw  on  another  log 
of  wood  against  father  comes  home,  while  father  himself, 
a  full  mile  off,  has  just  exchanged  a  friendlj  nod  with 
the  coachman,  and  turned  round,  to  tqj^  a  good  long 
•taife  at  the  vehicle  as  it  whirls  away. 

And  now  the  bugle  plajs  a  lively  air  as  the  coach  rat- 
tles through  the  ill«paved  streets  of  a  country  town; 
and  the  coachman,  undoing  the  buckle  which  keeps  his 
ribbons  together,  prepares  to  throw  them  off,  the  moment 
he  stops.  Mr.  Pickwick  emerges  from  his  coat-coUar, 
and  looks  about  him  with  great  curiosity;  perceiving 
which,  the  coachman  informs  Mr.  Pickwick  of  the  name 
•of  the  town,  and  tells  him  it  was  market-day  yesterday, 
both  of  which  pieces  of  information  Mr.  Pickwick  retiuls 
to  his  fellow-passengers ;  whereupon  they  emerge  fix>m 
tfa^  coat-collars  too,  and  look  about  them  also.  Mr. 
Winkle,  who  sits  at  the  extreme  edge,  with  one  leg  dang- 
Utag  in  the  air,  is  nearly  piBcipitated  into  the  street,  as 
^the^coach  twists  round  the  «harp>  corner  by  the  cheese- 
monger's shop,  and  turns  into  the  marketplace.;  and  be- 
fi>re  Mr.  Sno^^iass,-wfao  sits  next  to  him,  has  recovered 
«fW>in  his  ialana,' they  pull  up  at  the  innfyard,  where  the 
'Ir6eh  holies,  with  cloths  on,  afee  already  wailing.  The 
•ooadunan  throws  ^down  the  reins  and  nets  down  hinMM^lf, 
«Bd  the  4>ther  outside  passengers  4n^  down  also :  •  except 
those  who  have  ao  *great  coafidedeC;  in  their' abilityf  to  get 
'Up  again-:  I  and  they  remain  ^where*  they*  am,  aad  staaip 
tfiedr  feet 'agaautt- the  eeaeh  to  warm  them — lookiag, 
"wilhlon^ag  eyesfaad.red'noses,^a£  theibrigirt  fiie  in  ithe 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWKX  CLUB.  268 

inn-bar,  and  the  sprigs  of  hollj  with  red  berries  which 
ornament  the  window. 

But,  the  guard  has  defivered  at  the  corn-dealer's  shop, 
the  brown  paper  packet  he  took  out  of  the  little  pouch 
which  hangs  over  his  shoulder  by  a  leathefn  strap ;  and 
has  seen  the  horses  carefully  put  to ;  and  has  thrown  on 
the  pavement  the  saddle  which  was  brought  from  Lon- 
don on  the  coach-roof;  and  has  assisted  in  the  conference 
between  the  coachman  and  the  hostler  about  the  gray  mare 
that  hurt  her  off-fore-leg  last  Tuesday ;  and  he  and  Mr. 
Weller  are  all  right  behind,  and  the  coachman  is  all 
right  in  front,  and  the  old  gentleman  inside,  who  has 
kept  the  window  down  full  two  inches  all  this  time,  has 
pulled  it  up  again,  and  the  cloths  are  off,  and  they  are 
all  ready  for  starting,  except  the  **  two  stout  gentlemen," 
whom  the  coachman  inquires  after  with  some  impatience. 
Hereupon  the  coachman,  and  the  guard,  and  Sam  Weller, 
and  Mr.  Winkle,  Mr.  Snoc^rass,  and  all  the  hostlers,  and 
every  one  of  the  idlers,  who  are  more  in  number  than  all 
the  others  put  together,  shout  for  the  missing  gentlemen 
as  loud  as  they  can  bawl.  A  distant  response  is  heard 
from  the  yard,  and  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Tupman  come 
running  down  it,  quite  out  of  breath,  for  they  have  been 
having  a  glass  of  ale  apiece,  and  Mr.  Pickwick'a  fingers 
are  so  cold  that  he  has  been  full  ^ye  minutes  before  he 
could  find  the  sixpence  to  pay  for  it  The  coachman 
shouts  an  admonitory  '<  Now  then,  genTm'n  I "  the  guard 
reechoes  it ;  the  old  gendeman  inside,  thinks  it  a  very  ex- 
traordinary  thing  that  people  wiU  get  down  when  they 
know  there  isn't  tinte  for  it ;  Mr.  Pickwick  struggles  up 
on  one  side;  Mr.  Tupman  on  the  other;  Mr.  Winkle 
cries  "  All  right ;"  and  off  they  start  Shawls  are  pulled 
up,  coat-oollars  are  readjusted,  the  pavement  ceases,  the 
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houses  disi^pear ;  and  thej  are  once  again  dashing  along 
the  open  road,  with  the  fresh  clear  air  blowing  in  their 
fieu^s,  and  gladdening  their  very  hearts  within  them. 

Such  was  the  progress  of  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Ms  friends 
by  the  Muggleton  Telegraph,  on  their  way  to  Dingley 
Dell ;  and  at  three  o'clock  that  afternoon,  they  all  stood^ . 
high  and  dry,  safe  and  sound,  hale  and  hearty,  upon  the 
steps  of  the  Blue  Lion  :  having  taken  on  the  road  quite  ^ 
enough  of  ale  and  brandy,  to  enable  them  to  bid  defiance 
to  the  frost  that  was  binding  up  the  earth  in  its  iron  fet- 
ters,* and  weaving  its  beautiful  net-work  upon  the  trees 
and  hedges.  Mr.  Pickwick  was  busily  engaged  in  count- 
ing the  barrels  of  oysters,  and  superintending  the  disin- 
terment of  the  codfish,  when  he  felt  himself  gently  pulled 
by  the  skirts  of  the  coat  Looking  round,  he  discovered 
that  the  individual  who  resorted  to  this  mode  of  catching 
his  attention,  was  no  other  than  Mr.  Wardle's  favorite 
page:  better  known  to  the  readers  of  this  unvarnished 
history  by  the  distinguishing  appellation  of  the  &t  boy. 

^AhAl"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

<<  Aha! "  said  the  fat  boy. 

As  he  said  it,  he  glanced  from  the  codfish  to  the  oyster- 
barrels,  and  chuckled  joyously.     He  was  fatter  than  ever. 

"  Well,  you  look  rosy  enough,  my  young  friend  I "  said 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Fve  been  asleep,  right  in  frx)nt  of  the  tap-room  fire," 
replied  the  fat  boy,  who  had  heated  himself  to  the  color 
of  a  new  chimney-pot,  in  the  course  of  an  hour's  nap. 
**  Master  sent  me  over  with  the  shay-cart,  to  carry  your 
luggage  up  to  the  house.  He'd  ha'  sent  some  saddle- 
horses,  but  he  thought  you'd  rather  walk :  being  a  cold 
day." 

*'  Yes,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  hastily,  for  he  remem- 
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bei-ed  how  they  had  trayelled  over  nearly  the  same 
ground  on  a  previous  occasion.  ^  Tea,  we  would  rather 
walk.     Here,  Sam!" 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  WeUer. 

^  Help  Mr.  Wardle's  servant  to  put  the  packages  into 
the  cart,  and  then  ride  on  with  him.  We  will  walk  for- 
ward at  once." 

Having  given  this  direction,  and  settled  with  the  coach- 
man, Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  three  friends  struck  into  the 
foot-path  across  the  fields,  and  walked  briskly  away: 
leaving  Mr.  Weller  and  the  fat  boy,  confronted  together 
for  the  first  time.  Sam  looked  at  the  fat  boy  with  great 
astonidmient,  but  without  saying  a  word,  and  began  to 
stow  the  luggage  rapidly  away  in  the  cart,  while  the  fat 
boy  stood  quietly  by,  and  seemed  to  think  it  a  very  in« 
teresting  sort  of  thing  to  see  Mr.  Weller  working  by 
himself. 

^^  There,"  said  Sam,  throwing  in  the  last  carpet-bag^ 
"There  they  are  I" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  fat  boy,  in  a  very  satisfied  tone,  "there 
they  are." 

"Veil,  yoimg  twenty  stun,"  said  Sam,  "you*ye  a  nice 
specimen  of  a  prize  boy,  you  are ! " 

"  Thank'ee,"  said  the  fat  boy. 

"  You  a'n't  got  nothin'  on  your  mind,  as  makes  yoa 
fret  yourself,  have  you  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

"  Not  as  I  knows  on,"  replied  the  boy. 

"  I  should  rayther  ha'  thought,  to  look  at  you,  that  ytm 
was  a-laborin'  under  an  unrequited  attachment  to  some 
young  'ooman,"  said  Sam. 

The  &t  boy  shook  his  head. 

"  Yell,"  said  Sam,  "  Fm  glad  to  hear  it  Do  you  ever 
irink  any  thin*  ?  " 
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'*  1  likes  eating  better,"  replied  the  boj. 

<"  A V'  said  Sam, ''  I  should  ba'  s'posed  that ;  but  what 
I  mean  is,  should  70U  like  a  drop  of  anythin'  asVL  warm 
you  ?  but  I  s'pose  you  never  was  cold,  with  all  them 
elastic  fixtures,  was  you  ?  " 

**  Sometimes,"  replied  the  boy ;  **•  and  I  likes  a  drop  of 
something,  when  it's  good." 

^  Oh,  you  do^  do  you  ?  "  said  Sam,  "  come  this  way, 
then  I" 

The  Blue  Lioo  tap  was  soon  gained,  and  the  hX  boy 
•wallowed  a  glass  of  liquor  without  so  much  as  winking; 
a  feat  which  considerably  advanced  him  in  Mr.  Weller^s 
good  opinion.  Mr.  Weller  having  transacted  a  similar 
piece  of  business  on  his  own  account,  they  got  into  the 
cart 

**  Can  you  drive  ?  "  said  the  fet  boy. 

"  I  should  rayther  think  so,"  replied  Sam. 

^  There,  then,"  said  the  fat  boy,  putting  the  reins  in 
his  hand,  and  pointing  up  a  lane.  '^  It's  as  strai^t  as 
you  can  go ;  you  can't  miss  it." 

With  these  words,  the  fat  boy  laid  himself  affection- 
ate^ down  by  the  side  of  the  codfish :  and  placing  an 
oyster-barrel  under  his  head  for  a  pillow,  fell  asleep  in* 
stantaneously. 

**  Well,"  said  Sam,  **  of  all  the  cool  boys  ever  I  set  my 
eyes  on,  this  here  young  genTm'n  is  the  coolest.  Come, 
wake  up,  young  dropsy  I " 

But  as  young  dropsy  evinced  no  symptoms  of  return- 
ing animation,  Sam  Weller  sat  himself  down  in  front  of 
the  cart,  and  starting  the  old  horse  with  a  jerk  of  the 
rein,  jogged  steadily  on,  towards  Manor  Farm. 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  friends  having 
walked  their  blood  into  active  circulation,  proceeded 
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oheeiftilly  on.  The  paths  were  hiurd ;  the  grass  wat 
crisp  and  frosty ;  the  air  had  a  fine,  dry,  bracing  cold- 
ness ;  and  the  rapid  approach  of  the  gray  twilight  (slate^ 
colored  is  a  better  term  in  frosty  weather)  made  them 
look  fix-ward  with  pleasant  anticipation  to  the  comfbrta 
which  awaited  Utem  at  their  hospitable  entertainer^Sit 
It  was  the  sort  of  afternoon  that  might  induce  a  ooaple* 
of  elderly  gentlemen,  in  a  lonely  field,  to  take  off  their 
great-coats  and  play  at  leap-frieg  in  pnre  lightness  oF 
heart  and  gayety ;  and  we  firmly  believe  that  had  Mr. 
Tupman  at  that  moment  proffered  ^a  back,"  Mr.  Pick- 
wick wonld  have  accepted  his  offer  wi^  the  utmost 
avidity. 

However,  Mr.  Tupman  did  not  volunteer  any  such  ac- 
commodation, and  the  friends  walked  on,  convermng  mer^ 
rily.  As  they  turned  into  a  lane  they  had  to  cross,  the 
sound  of  many  voices  burst  upon  their  ears ;  and  before 
they  had  even  had  time  to  form  a  guess  as  to  whom  they 
belonged,  they  walked  into  the  very  centre  of  the  party 
who  were  expecting  thdr  arrival  —  a  fact  which  was 
first  notified  to  the  Pickwickians,  by  the  loud  ^  Hurrah,'* 
which  burst  fit>m  old  Wardle's  lips^  when  they  appeared 
in  sight 

First,  Uiere  was  Wardle  himself,  looking,  if  possiUe^ 
more  jolly  than  ever ;  then  there  were  Bella  and  h&t 
fiuthful  Trundle ;  and,  lastly,  there  were  EmUy  and  some 
eight  or  ten  yoimg  ladies,  who  had  all  come  down  to  the 
wedding,  which  was  U>  take  place  next  day,  and  who 
were  in  as  happy  and  imp<»rtant  a  state  as  young  ladies 
usually  are,  on  such  momentous  occasions;  and  they 
were,  one  and  all,  startling  the  fields  and  lanes,  &r  and 
wide,  with  their  frolic  and  laughter. 

The  ceremony  of  introductioii,  under  sodi  dreom? 
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Btonces,  was  very  soon  performed,  or  we  should  rather 
saj,  that  the  introduotioD  was  soon  over,  without  any 
ceremony  at  all;  and  in  two  minutes  thereafter,  Mr. 
Pickwick  was  joking  with  the  young  ladies  who  wouldn't 
come  over  the  stile  while  he  looked:  or  who,  having 
pretty  feet  and  unexceptionable  ankles,  preferred  stanch 
ing  on  the  top-rail  for  five  minutes  or  so,  declaring  that 
ihey  were  too  frightened  to  move :  with  as  much  ease 
and  absence  of  reserve  or  constraint,  as  if  he  had  known 
them  for  life.  It  is  worthy  of  remark,  too,  that  Mr. 
Snodgrass  offered  Emily  far  more  assistance  than  the 
absolute  terrors  of  the  stile  (although  it  was  full  three 
feet  high,  and  had  only  a  couple  of  stepping-stones) 
would  seem  to  require;  while  one  black-eyed  young  lady 
in  a  very  nice  little  pair  of  boots  with  fur  round  the  top, 
was  observed  to  scream  very  loudly,  when  Mr. 'Winkle 
offered  to  help  her  over. 

All  this  was  very  snug  and  pleasant :  and  when  the 
difficulties  of  the  stile  were  at  last  surmounted,  and  they 
once  more  entered  on  the  open  field,  old  Wardle  informed 
Mr.  Pickwick  how  they  had  all  been  down  in  a  body 
to  inspect  the  furniture  and  fittings-up  of  the  house, 
which  the  young  couple  were  to  tenant,  after  the  Christ- 
mas holidays ;  at  which  communication  Bella  and  Trun- 
dle both  colored  up,  as  red  as  the  fat  boy  after  the  tap- 
room fire ;  and  the  young  lady  with  the  black  eyes  and 
the  fur  round  the  boots,  whispered  something  in  Emily's 
ear,  and  then  glanced  archly  at  Mr.  Snodgrass:  to  which 
Emily  responded  that  she  was  a  foolish  girl,  but  turned 
very  red,  notwithstanding ;  and  Mr.  Snodgrass,  who  was 
as  modest  as  all  great  geniuses  usually  are,  felt  the  crim- 
son rising  to  the  crown  of  his  head,  and  devoutly  wished, 
in  the  inmost  recesses  of  his  own  heart,  that  the  young 
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ladj  aforesaid,  with  her  black  ejes,  and  her  ardmeci^ 
and  her  boots  with  the  fur  round  the  top,  were  all  com- 
fortablj  deposited  in  the  adjacent  county. 

But  if  thej  were  social  and  happj  outside  the  house, 
what  was  the  warmth  and  cordiality  of  their  reception 
when  they  reached  the  farm  I  The  very  servants  grinned 
with  pleasure  at  sight  of  Mr.  Pickwick ;  and  Emma  be- 
stowed a  half-demure,  half-impudent,  and  all  pret^  look 
of  recognition,  on  Mr.  Tupman,  which  was  enough  to 
make  the  statue  of  Bonaparte  in  the  passage  unfold 
his  arms,  and  dasp  her  within  them* 

The  old  lady  was  seated  in  customary  state  in  the 
front  parlor,  but  she  was  rather  cross,  and,  by  conse- 
quence, most  particularly  deaf.  She  never  went  oat 
herself,  and  like  a  great  many  other  old  ladies  of  the 
same  stamp,  she  was  apt  to  consider  it  an  act  of  domes- 
tic treason,  if  anybddy  else  took  the  liberty  of  doing 
what  she  couldn't  So,  bless  her  old  soul,  she  sat  as  up- 
right as  she  could,  in  her  great  chair,  and  looked  as  fierce 
as  might  be  — and  that  was  benevolent  after  alL 

«  Mother,"  said  Wardle,  "  Mr.  Pickwick.  You  recol- 
lect him.** 

^  Never  mind,"  replied  the  old  lady  with  great 
dignity.  ^  Don't  trouUe  Mr.  Pickwick  about  an  old 
creetur  like  me.  Nobody  cares  about  me  now,  and  if  s 
very  naf  ral  they  shouldn't"  Here  the  old  lady  tossed 
her  head,  and  smoothed  down  her  lavender-colored  silk 
dress,  with  trembling  hands. 

**  Come,  come,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Hckwick,  ^  I  can't 
let  you  cut  an  old  friend  in  this  way.  I  have  come  down 
expressly  to  have  a  long  talk,  and  anodier  rubber  with 
you ;  and  well  show  these  boys  and  girls  how  to  dance  a 
minuet  before  they're  eight-and-forty  hours  older." 
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Thci  old  lady  Was  rapidly  glving^way,  bat  slie  did  not 
like  to  d6  it  aU  irt  once ;  so  she  only  said,  <<  ASi  I  I  cant 
hear  him." 

«  Nohseiise,  niofliefr,'*  said  WaJfdle.  **  Come,  come,  dcmt 
be  oross,  there's  A  good  sooL  BecoUect  Bella;  oome, 
y6u  must  keep  her  spirits  up,  poor  ^iV 

Hi^  good  old  lady  hearcf  this,  for  her  lip  quirered  as 
her  son  said  it  But  age  has  its  little  infirmities  of  tem- 
per, and  she  was  not  quite  brought  round  yet  So,  she 
smoothed  down  the  lavender-colored  dress  agam,  and 
taming  to  Mr.  Pickwick  said,  '<  Ah,  Mr.  Pickwick,  young 
people  was  very  different  when  I  was  a  girl.** 

^  No  doubt  of  that,  ma*am,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  and 
that's  the  reason  why  I  would  make  much  of  the  few 
that  Have  any  traces  of  the  old  stock," — and  saying 
this,  Mr.  Pickwick  gently  pulled  Bella  towards  him,  and 
bestowing  a  kiss  upon  her  forehead,^bade  her  sit  down  on 
the  litde  stool  at  her  grandmother's  feet  Whether  the 
expression  of  her  countenance,  as  it  was  raised  towards 
the  old  lady's  face,  called  up  a  thought  of  old  times,  or 
whether  the  old  lady  was  touched  by  Mr.  Pickwick's 
affectionate  good-nature,  or  whatever  was  the  cause,  she 
Was  Auiiy  melted ;  so  she  threw  herself  on  her  grand- 
daughter^d  heck,  arid  all  die  little  iO-humor'  evaporated 
in  a  gush  of  silent  tears. 

A  happy  pa(rty  they  Were,  that  night  Sedate  and 
solemn  wert  (he  score  of  rubbers  iu  whidi  Mr.  Plckwiek 
and  the  old  lady  played  together ;  and  uproarious  was 
tlie  mirth  of  the  roUnd  table.  Lohg  after  the  ladies  had 
retired,  did  the  hot  elder  w&ie,  well  qualified  with  brandy 
and  spice,  go  round,  and  round,  and  round  ^igain ;  and 
sound  wad  the  sleep,  and  pleasant  were  the  drearHs  that 
folbwed.     It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  that  those  of  Mr. 
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^odgrass  bore  constant  reference  to  Emiljr  Wardle ;  anj 
that  the  principal  figure  in  Mr.  "Winkle's  Tisions,  was  a 
young  lady  with  black  eyes,  an  arch  smile,  and  a  pair  of 
lemarkably  nice  boots,  with  fur  round  the  tops. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  awakened,  early  in  the  morning,  by 
a  hum  of  Toices  and  pattering  of  feet,  sufficient  to  rouse 
iiven  the  fat  boy  firom  his  heavy  slumbers.  He  sat  up  Id 
bed,  and  listened.  The  female  servants  and  female  vis- 
itors were  running  constantly  to  and  fro ;  and  there  were 
9uch  multitudinous  demands  for  warm  water,  such  re- 
peated outcries  for  needles  and  thread,  and  so  many  half- 
suppressed  entreaties  of  ^Oh,  do  come  and  tie  me, 
there's  a  dear!**  that  Mr.  Pickwick  in  lus  innocence  be- 
gan to  imagine  that  something  dreadful  must  have  oc- 
curred: when  he  grew  more  awake,  and  remembered 
the  wedding.  The  occasion  being  an  important  one,  he 
dressed  himself  with  peculiar  care,  and  descended  to 
the  breakfast-room. 

There  were  all  the  female  servants  in  a  bran-new  uni- 
form of  pink  muslin  gowns,  with  white  bows  in  their 
caps,  running  about  the  house  in  a  state  of  excitement 
and  agitation,  which  it  would  be  impossible  to  describe. 
The  old  lady  was  dressed  out,  in  a  brocaded  gown,  which 
had  not  seen  the  light  for  twenty  years,  saving  and  ex* 
cepting  such  truant  rays  as  had  stolen  through  the  chinks 
in  the  box  in  which  it  had  been  laid  by,  during  the 
whole  time.  Mr.  Trundle  was  in  high  feather  and  fpir- 
its,  but  a  little  nervous  withal.  The  hearty  old  landlord 
was  trying  to  look  very  cheerful  and  unconcerned,  but 
failing  signally  in  the  attempt  AU  the  girls  were  in 
tears  and  white  muslin,  except  a  select  two  or  three,  who 
were  being  honored  with  a  private  view  of  the  bride  and 
bridesmaids,  up-stairs.     All   the  Pickwickians  wer^  in 
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most  blooming  array ;  and  there  was  a  terrific  roaring 
on  the  grass  in  front  of  the  house,  occasioned  bj  all  the 
men,  bojs,  and  hobbledehoys  attached  to  the  &rm,  each 
of  whom  had  got  a  white  bow  in  his  button-hole,  and  all 
of  whom  were  cheering  with  might  and  main :  being  in- 
cited thereunto,  and  stimulated  therein,  bj  the  precept 
and  example  of  Mr.  Samuel  Weller,  who  had  managed 
to  become  mighty  popular  already,  and  was  as  much  at 
home  as  if  he  had  been  bom  on  the  land. 

A  wedding  is  a  licensed  subject  to  joke  upon,  but 
there  really  is  no  great  joke  in  the  matter  after  all ;  ^* 
we  speak  merely  of  the  ceremony,  and  beg  it  to  be  difl« 
tinctly  understood  that  we  indulge  in  no  hidden  sarcasm 
upon  a  married  life.  Mixed  up  with  the  pleasure  and 
joy  of  the  occasion,  are  the  many  regrets  at  quitting 
home,  the  tears  of  parting  between  parent  and  child,  the 
consciousness  of  leaving  the  dearest  and  kindest  friends 
of  the  happiest  portion  of  human  life,  to  encounter  its 
cares  and  troubles  with  others  still  untried,  and  little 
known  :  natural  feelings  which  we  would  not  render  this 
chapter  mournful  by  describing,  and  which  we  should  be 
still  more  unwilling  to  be  supposed  to  ridicule. 

Let  us  briefly  say,  then,  that  the  ceremony  was  per- 
formed by  the  old  clergyman,  in  the  parish  church  of 
Dingley  Dell,  and  that  Mr.  Pickwick's  name  is  attached 
to  the  register,  still  preserved  in  the  vestry  thereof;  that 
the  young  lady  with  the  black  eyes  signed  her  name  in  a 
very  unsteady  and  tremulous  manner;  and  that  Emily's 
signature,  as  the  other  bridesmaid,  is  nearly  ille^blc ; 
that  it  all  went  off  in  very  admirable  style ;  that  the 
young  ladies  generally,  thought  it  far  less  shocking  than 
they  had  expected ;  and  that  although  the  owner  of  the 
black  eyes  and  the  arch  smile  informed  Mr.  Winkle  that 
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8he  was  sure  she  could  never  submit  to  anything  8o 
dreadful^  we  have  the  very  best  reasons  for  thinking  she 
was  mistaken.  To  all  this,  we  may  add,  that  Mr.  Pick- 
wick was  the  first  who  saluted  the  bride :  and  that  in  so 
doing,  he  threw  over  her  neck,  a  rich  gold  watch  and 
duiin,  which  no  mortal  eyes  but  the  jeweller's  had  ever 
behold  before.  Then,  the  old  church  bell  rung  as  gayly 
as  it  could,  and  they  all  returned  to  breakfast 
•  **  Vere  does  the  mince-pies  go,  young  opium  eater?" 
said  Mr.  Weller  to  the  fat  boy,  as  he  assisted  in  laying 
out  such  articles  of  consumption  as  had  not  been  duly  ar- 
ranged on  the  previous  night. 

The  fat  boy  pointed  to  the  destination  of  the  pies. 

"  Wery  good,"  said  Sam,  "  stick  a  bit  o'^Christmas  In 
*eni.  T'other  dish  opposite.  There  ;  now  we  look  com- 
pact and  comfortable,  as  the  father  said  ven  he  cut  his 
little  bo/s  head  off,  to  cure  him  o'  squintinV 

As  Mr.  Weller  made  the  comparison,  he  fell  back  a 
^tep  or  two,  to  ^ve  full  effect  to  it,  and  surveyed  the  prep- 
arations with  the  utmost  satisfaction. 

^  Wardle,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  almost  as  soon  as  they 
were  all  seated,  ^  a  glass  of  wine,  in  honor  of  this  happy 
occasion ! " 

"  I  shall  be  deUghted,  my  boy,"  said  Wardle.  "  Joe- 
damn  that  boy,  he's  gone  to  sleep." 

"  No,  I  a'n't,  sir,"  replied  the  fat  boy,  starting  up  from 
a  remote  comer,  where,  like  the  patron  saint  of  fat  boys — 
tlie  immortal  Homer  —  he  had  been  devouring  a  Christ- 
mas pie :  though  not  with  the  coolness  and  deliberation 
which  characterized  that  young  gentleman's  proceed- 
ings. 

«  FiD  Mr.  Pickwick's  glass.** 

**  Yes,  sir." 

VOL.  D  18 
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The  fiert  boj  filled  Mr,  Pickwick's  glass,  and  then  r^ 
tired  beiaind  his  master's  chair,  from  whence  he  watched 
the  plaj  of  the  knives  and  forks,  and  the  progress  of  the 
choice  morsels,  from  the  dishes,  to  the  mouths  of  the  com* 
panj,  with  a  kind  of  dark  and  gloomj  joy  that  was  most 
impressiye. 

<"  God  bless  70a,  (^fellow  I"  said  ]y&.  Pickwick,    . 

"  Same  to  you,  my  boy,"  replied  Wardle ;  and  thej 
pledged  each  other,  heartily.  , 

*«  Mrs.  Wardle,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  <"  we  old  folks  must 
have  a  glass  of  wine  together,  in  honor  of  this  joyftil 
event" 

The  old  lady  was  in  a  state  of  great  grandeur  just 
.  then,  for  she  was  sitting  at  the  top  of  the  table  in  the 
brocaded  gown,  with  her  newly-married  daughter  on  one 
side,  and  Mr.  Pickwick  on  the  other,  to  do  the  carving. 
Mr.  Pickwick  had  not  spoken  in  a  veiy  loud  tone» 
but  she  understood  him  at  once,  and  drank  off  a  full  glass 
of  wine  to  his  long  life  and  happiness ;  after  which  the 
worthy  old  soul  launched  forth  into  a  minute  and  partio- 
ular  account  of  her  own  wedding,  with  a  dissertation  cm 
the  fiewhioo  of  wearing  high-heeled  shoes,  and  some  par- 
ticulars concerning  the  life  and  adventures  of  the  beauti- 
fiil  Lady  TolUra^ower,  deceased :  at  all  of  which  the  old 
lady  herself  laughed  very  heartily  indeed,  and  so  did  the 
young  ladies  too,  for  they  were  wondering  among  them- 
selves what  on  earth  grandma  was  talking  about  Wheo 
they  laughed,  the  old  lady  laughed  ten  times  more  heart- 
ily, and  said  that  these  always  had  been  considered  capi« 
tal  stories:  which  caused  them  all  to  laugh  again,  and 
put  Uie  old  lady  into  the  veiy  best  of  humors.  Then, 
the  cake  was  cut,  and  passed  through  the  ring ;  and  the 
young  ladies  saved  pieces  to  put  under  their  pillows  to 
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dream  of  their  fbture  husbands  on  ;  and  a  great  deal  of 
bhishing  and  merriment  was  therdbjr  o^csasioned. 

<<  Mr.  kiUer,"  said  Mr.  Pidtwick  to  tdsold  aoqnamt- 
ance,  lhe  hard-headed  gentleman,  ^ a  glass  of  wine?  " 

^  Wiih  great  satisfttction,  Mr.  Hckwiek,'*  repMed  the 
hard-headed  gentleman,  solemnly. 

^  Toall  take  me  in  ?*'said  the  benetolent  old  dergj- 


^  And  me,'*  inteiposed  his  wife. 

^  And  me,  and  me,"  said  a  couple  of  poor  relations  at 
the  bottom  of  the  table,  who  had  eaten  and  drank  Ter^ 
heartily,  and  laughed  at  everything. 

Mr.  Pidcwid^  expressed  his  heartfelt  delight  at  every 
additional  suggestion ;  and  his  eyes  beamed  witii  hilarity 
and  cheerfulness. 

'^  Ladies  and  gendemen,**  said  Mr.  Pickwid^,  suddenly 
rising  — 

**Hear,  hear  I  Hear,  hear!  Hear, hear!"  cried  Mr. 
Weller,  in  the  excitement  of  his  feelings. 

^  Gall  in  all  the  servants,"  cried  old  Wardle,  inter- 
posing to  prevent  &e  pnbKe  rebuke  which  Mr.  Weller 
would  otfierwise  most  indubitably  have  recdved  from  his 
master.  ^  GKve  them  a  g^ass  6f  wine  eaoh^  to  drink  the 
toast  in.    Now,  Pickwick." 

Amidst  the  silence  Of  the  contpaiiy,  the  whispering  of 
tlie  women  serrants,  and  ^e  awkward  essbarrassmaBt  of 
die  men,  Mr;  Pickwick  proceeded. 

^Ladies  and  gendemen  — nO)  I  won't  say  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  FH  call  you  my  friends,  my  dear  friends,  if 
ibe'  ladies  wifl  allow  me  to  take  so  great  a  liberty"—-* 

Here  Mr.  Pi^wick  was  interrupted  by  immense  ap* 
plause  from  the  ladies,  echoed  by  Uie  gentlemen,  during 
which  tke  owner  of  the  eyes  was  distincdy  heard  to  state 
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that  she  could  kiss  that  dear  Mr.  Pickwick,  whereupon 
Mf .  Winkle  gallantly  inquired  if  it  couldn't  be  done  by 
deputy :  to  which  the  young  lady  with  the  blltck  eyes 
replied,  ^  Go  away  " —  and  accompanied  the  request  with 
a  kx^  which  said  as  plainly  as  a  look  could  do  ■  ^  if 
you  can." 

^  My  dear  firiends,**  resumed  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  I  am  go- 
ing to  propose  the  health  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom  — 
God  bless  'em  (cheers  and  tears).  My  young  friend  Trun- 
dle, I  belieye  to  be  a  very  excellent  and  manly  fellow ; 
and  his  wife  I  know  to  be  a  very  amiable  and  lovely  girl, 
well  qualified  to  transfer  to  another  sphere  of  action  the 
happiness  which  for  twenty  years  she  has  diffused  around 
her,  in  her  Other's  house.  (Here,  the  fat  boy  burst  forth 
into  stentorian  blubberings,  and  was  led  forth  by  the  coat 
collar,  by  Mr.  WeUer.)  I  wish,"  added  Mr.  Pickwick, 
*^  I  wish  I  was  young  enough  to  be  her  sister's  husband 
(cheers),  but,  failing  that,  I  am  happy  to  be  old  enough 
to  be  her  father ;  for,  being  so,  I  shall  not  be  suspected 
<^  any  latent  designs  when  I  say,  that  I  admire,  esteem, 
and  love  them  both  (cheers  and  sobs).  The  bride's 
&ther,  our  good  friend  there,  is  a  noble  person,  and  I  am 
proud  to  know  hun  (great  uproar).  He  is  a  kind,  excel- 
lent^ independent-spirited,  fine-hearted,  hospitable,  liberal 
man  (enthusiastic  shouts  from  the  poor  relations,  at  all 
the  adjectives ;  and  espedally  at  the  two  last)  That  hia 
daughter  may  enjoy  all  the  happiness,  even  he  can  de- 
sire ;  and  that  he  may  derive  from  Uie  contemplation  of 
her  felicity  all  the  gratification  of  heart  and  peace  of 
mind  which  he  so  well  deserves,  is,  I  am  persuaded,  our 
united  wish.  So,  let  us  drink  their  healths,  and  wish 
them  prolonged  life,  and  every  blessing  I " 

Mr.  Pickwick  oonchided  amidst  a  whirlwind  of  ap- 
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plauae ;  and  onoe  more  were  the  lungB  of  the  saperoumer- 
aries,  under  Mr.  Weller's  command,  brought  into  active 
and  efficieut  operation.  Mr.  Wardle  proposed  Mr.  Pick- 
wick ;  and  Mr.  Pickwick  proposed  the  old  lady.  Mr. 
Snodgrass  proposed  Mr.  Wardle,  and  Mr.  Wardle  pro- 
posed Mr.  Snodgrass.  One  of  the  poor  relations  pro- 
posed Mr.  Tupman,  and  the  other  poor  relation  proposed 
l^fr.  Winkle ;  and  all  was  happiness  and  festivity,  until  the 
mysterious  disappearance  <^  both  the  poor  relations  be- 
neath the  table,  warned  the  party  that  it  was  time  to  adjourn. 

At  dinner  they  met  again,  after  a  five-and-twentj  mile 
walk,  undertaken  by  the  males  at  Wardle's  recommen- 
dation, to  get  rid  of  the  effects  of  the  wine  at  breakfast. 
The  poor  relations  had  kept  in  bed  all  day,  with  the  view 
of  attaining  the  same  happy  consummation  ;  but,  as  they 
had  been  unsuccessful,  they  stopped  there.  Mr.  Weller 
kept  the  domestics  in  a  state  of  perpetual  hilarity ;  and 
the  fat  boy  divided  his  time  into  small  alternate  aUot- 
ments  of  eating  and  sleeping. 

The  dinner  was  as  hearty  an  afiair  as  the  breakfast, 
and  was  quite  as  noisy,  without  the  tears.  Then  came 
the  dessert  and  some  more  toasts.  Then  came  the  tea 
and  coffee  ;  and  then,  the  ball. 

The  best  sitting-room  at  Manor  Farm  was  a  good,  long, 
dark-panelled  room  with  a  high  chimney-piece,  and  a 
capacious  chimney,  up  which  you  could  have  driven  one 
of  the  new  patent  cabs,  wheels  and  all.  At  the  up- 
per end  of  the  room,  seated  in  a  shady  bower  of  holly 
ind  evergreens,  were  the  two  best  fiddlers,  and  the  only 
harp,  in  all  Muggleton.  In  all  sorts  of  recesses,  and  on 
all  kinds  of  brackets,  stood  massive  old  silver  candlesticks 
with  four  branches  each.  The  carpet  was  up,  the  can- 
lies  burnt  bright,  the  fire  blazed  and  crackled  on  the 
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hearth ;  apd  merrj  voices  and  light-hearted  laught^  rang 
through  the  room.  If  any  of  the  oM  English  yeomea 
had  turned  into  fiuries  when  thej  died,  it  was  just  the 
pbce  in  whidi  they  would  have  held  their  revels. 

If  anythmg  eouM  have  added  to  the  interest  of  this 
agreeable  scene,  it  would  have  been  the  remarkable  fiiet 
of  Mr.  Pickwick's  appearing  wi^out  Ms  gaiters,  for  the 
first  time  within  the  memory  of  his  oldest  friends. 

"  You  mean  to  dance  ?  **  said  "Wardle. 

«  Of  course  I  do,"  replied  Mr.  Pickvrick.  «  Don't  yo« 
see  I  am  dressed  fbr  the  purpose  ?**  Sdr.  Pickwick 
called  attention  to  his  speckled  silk  stockings,  and  smartly 
tied  pumps. 

^  Tau  in  silk  stockings !  **  excUiimed  Mr.  Tupman  jo« 
oosely. 

**  And  why  not,  sir  —  why  not  ?  **  said  Bfr.  Pickwidc, 
taming  warmly  upon  him. 

"  Oh,  of  course  there  is  no  reason  why  you  shouldn't 
wear  them,"  responded  Mr.  Tupman. 

"  I  imagine  not,  sir  —  I  imagine  not,"  said  Mr.  Pick« 
wide  in  a  very  peremptory  tone. 

Mr.  Tupman  had  contemplated  a  laugh,  but  he  found 
it  was  a  serious  matter ;  so  he  looked  grave,  and  said 
Hiey  were  a  very  pretty  pattern. 

^  I  hope  they  are,"  eald  Mr.  Pickwick,  fixing  his  eyes 
upon  his  fHend.  '<Tou  see  nothing  extraordinary  in 
these  stockings,  as  stockings,  I  trust,  sir?" 

**  Certainly  not — oh,  certwnly  not,"  replied  Mr.  Tup* 
man.  He  walked  away;  and  Mr.  Pickwick's  counte« 
nance  resumed  its  customary  benign  expression. 

"  We  are  all  ready,  I  believe,"  said  Mr.  Pi<^wick,  who 
was  stationed  with  the  old  lady  al  t!ie  top  of  the  dance, 
and  had  already  made  four  fidse  starts,  in  his  excessive 
anxiety  to  commence. 
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Up  straok  the  two  fiddles  and  the  ooe  harp,  and  off 
went  Mr.  Pickwick  into  hands  acrofiB  when  there  was 
t  general  dapping  of  hands,  and  a  cry  of  ^  Stop,  stop ! " 

^WhAfs  the  matter?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  was 
onljr  brought  to  by  the  fiddles  and  harp  desisting,  and 
Qould  have  been  stopped  bj  no  other  earthfy  power,  if 
tJie  house  had  been  on  fire* 

^  Where's  Arabella  Allen  ?  "  cried  a  dozen  yiMces. 

*"  And  Winkle  ?  "  added  Mr.  Tnpman. 

*^  Here  we.  are  I  **  exclaimed  ihat  gentleman,  emeig- 
lag  with  his  pretty  companion  fixun  the  comer ;  as  he 
did  so,  it  would  haye  been  hard  to  tell  which  was  the 
redder  in  the  face,  he  or  the  young  lady  with  the  black 
eyes. 

^  What  an  extraordinary  thing  it  is.  Winkle,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick,  rather  pettishly, ''  that  you  couldn't  have  taken 
your  place  before." 

^  Not  at  all  extraordinary,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  a  very  expressive 
smile,  as  his  eyes  rested  on  Arabella;  ^well,  I  don't 
know  that  it  uhu  extraordinary,  either,  after  alL" 

However,  there  was  no  time  to  think  more  about  the 
mattery  for  the  fiddles  and  harp  began  in  real  earnest 
Away  went  Mr.  Pickwick  —  hands  across  —  down  the 
middle  to  the  veiy  end  of  the  room,  and  half-way  up  th^ 
chimney,  back  again  to  the  door  —  poussette  every^ere 
— *  loud  stamp  on  the  ground  —  ready  for  the  next 
couple  —  off  again  —  all  the  figure  over  once  more  — 
another  stamp  to  beat  out  the  time  —  next  couple,  and 
the  next,  and  the  next  again  —  never  was  such  going  I 
At  last,  after  they  had  reached  the  bottom  of  the  dance, 
and  full  fourteen  couple  after  Uie  old  lady  had  retired  in 
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an  exhausted  state,  and  die  dergjrman's  wife  had  been 
sabstitated  in  her  stead,  did  that  gentleman,  when  there 
was  no  demand  whatever  on  his  exertions,  keep  perpet* 
uallj  dancing  in  his  place,  to  keep  time  to  the  mnsic : 
smiling  on  his  partner  all  the  while  with  a  blandness  of 
demeanor  which  baffles  all  description. 

Long  before  Mr.  Pickwick  was  wearj  of  dancing,  the 
Dewlj-married  couple  had  retired  from  the  scene.  There 
was  a  glorious  supper  down-stairs,  notwithstanding,  and 
a  good  long  sitting  ailer  it;  and  when  Mr.  Pickwick 
awoke,  late  the  next  morning,  he  had  a  confbsed  recol- 
lection of  hayings  severallj  and  confidentiallj,  invited 
somewhere  about  five-and-forty  people  to  dine  with  him 
at  the  Gkorge  and  Viilture,  the  verj  first  time  thej  came 
to  London ;  which  Mr.  Pickwick  rightlj  considered  a 
pretty  certain  indication  of  his  having  ti^en  S(nnething 
besides  exercise,  on  the  previous  night 

^  And  so  your  family  has  games  in  the  kitchen  to-night, 
my  dear,  has  thejr  ?  **  inquired  Sam  of  Emma. 

**  Yes,  Mr.  Weller,"  replied  Emma  5  **  we  always  have 
on  Christmas-eve.  Master  wouldn't  n^ect  to  keep  it 
up,  on  any  account" 

•*  Tour  master's  a  wery  pretty  nodon  of  keepin*  any^ 
thin'  up,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Weller;  **!  never  see 
such  a  sensible  sort  of  man  as  he  is,  or  such  a  reglar 
gen'l'm'n." 

**  Oh,  that  he  is ! "  said  the  fkt  boy^  joining  in  the  con- 
versation; *^ don't  he  breed  nice  pork  I"  and  the  &t 
jouth  gave  a  semi-cannibalic  leer  at  Mr.  Weller,  as  he 
thought  of  the  roast  legs  and  gravy. 

**  Oh,  you've  woke  up,  at  last,  have  you  ?  "  said  Sam. 

The  fat  boy  nodded. 

''  ni  tell  you  what  it  is,  young  boa-constructer,"  said 
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Mr.  Wdler,  impressivelj ;  "  if  70a  don't  sleep  a  Uttk 
less,  and  exercise  a  little  more,  wen  jod  comes  to  be  a 
man,  joull  lay  jonrself  open  to  the  same  sort  of  personal 
inconwenience  as  was  inflicted  on  the  old  gen'l'm'n  as 
wore  the  pigtaiL** 

^  What  did  thej  do  to  him  ?  **  inquired  the  &t  boj,  in 
a  faltering  voice. 

"  I'm  »-goin'  to  tell  joa,"  replied  Mr.  Weller ;  ^  he  was 
one  o'  the  largest  patterns  as  was  ever  turned  out  — 
r^lar  fat  man,  as  hadn't  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  own 
shoes  for  five-and-forty  year." 

^  Lor*  I "  exclaimed  Emma. 

^  No,  that  he  hadn't,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  ^  and 
if  you'd  put  an  exact  model  of  his  own  legs  on  the  dinin' 
table  afore  him,  he  wouldn't  ha'  known  'em.  Well,  he 
always  walks  to  his  office  with  a  wery  handsome  gold 
watch-chain  hanging  out,  about  a  foot  and  a  quarter,  and 
a  gold  watch  in  his  fob-pocket  as  was  worth  —  I'm  afbdd 
to  say  how  much,  but  as  much  as  a  watch  can  be  —  a 
large,  ready,  round  manafacter,  as  stout  for  a  watch,  as 
he  was  for  a  man,  and  with  a  big  face  in  proportion. 
'You'd  better  not  carry  that  'ere  watch,'  says  the  old 
gen'l'm'n's  friends,  *you11  be  robbed  on  it,'  says  they. 
*  Shall  I  ? '  says  he.  *  Yes,  will  you,'  says  they.  *  Veil,' 
says  he, '  I  should  like  to  see  the  thief  as  could  get  this 
here  watch  out,  for  I'm  blessed  if  lever  can,  it's  such  a 
tight  fit,'  says  he  ;  *  and  venever  I  wants  to  know  what's 
o'clock,  I'm  obliged  to  stare,  into  the  bakers'  shops,'  he 
says.  Well,  then  he  laughs  as  hearty  as  if  he  was 
a-goin'  to  pieces,  and  out  he  walks  ag'in  with  his  pow- 
dered head  and  pigtail,  and  rolls  down  the  Strand  vith 
the  chain  hangin'  out  furder  than  ever,  and  the  great 
round  watch   almost  bu'stin'  through  his  gray  kersey 
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tmalls.  There  warttH  a  pidqpocket  in  all  Lod^oq  ae 
didn't  take  a  pnll  at  tiMtt  ehain,  bat  die  diain  'od  never 
break,  aod  the  watch  'nd  never  come  out,  bo  they  sooa 
got  tired  0^  dragging  aueh  a  heavy  old  genTm'n  akmg 
the  pavement,  and  he'd  go  home  and  laugh  till  the  pi^ 
(ail  wibrated  like  the  pendeilnm  of  a  Dutch  ck)ck.  At 
last,  one  day  the  old  genl'm'n  was  a-roltin'  along,  and  he 
sees  a  pickpocket  as  he  knoVd  by  sight,  a-oomin'  up, 
arm  in  arm  vith  a  little  boy  vith  a  wery  hurge  head. 
^  Here's  a  game,'  says  the  old  genTm'n  to  himself^ 
*thej''re  a-goin'  to  have  another  try,  but  it  won't  do!* 
So  he  begins  a-chucklin*  wery  hearty,  wen,  all  of  a  sud- 
den,  the  little  boy  leaves  hold  of  the  pickpocket's  arm, 
and  rushes  headforemost  straight  into  die  old  gen'l'm'n's 
stomach,  and  for  a  moment  doubles  him  right  up  vith 
the  pain.  < Murder  I'  says  the  old  gen'l'm'n.  ^AU 
right,  sir,'  says  the  pickpocket,  a-wisperin'  in  his  ear. 
And  wen  he  come  stttdght  ag^in,  the  watch  and  chain 
was  gone,  and  what's  worse  than  that,  the  old  gen'Pm'n% 
digestion  was  all  wrong  ever  artervards,  to  the  wery  last 
day  of  hit  life ;  so  just  yon  look  about  you,  young  feller^ 
and  take  oare  you  don't  get  too  fat." 

Ab  Mr.  WeUer  concluded  this  moral  tale,  widi  which 
the  fkt  boy  appeared  much  afibcted,  they  all  three  re- 
paired to  the  large  kitchen,  in  which  the  family  were  by 
this  time  assembled,  according  to  annual  custom  on 
Christmas-eve,  observed  by  old  Wardle's  forefathers  from 
time  immemorial. 

From  the  oentre  of  the  ceiling  of  tliis  kitchen,  M 
Wardle  bad  just  suspended,  with  his  own  hands,  a  huge 
branch  of  misletoe,  and  tins  same  branch  of  misletoe 
instantaneously  gave  rise  to  a  seene  of  general  and  most 
detightfbl  struggling  and  confiisioai  in  the  midst  of 
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vhioh|  Mr.  Piokwick,  with  a  gallantry  tbat  would  hare 
done  honor  to  a  descendant  of  Ladj  Tollimglower  her> 
self,  took  the  old  ladj  bj  the  hand,  led  her  beneath  the 
mystic  branch,  and  saluted  hw  in  all  courtesy  and  de- 
corum. The  old  lady  submitted  to  this  .piece  of  practical 
politeness  with  all  the  dignity  which  befitted  so  importaoi 
and  serious  a  solemnity,  ^ut  the  younger  ladies,  not  be- 
ing so  thoroughly  imbued  with  a  superstitious  veneration 
for  the  custom  :  or  imagining  that  the  value  of  a  salute 
is  very  much  eahaaeed  if  it  cost  a  little  trouble  to  obtain 
it:  screamed  and  struggled,  and  ran  into  comers,  and 
threatened  and  remonstrated,  and  did  everything  but 
leave  the  room,  until  some  of  the  less  adventurous  gei^ 
tlemen  were  on  the  point  of  desisting,  when  they  all  at 
once  found  it  useless  to  resist  any  longer,  and  submitted 
to  be  kissed  with  a  good  grace.  Mr.  Winkle  kissed  the 
young  lady  with  the  black  eyes,  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  kissed 
Emily,  and  Mr.  Weller,  not  being  particular  about  the 
form  of  being  under  tl^e  misletoe,  kissed  Emma  and  the 
other  female  servants,  just  as  he  caught  them.  As  to 
the  poor  relations,  they  kissed  everybody,  not  even  ex- 
cepting the  pliuner  portion  of  the  young-lady  visitors, 
who,  in  their  excessive  confusion,  ran  right  under  the 
misletoe,  S8  soon  as  it  was  hung  up,  without  knowing 
it  I  Wiu^le  stood  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  surveying 
tiie  whole  scene,  with  the  utmost  satisfaction ;  and  tlie 
Bit  boy  took  the  opportunity  of  appropriating  to  his 
owu  use,  and  summarily  devouring,  a  particularly  fine 
mince-pie,  tiiat^had  been  carefuUy  put  by,  for  somebody 
else.  .• 

I7ow,  {he  screaming  had  subsided,  and  faces  were  in  a 
glow,  and  curls  in  a  tangle,4md  Mr.  Pickwick,  ailer  kiss- 
ing the  old  lady  as  before  mentioned,  was  standing  under 
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the  mistletoe,  looking  witii  a  very  pleased  countenance  on 
all  that  was  passing  around  him,  when  the  young  ladj 
with  the  blade  eyes,  afler  a  little  whispering  with  the 
other  young  ladies,  made  a  sudden  dart  forward,  and 
putting  her  arm  round  Mr.  Pidewick's  neck,  saluted 
him  affectionately  on  the  left  cheek;  and  before  Mr. 
Pickwick  distinctly  knew  what  was  the  matter,  he  was 
surrounded  by  the  whole  body,  and  kissed  by  every  one 
of  them. 

It  was  a  pleasant  thing  to  see  Mr.  Pickwick  in  the 
centre  of  the  group,  now  pulled  this  way,  and  then  that, 
and  first  kissed  on  the  chin,  and  then  on  the  nose,  and 
then  on  the  spectacles :  and  to  hear  the  peals  of  laughter 
which  were  raised  on  every  side ;  but  it  was  a  still  more 
pleasant  thing  to  see  Mr.  Pickwick,  blinded  shortly  after- 
wards with  a  silk  handkerchief,  falling  up  against  the 
waU,  and  scrambling  into  comers,  and  going  through  all 
the  mysteries  of  blind-man's-buff,  with  the  utmost  relish 
for  the  game,  until  at  last  he  caught  one  of  the  poor  re- 
•  lations,  and  then  had  to  evade  the  blind-man  himself 
which  he  did  with  a  nimbleness  and  agility  that  elidted 
the  admiration  and  applause  of  all  beholders.  The  poor 
relations  caught  the  people  who  they  thought  would  like 
it ;  and  when  the  game  flagged,  got  caught  themselves. 
When  they  were  all  tired  of  blind-man's-buff,  there  was 
a  great  game  at  snapdragon,  and  when  fingers  enouf^ 
were  burned  with  that,  and  all  the  raisins  were  gone, 
they  sat  down,  by  the  huge  fire  of  blazing  logs,  to  a 
•ubotantial  supper,  and  a  mighty  bowl  of  wassail,  some- 
thing smaller  than  an  ordinary  wash-fiouse  oopper,  in 
which  the  hot  apples  were  hissing  and  bubbling  with  a 
rich  look,  and  a  jolly  sound,  that  were  perfectly  irro- 
nstible. 
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«  This,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  round  him,  « this 
is,  indeed,  comfori." 

**  Our  inrariable  onstom,*  replied  Mr.  Wardle.  "  Every- 
body sits  down  with  us  on  Christmas-eve,  as  you  see  them 
now  —  servants  and  all ;  and  here  we  wait,  until  the  dock 
strikes  twelve,  to  usher  Christmas  in,  and  beguile  the 
time  with  forfeits  and  old  stories.  Trundle,  my  boy,  rake 
up  the  fire." 

Up  flew  the  bright  ^aii^s  in  myriads  as  the  logs  were 
stirred.  The  deep  red  blaze  sent  forth  a  rich  glow,  that 
penetrated  into  the  furthest  comer  of  the  room,  and  cast 
its  cheerful  tint  on  every  face. 

"  Come,"  said  Wardle,  "  a  song  —  a  Christmas  song  I 
ril  give  you  one,  in  default  of  a  better." 

"  Bravo  I "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

«  Fill  um"  cried  Wardle.  •*  It  will  be  two  hours,  good, 
before  you  see  the  bottom  of  the  bowl  through  the  deep 
rich  color  of  the  wass^ ;  fill  up  all  round,  apd  now  for 
the  song." 

Thus  saying,  the  merry  old  gentleman,  in  a  good,  round, 
sturdy  voice,  commenced  without  more  ado : 


A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

I  OABB  not  fbr  Spring;  on  his  fickle  wing 

Let  the  bloesoniB  and  bads  be  borne: 

He  wooe  them  amain  with  hia  treacheroos  rate. 

And  he  ecatters  them  ere  the  mom. 

AnJnooula&telf,  he  ibMnri  not  Umael^ 

Nor  his  own  changing  mind  an  hoar, 

He*Il  smile  in  jour  face,  and,  with  wiy  grimaoa, 

He*ll  wither  yonr  jonngest  flower. 

Let  the  Summer  sun  to  his  bright  home  nm. 
He  shall  never  be  sought  bj  me; 
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Whea  he*8  dimmed  by  a  doad  I  can  Imgti  aWa4» 

And  care  not  how  inlky  he  be! 

For  his  darling  child  is  the  madness  wild 

That  sports  in  fierce  Afvet*»  taaain; 

And  when  love  is  too  Strang,  it  don*t  last  loof 

As  many  have  found  to  their  pain. 

A  nAd  harvest  sight,  by  the  taoquil  Ught 

Of  the  modest  and  gende  moon,  . 

Has  a  fiur  sweeter  sheen,  for  me,  I  ween 

Than  the  broad  and  unblushing  noon. 

Bat  efv*ery  leaf  awakana  my  griel^ 

As  it  lieth  beneath  the  tree; 

So  let  Autumn  air  be  never  so  &ir. 

It  by  no  means  agrees  with  me. 

But  my  song  I  troll  out,  for  CBBXsziiAa  stoilt, 

The  hearty,  the  true,  and  the  bold; 

A  bumper  I  drain,  and  with  might  and  midn 

Give  three  cheers  for  this  Christmas  old  I 

We*ll  usher  hiw  in  with  a  mer^  din  * 

That  shall  gladden  his  joyous  heart. 

And  we*ll  keep  him  up,  while  there*8  bite  or  sop^ 

And  in  fellowship  good,  we*ll  part 

In  his  fine  honest  pride,  he  scorns  to  hide 

One  jot  of  his  hard-weather  scars; 

They're  no  disgrace,  for  there's  much  the  same  tnae 

On  the  cheeks  of  our  bravest  tars. 

Then  again  I  sing  till  the  roof  doth  ring, 

And  it  eehoes  from  wall  to^wall*— 

To  the  stout  old  wight,  fidr  welcome  to-night, 

As  the  Kii^  of  the  Seasons  alll 


This  song  was  tMmaltiiiottsly  applauded'*^  fi>r  frienda 
and  dependeatB'inake  a  capita  anidieii«e  — -"and  the  poor 
relatioiiv  espedallj,  were  in  perfect  ecsta^iea  of  rapture. 
Again  was  the  fire/jn>|)lenifthed,.aod  >»gftip  .ment  the  was* 
Bail  round. 

^  How'it  snows'I'*  said  one  of  Hie  men^  in  a  low  tone. 
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"Snows,  does  it?"  said  Wardle. 

*^  Rough,  cold  nighty  sir,''  replied  the  man ;  ^  and  there's 
a  wind  got  up,  that  drifts  it  across  the  fields,  in  a  Htddk 
white  cloud." 

"What  does  Jem  say? "  inquired  the  old  lady.  **There 
a'n't  anything  the  matter,  is  there  ?  " 

**  No,  no,  mother,"  replied  Wardle ;  "  he  says  there's 
a  snow-drift,  and  a  wind  that's  piercing  cold.  I  should 
know  that,  by  the  way  it  rumbles  in  the  chimney." 

"  Ah ! "  said  the  old  lady,  "there  was  just  such  a  wind, 
and  just  such  a  fall  of  snow,  a  good  many  years  back,  I 
recollect — just  five  years  before  your  poor  father  died. 
It  was  a  Christmas-eve,  too ;  and  I  remember  that  on 
that  very  night  he  told  us  the  story  about  the  goblins 
that  carried  away  old  Grabriel  Grub." 

**  The  story  about  what  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Oh,  nothing  —  nothing,"  replied  Wardle.  **  About  an 
old  sexton,  that  the  good  people  down  here,  suppose  to 
have  been  carried  away  by  goblins." 

"  Suppose ! "  ejaculated  the  old  lady.  "  Is  there  any- 
body hardy  enough  to  disbelieve  it?  Suppose !  Haven't 
you  heard  ever  since  you  were  a  child,  that  he  was  car- 
ried away  by  the  goblins,  and  don't  you  know  he  was  ?  " 

"  Very  well,  mother,  he  was,  if  you  like,"  said  Wardle, 
laughing.  "  He  was  carried  away  by  goblins,  Pickwick ; 
and  there's  an  end  of  the  matter." 

**  No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  not  an  end  of  it,  I 
assure  you ;  for  I  must  hear  how,  and  why,  and  all  about 
it" 

Wardle  smiled,  as  every  head  was  bent  forward  to  hear ; 
and  filling  out  the  wassidl  with  no  stinted  hand,  nodded  a 
health  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  began  as  follows :  — 

But  bless  our  editorial  heart,  what  a  long  chapter  we 
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have  been  betrayed  into !  We  bad  quite  forgotten  all 
such  petty  restrictions  as  chapters,  we  solemnly  declare. 
So  here  goes,  to  give  the  goblin  a  fair -start  in  a  new  one! 
A  clear  stage  and  no  favor  for  the  goblinsi  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  if  you  please. 
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CHAPTER  XXDL 

THE  8T0BT  0¥  THB  GOBLINS  WHO  8TOI*B  ▲  SBXTOB 

'*  In  an  old  abbey  town,  down  in  this  part  of  the 
countiy,  a  long,  long  while  ago  —  80  long,  that  the  storj 
must  be  a  true  one,  because  our  great  grandfathers^ 
implidtlj  believed  it — there  officiated  as  sexlon  and 
graye-di<;ger  in  the  church-jard,  one  Grabriel  Grub.  It^ 
bj  no  means  follows  that  because  a  ma^  is  a  sexton,  and 
constantly  surrounded ,  by  emblems  of  mortality,  there- 
fore he  should  be  ^a  morose  and  melancholy  man,;  your 
undertakers  are  the  merriest  fellows  in  the  world ;  a^d 
I  once  had  the  honor  of  being  on  intimate  terms  with  & 
i&ute,  who  in  priyate  life,  and  off  di^lj^  wfts  as  ooibical 
and  jocose  a  little  fellow  as  eyer  chirped  out  a  devil- 
may-care  9Qng,  without  a  ^^tch  in  his,  memoryi  or 
drained  o^  the  contents  of  a  good  stiff  gla/ss  without 
stopping  for.  breath.  But,  notwithsjyi^ing  these  prece- 
dents to  the  contrary,  Gabriel  Grub  was  an  iU-con-^ 
ditioned,  carossrgrainedy  sur^  fellow  —  a  morose  and, 
lonely  man,  who  conbcjirted  with  nobody  but  himself,  and 
an  ol^  wicker  bottle  which  fitted  mto  his  laige  deep 
waistcoat  pocket — and  who  eyed  each  merxy  fiuse,  as  it 
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passed  him  by,  with  such  a  deep  scowl  of  malice  and 
ill-humor^  as  it  was  difficult  to  meet  without  feeling  some- 
thing the  worse  for. 

<<  A  little  befbre  twiHght,  one  Christmas-eye,  Gabriel 
shouldered  his  spade,  lighted  his  lantern,  and  betook 
himself  towards  the  old  chmth- yard ;  for  he  had  got  a 
grave  to  finish  ^bjr  n^  morning, 'and  feding  Terj  low, 
he  thought  it  might  nuse  his  spirits,  perhaps,  if  he  went 
on  with  his  work  at  once.  As  he  went  his  way,  up  the 
ancient  street,  he  saw  the  cheerful  light  of  the  blazing 
fires  gleam  through  the  old  casements,  and  heard  the 
loud  laugh  and  the  cheerful  shouts  of  those  who  were 
assembled  around  them ;  he  marked  the  bustHng  prepa- 
rations for  next  day's  cheer,  and  smelt  the  numerous 
savory  odors  consequent  thereupon,  as  they  steamed  up 
firom  the  kitchen  windows  in  clouds.  All  this  was  gall 
and  wormwood  to  the  heart  of  Gabriel  Grub ;  and  when 
groups  of  children  bounded  out  of  the  houses,  tri|>ped 
across  the  road,  and  were  met,  before  they  could  knock 
at  the  opposite  door,  by  half  a  dozen  curly-headed  little 
rascals  who  crowded  round  them  as  they  flocked  up- 
stairs to  spend  the  evening  in  their  Christmas  games, 
Gkbriel  smiled  grimly,  and  clutched  the  handle  of  his 
spade  with  a  finner  grasp  as  he  thought  of  measles^ 
scarlet  fever,  thrush,  hooping-cough,  and  a  good  many 
other  sources  of  consolation  besides. 

<*  In  this  happy  frame  of  mind,  Gabriel  strode  along: 
returning  a  short,  sullen  growl  to  the  good-humored 
greetings  of  such  of  his  neighbors  as  now  and  then 
passed  him:  until  he  turned  into  the  dark  lane  which 
led  to  the  churoh-yard.  Now,  Gabriel  had  been  looking 
forward  to  readiing  the  dark  lane,  because  it  was,  gener- 
ally speaking,  a  nice,  gloomy,  mournful  place,  into  whiob 
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tlie  towBB-people  did  not  mnch  care  to  go,  except  in 
broad  daylight,  and  when  the  sun  was  shining ;  cons^ 
quentlj,  he  was  not  a  little  indignant  to  hear  a  young 
urchin  roaring  oat  some  jolly  song  about  a  merry  Christ- 
mas, in  this  very  sanctuary,  which  had  been  called  Coffin 
Lane  ever  since  the  days  of  the  old  abbey,  and  the  time 
of  the  sharen-headed  monks.  As  (Sabriel  walked  on, 
and  the  roice  drew  ne^ber,  he  found  it  proceeded  from  a 
small  boy,  who  was  hurrying  along,  to  join  one  of  the 
little  parties  in  the  old  street,  and  who,  partly  to  keep 
himself  company,  and  partly  to  prepare  himself  for  the 
occasion,  was  shoutgig  out  the  song  at  the  highest  pitch 
of  his  lungs.  So  Gabriel  waited  until  the  boy  came 
up,  and  tlwn  dodged  him  into  a  comer,  and  rapped  him 
over  the  head  with  his  lantern,  Ave  or  six  times,  to  teach 
him  to  modulate  his  voice.  And  as  the  boy  hurried  away 
with  his  hand  to  his  head,  singing  quite  a  different  sort 
of  tune,  Gabriel  Grub  drackled  very  heartily  to  himself^ 
and  entered  the  church-yard :  locking  the  gate  behind  him* 
^  He  took  off  his  coat,  put  down  his  lantern,  and  get- 
ting into  the  unfinished  grave,  woriLcd  at  it  for  an  hour 
or  so  with  right  good  will.  But  the  earth  was  hardened 
with  the  frost,  and  it  was  no  very  easy  matter  to  break 
it  up,  and  shovel  it  out ;  and  although  there  was  a  moon, 
it  was  a  very  yoftng  one,  and  shed  little  light  upon  the 
grave,  which  was  in  the  shadow  of  the  church.  At  any 
other  time,  these  obstacles  would  have  made  Gabriel 
Grub  very  moody  and  miserable,  but  he  was  so  well 
pleased  with  having  stopped  the  small  boy's  singing,  that 
he  took  little  heed  of  the  scanty  progress  he  had  made, 
and  looked  down  into  the  grave,  when  he  had  finished 
work  for  the  night,  with  grim  satisfaction :  nmnnuring 
as  he  gathered  up  his  things : 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


10  POSfTHDMGUS'PAFEBS  OF 

Bmve  lodgiagt  in  <me»  braire  4<48|ig8  for  oae, 
A  few  feet  of  cold  earth,  when  life  is  done; 
A  stone  at  the  head,  a  stone  at  the  feet, 
A^rkh,  Jtdcj' mMl 'l»r<  thd*  worm»to^«ait; 
Bttak  gmm  om  hMd«  ani  du»pekigr«ro«iii 
Brave  lodgings  for  one,  these,  in  holy  gronndl 


<<  <  Ho  I  ho  ]  *  bu^ghed  Gakrid- Grub,  a»  he  sat  hiiMKir 
d^wft  on  a  flal  tombstone^  wM(^<it«s.  a^  fiivonte  rostii^ 
place  of  his ;  and  drew  forth  hk  wraker  bottkx  *  A 
Qsffidatt  Christmas  1    A  Chri8toias4x>Xk     Hollrol  hoi' 

<<<H6!  hoi  hoT  r^ieatod  avoice  whichwrandeddose 
b6hh)dhiBi»  ^ 

^  Gi^Mnel  paused  in  «ome  alarm,  in  the  aet  of  raising 
ihfi  wieker  bottle  to  his  lipr:  and  lo^Eed.nmnd.  The 
bottom  of  the  oldest  grave  about  him  was  not  more  stiU 
and  quiet  than  the  chureb-jard  in  the  pale  moonlight 
The  oM  hoarfrost  glistened  on  the  tombataiieBy  aad 
spfyrUed  like  rows  of  gems  aAux^  the  stone  carvings  of 
tbe  old  chucck  The  snow  laj  hard  and .  crisp  upon  the 
giound^aiid  spread  over  the  thickij  strewn  mounds  of 
earth,  sawhStetaod  smoethr a  covers  that  itaeemed ' as  if 
ODrpsealajthere^,  hidden  only,  by  their  winding  sheetSi 
Not  the'fiuatesl'rustfebvdie  thepsolbund  tnoquilKlT^of^ 
tbO'SalecnR.soeQei  Sound i itself  apfiearedteblfrfroseD 
1^  aUtwaa  so '06ld  btid  stilL 

<<  < It  was*  the;  ecbees;  said  Gabi&Bl  GnibyiiBiang 4ke 
bottle  to  his4i|ps-agabj 

^  *  It-waeifiot^^  said  a^dd^'veice. 

**  Gabriel  stavted  (up^.aiui  B(aodiroeted  t^thb  8pot<witli' 
astomshtnent^and  terror;  for  his  ejes  reeMd'cMif  aibm' 
thtti  mad^  bis  blood  run  cold^' 

^  Seated  on  an  upright  ton^stooe,  dose  to  bun,  wis  a 
strange  uneartlilj  figure,  whom  Gabriel  fell  at  cooey  Wat- 
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Q0t  beuag  of  tbis.wodd*.  Hi»  long:  &ot«gtfc  l^p.wliifik 
might  have  reached  thei  gnHmdt.were  ooeked  upland 
qrQ0$ed  aAer  ^  quaiat,  fantaatic  faduoa ;  his  uqbwj  aims 
were  bare ;  and  Ms  hands  reAted^on  his  knees.  On  his 
sbcHTty  if^ipid,  bodj^,he  wore  a  close  covering,  omaoieoted 
with  small  slashes ;  a  short  cloak  dangled  at  hia  back ; 
tha  collar  WHS  cut  into  coiaoua  peaka  which  served  the 
goblin  in  lieu  of  mff  or  neckerchief;  and  his.  shoes 
curled'upi^tr^tlie  toap  into  lofig. points.  On  hiahead  he 
woi^  a  bnQB4-bnm]aed  8|lgal^loaf  haty  garnished  witk  a 
single,  feat^,,  The  hat/waa  covered  with  thi9  winte 
^t;  and)4ie:g9hlia'loQked(aaif.  ha  had  sat  on  thesaiBA 
tpmbfitone,ver7'Oa]nlbrta^l7«fQr  two  or.  three  bundled 
jfiMXB^  9«  waf .  sitting  per^tly  still ;  Us  tongas  was 
put  op^  as/  if.  ini  derision;, and  be  waa  griiKung  9k 
Gabriel  Grub  with  such  a  grin' as  onfy. a  goblin!  ooidd 
ca^,upk 

<'<It  wa^  if0|  tbe;ephpas»'  said  the  goblin; 

<' Gabriel  Grub  was.  pamly^^  and;  could  mate  no 
reply. 

<<<  What  doj«oii  da  bere  on  Chrisima#-eve?'Baid;th« 
gpbUn,  slfffi^. 

^  <  I;  came  to.  dig  a  graven  sir/,  stammeped  GabiM 
Grubr 

^'WhatimanwiMiders  among  graves  and  ^churdiprds 
01^  snqh  a-niglit  as  Uiis? '  cried  the  gpblia.  ^ 

<^<6abrie)  Qrab4  Gabriel  Gp^V  scvevned^a  wiU 
chorus  of  voices  that  seemed  to  fill  the  churchj^iuiAf 
Gabriel  looked.  £ew&%,  roond^-"  nothing  waS'tebe 


^'What  have  you  got  in  that  bottle?'  said  tha 
goUin. 

^ '  Hollands,  sii^'  replied  the  sexton,  trembling  nK»a 
than  ever ;  for  he  had  bought  it  of  the  smugglers^  and 
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he  thought  that  perhaps  his  questioner  might  be  m  the 
excise  department  of  the  gobHns. 

^^  Who  drinks  Holhuids  alone,  and  in  a  chnrdi-jard, 
on  sQch  a  night  as  this  ?*  said  the  goblin. 

<<' Gabriel  Grub!  Gabriel  Grub !' exclaimed  tlie  will 
voices  again. 

^  The  goblin  leered  malidouslj  at  the  terrified  textoa, 
and  then  raising  his  voice,  exdaimed : 

*<  <  And  who,  then,  is  our  Mr  and  lawful  prise? ' 

''To  tills  inquiry  the  invisible  diorus  replied,  in  a 
strain  that  sounded  like  tiie  voices  of  many  dioristers 
singing  to  the  mighty  swell  of  the  old  church  organ  ^-  a 
strain  that  seemed  borne  to  the  sexton's  ears  upcm  a 
wild  wind,  and  to  die  away  as  it  passed  onward  — but 
the  burden  of  the  reply  was  stOl  the  same,  ^Gkbriel 
Grub!  Gabriel  Grub ! ' 

**  The  goblin  grinned  a  broader  grin  than  before,  as  he 
said,  'Well,  Gk^briel,  what  do  you  say  to  fliis ?' 

'^  Hie  sexton  gasped  for  breath. 

"'What  do  you  think  of  this,  Gabriel ? *  said  the  gob- 
Un,  kicking  up  his  feet  in  the  air  on  either  side  of  the 
tombstone,  and  looking  at  the  tumed-up  points  with  as 
much  complacency  as  if  he  had  been  contemplating  the 
most  fashionable  pair  of  Wellingtons  in  aU  Bond  Street 

"'It's-— it's^ — veiy  curious,  dr,*  replied  the  sexton, 
half  dead  with  fright;  'very  curious,  and  very  pretty, 
but  I  think  Fll  go  back  and  finish  my  work,  nr,  if  yon 
please.' 

"'Work!'  said  the  goblin,  'what  work?' 

" '  The  grave,  sir;  making  the  grave,'  stammered  the 
sexton. 

"'  Oh,  the  grave,  eh?'  s^d  the  goblin;  'who  makes 
graves  at  a  time  when  all  other  men  are  merry,  and 
takes  a  pleasure  in  it  ? ' 
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^  Again  the  mysterkms  Yoioes  replied^  *  Gabriel  Grubl 
Gabriel  Grab  I' 

^  Tm  afraid  my  fnends  want  jou,  Grabriel,'  said  the 
goblin,  thrusting  his  tongue  &rther  into  his  cheek  than 
ever  —  and  a  most  astonishing  tmigue  it  was; — ^Fm 
afraid  mj  iriends  want  jou,  GabrieV  said  the  goblin. 

^ '  Under  favor,  sir,'  replied  the  horror-stricken  sexton, 
^  I  don't  think  they  can,  sir ;  they  don't  know  me,  sir ;  I 
don't  think  the  graitlemen  have  ever  seen  me,  sur.' 

^^  ^  Oh  yes  they  have^'  replied  the  goblin ;  *  we  know 
the  man  with  the  sulky  &ce  and  the  grim  soowl,  that 
came  down  the  street  to^iigfat,  throwing  hia  evil  looks  at 
the  children,  and  grasinng  his  borying  spade  the  tighter. 
We  know  the  man  who  struck  the  boy  in  the  envious 
malice  of  his  heart,  because  the  boy  could  be  merry,  and 
he  could  not    We  know  him,  we  know  him.' 

'^  Here,  the  goblin  gave  a  loud  shrill  laugh,  which  the 
echoes  returned  twenty-fold :  and  throwing  his  l^s  up 
in  the  air,  stood  upon  his  head,  or  rather  upon  the  very 
point  of  his  sugar-loaf  hat,  on  the  narrow  edge  of  the 
tombstone :  whence  he  threw  a  summerset  with  extraor- 
dinary agility,  r^t  to  the  sexton's  fbet,  at  which  he 
planted  himself  in  the  attitude  in  which  tailors  generally 
sit  upon  the  shop-board. 

^  *  I —  I  — ^  am  afraid  I  must  leave  yon,  mr,'  said  the 
sexton,  making  an  effort  to  move. 

^  ^  Leave  us  I '  said  the  goblin,  ^  Gabriel  Grab  going 
to  leave  us.     Ho !  ho  I  ho ! ' 

^  As  the  goblin  laughed,  the  sexton  observed,  for  one 
instant,  a  brilliant  illumination  within  the  windows  of  the 
church,  as  if  the  whole  building  were  lighted  up ;  it  dis* 
appeared,  the  organ  pealed  fordi  a  Uv^y  air,  and  whole 
troops  of  gobMns,  the  veiy  oounterpart  of  the  first  oiiei 
VOL.  m. 
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poarefl  nfto  tte  ditfrdi-Tard,  und  b^an  flaying  aft  loap- 
(rog  with  the  tombstones :  nerer  stopping  fbr  An  faratant 
to  take  breath,  but  ^  overing '  the  highest  among  them, 
one  alter  the  other,  with  l&e  most  mairellons  dexterity. 
The  first  goblin  was  a  most  astonieihing  lesper,  and  none 
of  the  others  coaM  oome  near  hhn ;  even  in  the  extremi- 
tf  «f  bis  tfflCTor  the  sexton  ooold  not  help  observing,  that 
while  his  Mends  w«re  oontenft  to  ^p  over  the  common* 
sized  gravestonee,  the  <h^  one  too^  the  '^asAly  vaults, 
Itotk  raiMngs  and  all,  wifli  aft  much  ease  as  if  they  had 
hma  so  many  street  posls. 

^  At  last  thn  ganoe  reached  to  a  most  exciting  pitdh; 
tte  4irgaB  played  quicker  and  ^nidcer ;  and  the  gobBns 
leaped  fas«er  #nd  ^uter :  •ooflhig  themselves  up,  rolling 
head  ovier  heels  upon  the  gmnnd,  «nd  bounding  over  the 
tombstones  like  fbot-bafls.  The  «exton*s  braSn  whirled 
mund  wich  (ibe  mpidity  of  the  motion  he  beheld,  and  his 
1^  reeled  beneath  him,  as  the  tpirits  flew  bdbre  his 
eyes:  when  Ae  goMhi  king,  suddenly  darting  towards 
him,  Uud  Us  hand  upon  his  <)oIlar,  and  eunk  with  him 
tiir«iigh  the  earth. 

^WheB  Gabriel  Grub  had  had  time  to  fttch  his 
breath)  whfoh  the  rapiiBty  of  his  descent  had  for  the 
moment  taken  away,  he  found  himself  in  what  appeared 
to  be  a  large  ea^m^  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  crowds 
of  goblins,  ugly  and  grim ;  in  the  centre  d  the  room,  oQ 
an  elevaied  seat,  was  stationed  his  friend  of  the  church- 
yard ;  and  close  beside  him  stood  Gabriel  Grub  himself 
without  the  power  of  moticm. 

^<Cold  to-night,*  said  the  kmg  of  the  gobfins,  *tery 
eold.    A  glass  of  something  warm,  here !  * 

<<  At  this  eommand,  half  a  dozen  officious  goblins.  With 
a  peipalual  smile  upon  their  feces,  whom  Gabriel  Grtib 
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tmagiiied  to  be  oonrtiers^  on  that  Acoonnt,  hastiV  diMf* 
peared,  and  pveseatfy  retornad  with  a  goblet  of  liquid 
fire,  .which  they  presented  to  the  king.  .,    r. 

-^^  ^Ah  I '  cried  the  gobliq,  whoae  cheeks^  and.  jthioat 
were  tran^arent,  as  he  tossed  down  the  flamey  ^  Thia 
warms  Qne»  indeedl  Bring  a  bumper  of  the  same^^or 
Mr.Gn*.' 

^  It  was  in  vain  for  the  unfortunate  sextoi  to  piotMl 
that  he  was  aot  in  the  habit  of  .taking  ;iu^tbi^  wacm  at 
flight;  one  of  the.goUins  held  him  while  another  .poiv^d 
the  blazing  liquid  down  his  thsoati  the  w^iole  assemblf 
screeched  with  langM^r  as  ha  coughed  and  chokedy  and 
wiped  awaf  the  tears  which  gushed  {deiiitiln%  from  his 
eyes,  after  swallowii^  the  burning  draught 

^* '  And  now  *  said  the  king,  fikotasticallj  pddng  ihe  ta* 
per  comer  of  his  sugar-loaf  hat  into  the  sexton^  ejOi 
and  thereby  .oecaaioning  him  the  most  exquisite  pain: 
<  Ajod  Aow  show  the  man  of  misery  and  gloom,  a  ftw  of 
the  pictures  from  our  great  store-house  I ' 

^  As  the  goUin  said  this,  a  thick  cloud  which  obsenred 
the  remoter  end  ef  the  earem,  rolled  gradually  awa^ 
and  disclosed,  apfwrendy  at  a  great  distance,  a  small  and 
scantily  furnished,  l>ut  neat  and  dean  apartment.  A 
crowd  of  Ijttle  children  were  gathered  round  a  bright  fire, 
dinging  to  their  mother's  gown,  and  gambolUng  aixwnd 
her  chair.  The  mother  occasionally  rose,  and  drew  aaida 
the  wmdow^curtaiUf  as  if  tp  look  for  some  expected  ob« 
jieci ;  a  fri^gal  meal  w^  needy  ^read  upon  the  table ; 
and  an  elbow-chair  was  placed  near  the  fire.  A  knodk 
was  heard  at  the  door :  the  mother  opened  it^  and  the 
children  crowded  round  her,  and  clapped  their  handa 
(or  joy,  as  their  fisUher  entered*  He  wae  wet  and  weary^ 
and  shook  the  snpw  from  hii9  garments,  as  the  ebildrea 
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erowded  round  him,  and  seizing  his  doak,  hat,  stick,  and 
gloves,  with  busy  zieal,  ran  with  them  from  the  room. 
Then,  as  he  sat  down  to  his  meal  before  the  fire,  the 
children  climbed  about  his  knee,  and  the  mother  sat  bj 
his  side,  and  all  seemed  happiness  and  comfort 

^  But  a  diange  came  up<m  the  view,  almost  imper- 
ceptibly. The  scene  was  altered  to  a  small  bedroom^ 
where  the  fidrest  and  youngest  child  lay  dying;  the 
roses  had  fled  from  his  cheek,  and  the  light  from  his  eye; , 
and  even  as  the  sexton  looked  upon  him  with  an  interest 
he  had  never  felt  or  known  before,  he  died.  His  young 
brothers  and  sisters  crowded  round  his  Httle  bed,  and 
seized  his  tiny  hand,  so  cold  and  heavy ;  but  they  shrunk 
back  from  its  touch,  and  looked  with  awe  on  his  infant 
face ;  for  calm  and  tranquil  as  it  was,  and  sleeping  in 
rest  and  peace  as  the  beautiful  child  seemed  to  be,  they 
saw  that  he  was  dead,  and  they  knew  that  he  was  an 
Angel  looking  down  upon,  and  blessing  them,  from  a 
bright  and  happy  heaven. 

^  Again  the  light  doud  passed  across  the  picture,  and 
again  the  subject  changed.  The  Anther  and  mother  were 
oM  and  helpless  now,  and  the  number  of  those  about 
Ihem  was  diminished  more  than  haLP;  but  content  and 
cheerfulness  sat  on  every  &ce,  and  beamed  in  every  eye, 
as  Uiey  crowded  round  the  fireside,  and  told  and  Hstened 
to  old  stories  of  earlier  and  bygone  days.  Slowly  and 
peacefully,  the  father  sunk  into  the  grave,  and,  soon  afUsr, 
the  sharer  of  all  his  cares  abd  troubles  followed  him  to  a 
place  of  rest  The  few,  who  yet  survived  them,  kndt 
by  their  tomb,  and  watered  the  green  turf  which  covered 
it  with  their  tears ;  then  rose,  and  turned  away :  sadly 
and  mournfully,  but  not  with  bitter  cries,  or  despiuring 
lamentations,  for  they  knew  that  they  should  one  day 
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meet  again ;  and  once  more  they  mixed  with  the  bosj 
world,  and  their  content  and  cheerfulness  were  restored* 
The  cloud  settled  upon  the  picture,  and  concealed  it  from 
the  sexton's  view. 

^<  What  do  70a  think  of  thaif*  said  the  goblin,  turn- 
ing his  large  face  towards  Grabriel  Grub. 

^  Grabriel  murmured  out  something  about  its  being  veiy 
prettj,  and  looked  somewhat  ashamed,  as  the  goblin  bent 
his  fiery  eyes  upon  him. 

** '  Tau  a  miserable  man  I  *  sidd  the  goblin,  in  a  tone 
of  excessive  ccmtempt  ^  You ! '  He  appeared  disposed 
to  add  more,  but  indignation  choked  his  utterance,  so  he 
lifted  up  one  of  his  very  pliable  legs,  and  flourishing  it 
above  hb  head  a  little,  to  insure  his  aim,  administered  a 
good  sound  kick  to  Gabriel  Grub;  immediately  after 
which,  all  the  goblins  in  waiting,  crowded  round  the 
wretched  sexton,  and  kicked  him  without  mercy :  accord- 
ing to  the  established  and  invariable  custom  of  courtiers 
upon  earth,  who  kick  whom  royalty  kicks,  and  hug  whom 
royalty  hugs. 

^  <  Show  him  some  more ! '  said  the  king  of  the  gob- 
lins. 

**  At  these  words,  the  doQd  was  again  dispeDed,  and  a 
rich  and  beautifiil  landscape  was  disclosed  to  view— ^ 
there  is  just  such  another,  to  this  day,  within  half  a  mile 
of  the  old  abbey  town.  The  sun  shone  from  out  the 
clear  blue  sky,  the  water  sparkled  beneath  his  rays,  and 
the  trees  looked  greener,  and  the  flowers  more  gay,  be- 
neath his  cheering  influence.  The  water  rippled  on, 
with  a  pleasant  sound ;  the  trees  rustled  in  the  light  wind 
that  murmured  among  their  leaves ;  the  birds  sung  upon 
the  boughs ;  and  the  laric  carolled  on  high,  her  welcome 
to  the  morning.  Yes,  it  was  morning :  the  bright,  balmy 
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mor^ng  of  sununer;  the  minutest  lec^  the  i^mall^ 
blade  of  grass,  was  instinc^  with  life.  The  ant  crep^ 
forth  to  her  daily  toil,  the  butterfly  fluttered  and  basked 
in  the  warm  rays  of  the  sun ;  myriads  o^  insects  spread 
their  transparent  wings,  and  reyeUed  in  their  brief  but 
hj[4>py  existence.  Man  walked  forth,  elated  with  the 
scene ;  an^  all  was  brightness  tofd  splendor. 

^  ^  Tau  fi  miserable  man !'  said  die  king  of  the  go1;h 
lins,  in  a  more  contemptuous  tone  than  Jbetfore.  And 
i^^aip  the  king  of  Uie  goblins  gave  his  leg  f  flopriah ; 
again  it  descended  on  the  shoulders  of  the  sexton ;  aa^ 
a^in  the  attendant  goblinp  imitated  the  example  of  their 
chief. 

f^  Mi  id  cajine,  and  many  a 

lesson  »,  who,  although   his 

shoulde  the  frecjuent  .applica- 

tions oi  with  an  interest  tha^ 

nothing  bat  men  who  worke^ 

har(^  a  1  with  lives  of  labor, 

were  d  to  the  most  ignorant, 

the  sweet  face  of  nature  was  a  never-failing  source  of 
cheerfulness  and  joy.  He  saw  those  who  had  been  ^el* 
icately  nurtured,  and  tenderly  brought  up,  cheerful  i^der 
privations,  and  superior  to  suffering,  jthat  would  h^ve 
crushed  many  of  a  router  graip,  because  they  lK>re 
withip  their  own  bosoms  the  ipaterials  of  happiness,  opn- 
tentment,  and  peace.  He  saw  that  women,  the  tenderest 
and  most  ^gile  of  all  God's  creatures,  were  the  oftenest 
superior  to  sorrow,  ad.versity,  uid  distress ;  and  )ie  saw 
that  it  was  ^cause  they  bore,  in  their  own  hearts,  an  in- 
exhaustible well-spring  of  afleotion  and  devotion.  Above 
all,  he  saw  that  men  like  himself  who  snarled  at  the 
mirth  and  cheerfulness  of  others,  were  the  foulest  wee^ 
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on  the  &ir  surface  of  the  earth ;  and  settinjg  all  the  good 
of  the  world  iEigaineet  the  evil,  he  came  to  the  oonclusioQ 
that  it  was  a  verj  decent  and  respectable  sort  of  world 
afler  all.  No  sooner  had  he  formed  it,  than  the  cloud 
which  had  closed  over  the  last  picture,  seemed  to  settle 
on  his  senses,  and  lull  him  to  repose.  One  bj  one,  the 
goblins  faded  from  his  sig&t ;  and  as  the  last  one  disap- 
peared, he  sunk  to  sleep. 

^  The  dajr  had  broken  when  Gabriel  6rub  awoke^  and 
Ibund  himself  lying,  "**  ^"^  t«««4T»  ^«  ^i^^  ««♦  »«».»^«^^»^ 
to.  the  church-yard,  ^ 
his  side,  and  his  coat, 
bjr  the  last  night's  £ 
stone  on^  which  he  ht 
Dolt  upright  before 
worked,  the  night  b 
began  to  <Ioubt  the 
Acute  pain  in  his  si 
assik^  him  that  me 
not  ii^eal.    He  was  s 
ces  of  footsteps  in  t 
played  kt  leap-frog  t 
Accounted  for  tiiis  1 
iMtj  being  saints,  \ 
rion  behind  them, 
wen  as  he  could^  for 
the  frost  off  hii^  coal 
ards  the  town. 

**  But  he  was  an  altered  man^  and  he  could  not  bear 
die  thought  of  returning  to  a  place  where  his  repentance 
would  be  sc6fi^  at,  and  his  reformation  disbelieved.  He 
Kbsitated  t6r  Ji  tiir  momenta ;  iaA  then  tumea  awav  to 
firiuiaiir  Mer^  be  kdigh't;  an^  seek  his  tir^  elsew&erel 
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^  Th6  ^teiD^  the  spade,  and  the  widc^r-bottle  were 
found,  that  day,  in  the  drarch-jard.  There  were  a  great 
many  speculations  about  the  sexton's  fate,  at  first,  but  il 
was  speedily  determined  that  he  had  been  carried  awaj 
hj  the  goblins ;  and  there  were  not  wanting  some  very 
credible  witnesses  who  had  distinctly  seen  him  whisked 
through  the  air  on  the  back  of  a  chestnut  horse  blind  of 
one  eye,  with  the  hind-quarters  of  a  lion,  and  the  tail  of 
a  bear.  At  length  all  this  was  devoutly  believed ;  and 
the  new  sexton  used  to  exhibit  to  the  curious,  for  a  trifling 
emolument,  a  good-azed  piece  of  the  church  weathercock 
which  had  been  accidentally  kicked  off  by  the  foresaid 
horse  in  his  aerial  flight,  and  picked  up  by  himself  in  the 
church-yard,  a  year  or  two  afterwards. 

**  nnfortunately,*these  stories  were  somewhat  disturbed 
by  the  unlooked-for  reappearance  of  Gabriel  Grub  him- 
self, some  ten  years  afWwards,  a  ragged,  contented,  rheu- 
matic old  man.  He  told  his  story  to  the  clergyman,  and 
also  to  the  mayor ;  'and  in  course  of  time  it  b^an  to  be 
received,  as  a  matter  of  history,  in  which  form  it  has 
continued  down  to  this  very  day.  The  believers  in  the 
weathercock  tale,  having  misplaced  their  confidence  once, 
were  not  easily  prevailed  upon  to  part  with  it  again,  so 
ihey  looked  as  wise  as  they  could,  shrugged  their  shoul- 
ders, touched  their  foreheads,  and  murmurtil  something 
about  Grabriel  Grub  having  drank  all  the  Hollands,  and 
then  fallen  asleep  on  the  flat  tombstone ;  and  they  affect- 
ed to  explain  what  he  supposed  he  had  witnessed  in  the 
goblin's  cavern,  by  saying  that  he  had  seen  the  world, 
and  giown  wiser.  But  this  opinion,  which  was  by  no 
means  a  popular  one  at  any  time,  gradually  died  <^;  and 
be  the  matter  how  it  may,  as  Gabriel  Grub  was  afflicted 
with  rheumatism  to  the  end  of  his  days,  this  story  has  at 
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least  one  moraly  if  it  teach  no  better  one  —  and  that  is, 
that  if  a  man  tarn  sulky  and  drink  bj  himself  at  Christ- 
mas time,  he  may  make  up  his  mind  to  be  not  a  bit  the 
better  for  it ;  let  the  spirits  be  never  so  good,  or  let  them 
be  even  as  many  d^rees  beyond  proof,  as  those  whidi 
Gabriel  Grub  saw  in  the  goblin's  cayem.'* 
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CHAFTEB  XXX. 

BOW  THE  PI0KWICKIAK8  MADE  AND  CULTIYATBD  THE 
ACQUAINTANCE  OF  A  COUPLE  OP  NICE  TOUNQ  MEM 
BELONOINO  TO  ONE  OF  THE  LIBERAL  PROFESSIONS  ; 
flow  THET  DISPORTED  THEMSELVES  ON  THE  ICE; 
AND  HOW  THEIR  FIRST  VISIT  CAME  TO  A  CONCLU- 
SION. 

''Well  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  that  iavored 
serritor  entered  his  bedchamber  with  his  warm  water, 
on  the  morning  of  Christmas-daj,  '^  Still  fros^  ?  ** 

^  Water  in  the  wash-hand  basin's  a  mask  o'  ioe,  sir,** 
responded  Sam. 

"  Severe  weather,  Sam,**  observed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Fine  time  for  them  as  is  well  wropped  up,  as  the 
Polar  Bear  said  to  himself,  ven  he  was  practising  his 
skating,"  replied  Mr.  Weller. 

*^  I  shaU  be  down  in  a  quarter  of  an  hoar,  Sam,"  said 
Mr.  Pickwick,  untying  his  nightcap. 

**  Wery  good,  sir,"  replied  Sam.  «  There's  a  couple  (f 
Sawbones  down  stairs." 

^  A  couple  of  what  ?  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  sitting 
up  in  bed. 

^  A  couple  o'  Sawbones,"  siud  Sam. 

^What's  a  Sawbones?"  inquired  Mr.  Pidcwick,  not 
quite  certain  whether  it  was  a  live  animal,  or  something 
to  eat. 
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"Whafcl  don't  yqu  know  what  a  S^wbon^is,,^?'' 
inquired  Mr.  Weller ;  <<  I  thought  pverjhody  loiow'd  i^ 
a  Sawbones  was  a  Surgeon." 

'<  Oh,  a  Surgeon,  eh  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick  with  a  smile. 

^  Just  that,  sir,"  repUed  Sam.  ^  These  h^re  ones  as  is 
bebw,  though,  a^'^  ^reg'lar  thqrougb-bred  Sawbones; 
they're  only  in  tnuninV 

^  Inpther  words,  they've  M)e4^cal  ^deojts,  I  soppof^  ?** 
said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

Sam  Weller  nodded  assent. 

^  I  am  gjlad  of  il,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  casting'his  nights 
cap  energetically  on  the  connterpao^e.  ^  They  are  fii^ 
jTellows;  very  fine  fellows;  with  judgments  matured  by 
observation  and  rejQection ;  and  tastes  refined  by  reading 
and  study.    I  am  very  glad  of  it." 

"  They're  a-smokin'  dg^urs  by  .tb^  kitchen  fire,"  said 
Sam. 

''Ah I"  observed  Mr.  Pickwick,  rubbing  his  hand% 
''overflowing  with  kindly  feelings  and  animal  spirits^ 
Just  what  I  like  to  see!" 

"  And  one  on  'em  "  said  Sam,  not  noticing  his  masljer^^ 
mterruption,  "  one  on  'em's  got  his  legs  on  the  table,  and 
is  a  drinkin'  brandy  neat,  vile  the  tother  one  —  hi^  in 
the  barnacles  —  has  got  a  barrel  o'  oysters  atween  his 
jknee9,  wich  he's  a-openin'  like  steam,  wad  as  fiist  as  he 
eats  'em,  he  takes  a  aim  vith  the  shells  at  yo^ng 
dropsy,  ffy>'^  a-pittin'  c^own  ^p  asleep  in  the  chimbley 
comer." 

^  Eccentricities  of  gonius,  Sam,"  said  Mp.  Pickwick* 
''You  piay  retire." 

Sam  did  retire  accordingly;  Mr.  Pickwick,  at  the 
expiration  of  the  (jiiarter  of  an  hour,  went  down  t9 
breakfast. 
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""  Here  he  is  at  last ! "  said  old  Wardle.  "<  Pickwick, 
this  is  Miss  Allen's  brother,  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  —  Ben 
we  call  him,  and  so  may  you  if  you  like.  This  gentle- 
man is  his  very  particular  fHend,  Mr."  — 

^  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,**  interposed  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen ; 
whereupon  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  and  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen 
laughed  in  concert. 

Mr.  Pickwick  bowed  to  Bob  Sawyer,  and  Bob  Sawyer 
bowAd  to  Mr.  Pickwick;  Bob  and  his  very  particular 
fiiend  then  applied  themselves  most  assiduously  to  the 
eatables  before  them ;  and  Mr.  Pickwick  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  ^andng  at  them  both. 

Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  was  a  coarse,  stout,  thick-set 
young  man,  with  black  hair  cut  rather  short,  and  a  white 
face  cut  rather  long.  He  was  embellished  with  specta- 
cles, and  wore  a  white  neckerchief.  Below  his  single- 
breasted  black  surtout,  which  was  buttoned  up  to  his 
chin,  appeared  the  usual  number  of  pepper-and-salt 
colored  legs,  terminating  in  a  pair  of  imperfectly  pol- 
ished boots.  Although  his  coat  was  short  in  the  sleeves, 
it  disclosed  no  vestige  of  a  linen  wristband;  and  although 
there  was  quite  enough  of  his  face  to  admit  of  the  en- 
croachment of  a  shirt  collar,  it  was  not  graced  by  the 
smallest  approadi  to  that  appendage.  He  presented, 
altogether,  rather  a  mildewy  appearance:  and  emitted 
a  fragrant  odor  of  full-flavored  Cubas. 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  who  was  habited  in  a  coarse  blue 
coat,  which,  without  being  either  a  greatrcoat  or  a  sur- 
tout, partook  of  the  nature  and  qualities  of  both,  had 
about  him  that  sort  of  slovenly  smartness,  and  swagger- 
ing gait,  which  is  peculiar  to  young  gentlemen  who  smoke 
in  the  streets  by  day,  shout  and  scream  in  the  same  by 
night,  call  waiters  by  their  Christian  names,  and  do  varl- 
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CNK  other  acts  and  deeds  of  an  equaHj  fecedoas  descrip- 
tion. He  wore  a  pair  of  plaid  trousers,  and  a  large 
rough  double-breasted  waistcoat ;  and  out  of  doors,  car- 
ried a  thick  stick  with  a  big  top.  He  eschewed  gloves : 
and  looked,  upon  the  whole,  something  like  a  dissipated 
Bobinson  Crusoe. 

Such  were  the  two  worthies  to  whom  Mr.  Pickwick 
was  introduced,  as  he  took  his  seat  at  the  breakfast-table 
on  Christmas  morning, 

*^  Splendid  morning,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwick. 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  slightly  nodded  his  assent  to  the 
proposition,  and  asked  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  for  the 
mustard. 

^  Have  you  come  far  this  morning,  gentlemen  ?**  in- 
quired Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Blue  Lion  at  Muggleton,"  briefly  responded  Mr. 
Allen. 

^You  should  have  j<nned  us  last  night,"  siud  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

"So  we  shonW,"  replied  Bob  Sawyer,  **but  the 
brandy  was  too  good  to  leave  in  a  hurry :  wasn't  it, 
Ben?" 

"*  Certainly,"  said  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  ;  "  and  the 
eigars  were  not  bad,  or  the  pork-chops  either:  were 
they,  Bob?" 

"  Decidedly  not,"  said  Bob.  The  particular  fnenda 
resumed  their  attack  upon  the  breaJdiast,  more  freely 
than  before,  as  if  the  recoDection  of  last  night's  supper 
had  imparted  a  new  relish  to  the  meaL 

"  Peg  away.  Bob,"  said  Mr.  Allen  to  his  companion, 
enooura^ngly. 

*•  So  I  do,"  replied  Bob  Sawyer.  And  so,  to  do  him 
justice,  he  did. 
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^  Nothing  like  disseetingy.to  give  ope  ^  appetite^"  sail 
Mr.  Bob  Sawjer,  looking  round  the  t^ble. 

Mr.  Pickwick  slightly  shuddered. 

"Bj  the  hy,  Bob,"  said  Mr.  A,Uen,  '*have  yon  finr 
jlshed  that  leg  yet  ?  " 

^Nearly,"  replied  Sawyer,  helping  .hi^viqlf  to  haX 
a  fowl  as  h^  ^}ie.  ^Ifs  a  yeryjnuscsular  on^e  ftr  a 
0bild>." 

^  Is  it  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Allen,  carelessly. 

"  Very,"  said  Bob  Sawyer,  with  his  mouth  iulL 

^  Pve  put  my  name  down  for  an  arm,  at  por  place," 
said  M^.  Allen.  ^  We're  cluhbii^  ibr  a  subject,  and  the 
list  is  nearly  full,  only  we  can't  get  hold  of  any  fellow 
that  wants  a  head.    I  wish  you'd  take  it" 

'^  No,"  replied  Bob  Sawyer ;  '<  c^p't  sff<mi  expeasi^re 
luxuries." 

^  Nonsense ! "  said  Allen. 

"  Can't  indeed?"  rejcuned  Bob  Sawyer.  <<  I  wovldn't 
mind  a  brain,  but  I  couldn't  stand  a  whole  head." 

^  Hush,  hush,  g^tlemei^  pray^"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
**I  hear  the  ladies." 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  spoke,  the  ladies,  gallantly  eseortei 
by  l^essrp.  Snod^ra^  WmUe,  imd  Tupman,  returned 
from  a^  early  walk. 

*^  Why,  Ben  I "  said  Arabella,  in  a  tone  whieh  .ex- 
pressed more  suipriQe  than  pleas^^e  a;t  the  sight  of  her 
brother. 

^  Come  to  take  you  home  tp-morrow,"  replied  Ben* 
jamin. 

Mr.  Winkle  turned  pale. 

"Don't  you  see  Bob  Sawyer,  Arabella?"  inquired 
Mr.  Benjamin  AUen,  somewhat  reproachfully.  Arabella 
gracefully  held  out  her  hand,  in  acknowledgment  of  Bob 
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ftiwyer's  pifesence.  A  thriD  of  hatred  Strttck  to  iffr. 
Winkle's  heart,  as  Bob  Sawyer  itiflicted  on  the  proflfei^efl 
band  a  perceptible  squeeze. 

"  Ben  dear  I  *  said  Arabellia,  blushing ;  "  have — have 
—  you  been  introduced  to  Mr.  "Winkle  ?  * 

**  I  have  not  been,  but  I  shaftl  be  very  happy  to  be, 
Arabella,"  replied  her  brother  gravely.  Here  Mr.  Allen 
bowed  grimly  to  itr.  Winkle,  whfle  Mr.  Winkle  and  Mr. 
Bob  Sawyer  glanced  mutual  distrust  out  of  the  comers 
of  their  eyes^ 

Hk^  imiival  of  the  two  new  vidftors,  and  the  conse- 
quent check  upoA  Mt.  Winklfe  atod  the  young  lady  witJi 
the  fh^  round  her  bodts,  would  !n  ^  probability  have 
proved  a  very  unpleasant  ititehoiption  to  the  hilarity  di 
ftit  party,  had  not  the  cheerftllness  of  Mr.  PitAwick,  &nd 
flie  good  htunor  of  the  host,  been  exerted  to  the  very  tit- 
most  for  thfe  commoti  weal.  Mr.  Winkle  gradually  msin- 
o^t^d  himself  mto  the  good  graces  of  Mr.  Benjamin 
AUen,  and  even  joined  in  a  friendly  conversation  With 
Mr.  Bob  ^wyer ;  who,  cnHvefaed  with  tte  brandy,  aiid 
(he  breakfSist,  ahd  the  talking,  ghidually  ripeued  itito  iA 
state  of  extreniift  fkcetiousness,  and  relate  With  much 
glee  aki  iigreeabUe  anecdote,  about  th^  reihov^  of  a  tu- 
UMlit  on  BoitiiB  gehtleman's  head :  which  h^  ilhistnited 
by  means  of  an  oyster-knife  and  a  half-quartern  loaf,  to 
Ae  great  ^ification  of  the  assembled  company.  Ilieii, 
Ae  whole  train  went  to  church,  where  Mr.  Benjamitt 
Allen  fell  fast  asleep :  while  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  abstracted 
his  thoughts  from  worldly  matters,  by  the  higenious  pro- 
(iess  of  carving  his  name  on  the  seat  of  the  pew,  in  cor 
ptilent  letters  of  four  inches  long. 

^Now,"  teid  Wai^e,  after  a  substantial  lunch,  with 
liie  agreeable  items  of  Strotag  beer  and  cherry-brandy, 
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had  been  done  ample  justice  to ;  ^  what  saj  yon  to  an 
hoar  on  the  ice  ?    We  shall  have  plasty  of  time." 

^  Capital !  **  said  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen. 

"  Prime  I "  ejaculated  lir.  Bob  Sawyer. 

«  You  skate  of  course,  Winkle  ?  "  said  Wardle. 

«Ye  — yes;  oh,  yes;"  replied  Mr.  Winkle.  «I  — 
I  —  am  rather  out  of  practice." 

«  Oh,  (fo  skate,  Mr.  Winkle,"  said  Arabella.  « I  like 
to  see  it  so  much." 

^  Oh,  it  is  so  graceful,"  said  another  young  lady. 

A  third  young  la^  said  it  was  elegant,  and  a  fomrth 
expressed  her  opinion  that  it  was  ''swan-like." 

^  I  should  be  very  happy,  Fm  sore,"  said  Mr.  Winkle, 
reddening ;  ^  but  I  have  no  skates." 

This  objection  was  at  once  overruled.  Trundle  had  a 
couple  of  pair,  and  the  fat  boy  announced  that  there  were 
half-ardozen  more,  down-stairs :  whereat  Mr.  Winkle  ex- 
pressed exquisite  delight,  and  looked  exquisitely  uncom- 
fortable. 

Old  Wardle  led  the  way  to  a  pretty  large  sheet  of  ice$ 
and  the  &t  boy  and  Mr.  Weller,  having  shovelled  and 
swept  away  the  snow  which  had  fallen  on  it  during  the 
night,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  adjusted  his  skates  with  a  dexter- 
ity which  to  Mr.  Winkle  was  perfecUy  marvellous,  and 
described  circles  with  his  left  leg,  and  cut  figures  of 
eight ;  and  inscribed  upon  the  ice,  without  once  stopping 
for  breath,  a  great  many  other  pleasant  and  astonishing 
devices,  to  the  excessive  satisfaction  of  Mr.  Pickwidc, 
Mr.  Tupman,  and  the  ladies :  which  reached  a  pitch  of 
positive  enthusiasm,  when  old  Wardle  and  Benjamin 
Allen,  assisted  by  the  aforesaid  Bob  Sawyer,  performed 
some  mystic  evolutions  which  they  called  a  reel. 

All  this  time,  Mr.  Winkle,  with  his  fooe  and  hands 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THB  PICKWICK  CLUB.  2% 

bhie  with  the  oold,  had  been  forcmg  a  gimlet  into  the 
Boles  of  his  feet,  and  puttioig  his  skates  on,  with  the 
points  behhid,  and  getting  the  straps  into  a  very  com- 
plicated and  entangled  state,  with  the  assistance  of 
Mr.  Snodgrass,  who  knew  rather  less  about  skates  than 
a  Hindoo.  At  length,  howoTer,  with  the  assistance  of 
Mr.  Weller,  the  nnfortunate  skates  were  firmly  screwed 
and  badded  on,  and  Mr.  Winkle  was  raised  to  his  feet 

^  Now,  then,  sir,^  said  Sam  in  an  enoooraging  tone ; 
^  off  vith  yon,  and  show  'em  how  to  do  it.** 

^  Stop,  Sam,  stop ! "  said  Mr.  TVmkle,  trembling  yio- 
lently,  and  clutching  hold  of  Sam's  arms  with  the  grasp 
of  a  drowning  man.    ^  "How  slippery  it  is,  Sam  I  ** 

*^  Not  an  uncommon  thing  upon  ice,  sir,**  replied  Mr. 
Weller.    «  Hold  up,  sir  I " 

This  last  observation  of  Mr.  Weller's  bore  reference 
to  a  demonstration  Mr.  Winkle  made  at  the  instant,  of 
a  frantic  desire  to  throw  his  feet  in  the  air,  and  dash  the 
back  of  his  head  on  the  ice. 

^ These  —  these  —  are  very  awkward  skates;  aVt 
they,  Sam  ?  **  inquired  Mr.  Winkle,  staggering. 

^  I'm  afeerd  Uiere's  an  orkard  genTm'n  in  'em,  sir," 
replied  Sam. 

^Now,  Winkle,"  cried  Mr.  Pickwid^,  quite  uncon- 
scious that  there  was  anything  the  matter.  ^Gome; 
the  laiHes  are  all  anxiety." 

**  Tes,  yes,"  replied  Mr.  Wmkle,  with  a  ghastly  8mile> 
**  Fm  coming." 

^  Just  a-goin'  to  b^in,"  said  Sam,  endeavoring  to  dis* 
engage  hims^.    ^  Now,  sir,  start  off! " 

^  Stop  an  instant,  Sam,"  gasped  Mr.  Winkle,  clinging 
most  affectionately  to  Mr.  Weller.  ^  I  find  Fve  got  a 
couple  of  coats  at  home,  that  I  don't  want,  Sam.  You 
may  have  them,  Sam." 
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"^  ThmVe^  At,*"  repVifA  Mr.  WeUer. 

^  N^v^r  mind  touchipg  your  hat,  Sam,"  aaid  Bfir<  Wiot 
Ue,  bastilj.  ^  You  needn't  take  your  hand  away,  to  do 
tt^it  I  m^ant  to  haye  given  you  five  sbiUiiigs  tU« 
fnorning  fpr  a  CkriBtmaa^boxy  Saou  PU  giva  it*  you  tlai 
afiemoon,  Sam," 

^  You*ce  wary  good,  sir^*  replied  Mr,  Widler* 

*<  Jnst  hold  me  at  first,  Sain ;  will  you?''  aaid  Ma 
\V;in]|W  "^ There-- that's  right*  I  aball  SfMHi  get  in 
the  way  of  it,  Sam<    Not  too  fn^lt  Sam ;  not  too.  ftat'^ 

Mr*  WinUe,  stooping  forward  with  his  body  half 
doubled  up,  was  being  awsted  over  the  iee  by  Mr.  Web 
ler,  in  a  very  siqgular  and  un-fwan-like  manner,  when 
"Mrk  PickwidL  most  innooeatlj  ahoated  from  the  <^pont6 
bank: 

«  Sir?"  8ai4  Mr,  Waller- 

"  Here<    I  wunt  yoo." 

^  Let  go,  sir,"  said  Sam.  **  Dont  you  hear  the  gonret* 
noria-^allin*  ?     Let  go^  sir*" 

With  a  violenteSprt,  Mr*  Waller  disei^iaged  labmtX} 
from  the  grasp  of  the  agonized  Piekwickian ;  and,  in 
so  doing,  administered  a  considerable  impetus  to  the  un-i 
happy, Mr#  Wii^^le^  With  an  afioaraey  wU<rii  nadcgree 
of  desi^erity.op.praotiQe^QODld  have  insured,  that  unfi)?- 
tunate  gentleman  bore  swiftly  down  into  the  cettAre  of t 
the  Tteij  at  the  Yovy  monMnt  whim  Mr.  Bob.S^kwyer 
was  performing  a  flourish  of  unparalleled  beajn^  Mr* 
Winkle  struok:  wildly  against  him,  and  <wiih  a  loud  ^rash 
they  both  fell  heavily  down.  Mr.  Pickwick,  ran  to  tha 
spoL  Bob  Sawyer  had  risen  t^  his  feetr.bnt  Mr.  Win- 
kle was  ffr  too  wise .  to  do  anything  of  the  kind,  ia 
skates.     Ha  was  seated  on  the  ieoy  makii^  spasmodia 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  8  J 

efforts  to  smile ;  bat  angnish  was  depicted  on  eveiy  line- 
anient  of  his  oocnitenance* 

**  Are  70a  hnrt  ?  ^  inqaired'l&.  Benjamin  .^len,  with 
great  anxiety. 

^  Not' mddi,''  said  fflir.  "WinUe,  nibbing  bis  bade  very 
hard.  ^ 

^  I  wish  joa'd  let  me  bleed  yon,**  said'  Mr.  B^amiiii 
witli  great  eagerness. 

"No,  thank  yt>ii,"  repHed  Mr.  Winkle  hnrriedly. 

*^  really  think  yon  had  better,"  smd  Allen. 

«Thank  ytra,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle;  "Td  rather  not* 

*«  What  do  yon  think,  Mr.  Pickwick?"  inquired  Bob 
Sawyer. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  excited  and  indignant  He  beck- 
oned to  Mr.  Weller,  and  said  in  a  stem  voice,  ''Take 
Ins  skates  off!'' 

**  No ;  bnt  really  I  had  scarcely  begnn,"  remonstrated 
Mr.  Winkle. 

•TThke  his  skates  ofl^  repeated  Mr.  Pickwick  firmly. 

The  command  was  not  to  be  resisted.  Mr.  Winkle 
aM6wed  Sam  to  dbey  it,  in  silence. 

*^  Lift  him  up,**  said  Mr.  Pickwidc.  I%mi  assisted  him' 
to  rise. 

M^:  P^ckwicFr^tired  a  few  paces  apart  ftt>m  the  by« 
stind^rs ;  ahd,'  bedcbnihg  his  fi^end  to  approach,  fixed 
8^ searching nooFnpbn  him,  and  nttered  in  a  low,  but 
distinct  and  emphatic  tone,  thes^  remarkable  words : 

"Tbtt^re  a  htimbbg,  sir." 

^  A' what  P  •*  said'Mr.  Winkle,  staiting. 

*A  hmribtig,  fdfC  I  wifi  speak  plainer,  if  yon  vrish  it 
Ah  imp<mbr,  sir."* 

Wlthrth(6s^*w*fd^;\rt^.  PickwiA'tnrtied  sbwly  on  hit 
heel,  afld^r^iifedii^iiHend^. 
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Whilo  Mr.  Pickwick  was  delivering  himself  of  the 
sentiment  just  recorded,  Mr.  Weller  and  the  fiit  boy, 
having  hj  their  joint  endeavors  cut  out  a  slide,  were 
exercising  themselves  thereupcm,  in  a  very  masterly  and 
brilliant  manner.  Sam  Weller,  in  particular,  was  dis- 
playing that  beautiful  feat  of  &ncy-sliding  which  b  cur- 
rently denominated  '^  knocking  at  the  cobbler^s  door," 
and  which  is  achieved  by  skimming  over  the  ice  on  one 
foot,  and  occasionally  giving  a  twopenny  postman's  knock 
upon  it,  with  the  other.  It  was  a  good  long  slide,  and 
there  was  something  in  the  motion  which  Mr.  Pickwick, 
who  was  very  cold  with  standing  still,  could  not  help 
envying. 

^'  It  looks  a  nice  warm  exercise  that,  doesn't  it?"  he 
inquired  of  Wardle,  when  that  gentleman  was  dioroughly 
out  of  breath,  by  reason  of  the  indefatigable  manner  in 
which  he  had  converted  his  legs  into  a  pair  of  compasses, 
and  drawn  complicated  problems  on  the  ice. 

**Ah,  it  does,  indeed,"  replied  Wardle.  **Do  you 
slide?" 

^  I  used  to  do  so,  on  the  gutters,  when  I  was  a  bov*" 
replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

«  Try  it  now,"  said  Wardle. 

<<0h  do,  please,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  cried  all  the  ladies. 

"  I  should  be  very  happy  to  afford  you  any  amuse- 
ment," replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  <^  but  I  haven't  done  such 
a  thing  these  thirty  years." 

'^  Pooh  I  pooh  I  nonsense  I "  said  Wardle,  dragging  off 
his  skates  with  the  impetuosity  which  charaotarised  all 
his  proceedings.  '^  Here ;  I'll  keep  you  company ;  come 
along."  And  away  went  the  good-tempered  old  fellow 
down  the  slide,  with  a  rapidly  which  came  very  dose 
upon  Mr.  Weller,  and  beat  the  &t  boy  all  to  nothing. 
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Mr.  Pickwick  paused,  considered,  polled  off  his  gloves 
and  put  them  in  his  hat :  took  two  or  three  short  runs : 
baulked  himself  as  often ;  and  at  last  took  another  run, 
and  went  slowly  and  gravely  down  the  slide,  with  his 
feet  about  a  yard  and  a  quarter  apart,  amidst  the  grati- 
fied shouts  of  all  the  spectators. 

^  Keep  the  pot  a-bilin',  sir  I "  said  Sam ;  and  down 
went  Wardle  again,  and  then  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  then 
Sam,  and  then  Mr.  Winkle,  and  then  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer, 
and  then  the  fat  boy,  and  then  Mr.  Snodgrass,  following 
closely  upon  each  other's  heels,  and  running  after  each 
other  with  as.  much  eagerness  as  if  all  their  future  pros- 
pects in  life  depended  on  their  expedition. 

It  was  the  most  intensely  interesting  thing,  to  observe 
the  manner  in  which  Mr.  Pickwick  performed  his  share 
in  the  ceremony :  to  watch  the  torture  of  anxiety  with 
which  he  viewed  the  person  behind,  gaining  upon  him  at 
the  inuninent  hazard  of  tripping  him  up :  to  see  him 
gradually  expend  the  painfxil  force  which  he  had  put  on 
at  first,  and  turn  slowly  round  on  the  slide,  with  his  face 
towards  the  point  £nom  which  he  had  started :  to  contem- 
plate the  playful  smile  which  mantled  on  his  face  when 
he  had  accomplished  the  distance,  and  the  eagerness 
with  which  he  turned  round  when  he  had  done  so,  and 
ran  after  his  predecessor:  his  black  gaiters  tripping 
pleasantly  through  the  snow,  and  his  eyes  beaming 
cheerfulness  and  gladness  through  his  spectacles.  And 
when  he  was  knocked  down  (whidi  happened  upon  the 
average  every  third  round),  it  was  the  most  invigorating 
sight  that  can  possibly  be  imagined,  to  behold  him  gather 
up  his  hat,  gloves,  and  handkerchief,  with  a  glowing 
countenance^  and  resume  his  station  in  the  rank,  with  an 
ardor  and  enthusiasm  that  nothing  could  abate. 
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The  sport  was  at  its  height,  the  sliding  was  at  the 
quickest,  the  laughter  was^  at  the  loudest,  when  a  sharp 
smart  crack  was  heard,  liiere  was  a  quick  rush  towards 
the  hank,  a  wild  scream  ^m  the  ladies,  and  a  shout 
from  Mr.  Tupman.  A  large  mass  of  ice  disappeared ; 
the  water  huhhled  up  over  it ;  Mr.  Pickwick*s  hat,  gloves, 
and  handkerchief  were  floating  on  the  surface ;  and  this 
was  all  of  Mr.  Pickwick  that  anybody  could  seie. 

Dismay  and  anguish  were  depicted  on  every  counte* 
nance ;  the  males  turned  pale,  and  the  females  fiunted; 
Mr.  Snodgrass  and  Mr.  Winkle  grasped  each  other  by 
the  hand,  and  gazed  at  the  spot  where  their  leader  had 
gone  down,  with  frenzied  eagerness ;  while  Mr.  Tupman, 
by  way  of  rendering  the  promptest  assistance,  and  at  the 
same  time  conveying  to  any  persons  who  might  be  with- 
in hearing,  the  clearest  possible  notion  of  the  catastrophe, 
ran  off  across  the  country  at  his  utmost  speed,  screaming 
•*  Fire  !  **  with  all  his  might 

It  was  at  this  very  moment,  when  old  'W'ardle  and 
iSam  Weller  were  approaching  the  hole  with  cautious 
steps,  and  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  was  holding  a  hurried 
consultation  with  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  on  the  advisability  of 
bleeding  the  company  generally,  as  an  improving  little 
bit  of  professional  practice  —  it  was  at  this  very  moment 
that  a  face,  head,  and  shoulders  emerged  from  beneath 
the  water,  and  disclosed  the  features  and  spectacles  of 
Mr,  Pickwick. 

**]^eep  yourself  up  for  an  mstant — for  only  cne  in- 
stant," bawled  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

**  Yes,  do ;  let  me  implore  you  —  for  my  sake,**  roared 
Blr.  Winkle,  deeply  affected.  The  adjuration  was  rather 
unnecessary ;  the  probability  being,  that  if  Mr.  Pickwick 
had  declined  to  keep  himself^  up  for  anybody  else's  sake. 
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Hi  wpuld  l^ve  occurred  to  him  that  1^  miglf t  aa  well  dp 
i|0,  for  his  own. 

«Po  you  feel,  tjiie  bottom  there,  old  fellow  ?"  said 
Wardle. 

"  T^  qprtainlj,"  replied  Mn  Pickwick,  wiingijig.  th^ 
wat§r  froQ^  his  head  and  fitce,  and  gasping  for  breath. 
^  I  fell  upon  mj  back.  I  couldn't  get  on  my  feet  al 
first." 

Xhe  (^a^.upoD  so.  much  of  Mr.  Pickwick's  coat  as  was 
yet  yisible,  bore  testimgoy  to  the  accuracy  of  this  state- 
ment; and  as  the  fears  of  the  spectators  were  still  further 
re)iey,ed  by  the  fyi  ooy's  suddenly  recollecting  that  the 
ijrater  w^  nqwl^r^  q^re  than  47^  ^^^  ^^P»  prodigies 
of  v^or  w<ere  performed  to  get  him  out  After  a  vast 
quandly  of  qplfshingi  and,  qraf^g,  and  sfruggUng,  Mr. 
PickwidiL.  was  af  length  fair^  extricated  from  his  uiv 
pleasant  positioiv  and  qpce  more,  stood  on  dry  land« 

<<  Oh^  he'll  catch  his  4^  of  cold,"  said  EmUy. 

^Dear  old  thing! "  sfud  Arabella.  ^Let  me  wirap 
this  sjbiawl  round  you,  Mr.  Pickwick." 

^  J^iy  thafs  the  best  thing  you  can  do,"  said  Wardle; 
^  and  when  you've  got  it  on,  run  home  as  fast  as  youj^ 
legs  ca9,  carry  you,  apd  jump  into  bed  directly." 

A  dozen  sl^wls  were  offered  on  the  instant.  Thref^ 
or  four  of  the  thickest  having  been  selected,  Mr.  Pick* 
wick  w/w  nifrapped  up,  and  started  off,  under  the  guid^ 
a^ice  of  Ifr.  Weller :  presenting  the  singular  phenome- 
q(»n  of  an,  elderly,  gentleman,  dripping  wet,  and  witl^u^t 
a  hat|  with  his  anns  bound  down  to  his  sides,  skimming 
over  the  groun4>  without  any  clearly  defined  purpose,  a| 
|he,rate  of  six  good  English  miles  an  hour. 

But  Mr*  Pickwick  eared  not  for  appearances  in  spch 
in  extrep]i/g  case,  an^d  urged  on  by  Sam  Weller,  he  kept 
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at  the  very  top  of  his  speed  until  be  reached  the  door  of 
Manor  Farm,  where  Mr.  Tupman  had  arrived  some  five 
minutes  before,  and  had  frightened  the  old  lady  into  pal- 
pitations of  the  heart,  by  impressing  her  with  the  unal- 
terable convection  that  die  kitchen  chimney  was  on  fire 
—  a  calamity  which  always  presented  itself  in  glowing 
colors  to  the  old  lady's  mind,  when  anybody  abont  her 
evinced  the  smallest  agitation. 

Mr.  Pickwick  paused  not  an  instant  until  he  was  snug 
b  bed.  Sam  Weller  lighted  a  blazing  fire  in  the  room, 
and  took  up  his  dinner ;  a  bowl  of  punch  was  carried  up 
afterwards,  and  a  grand  carouse  held  in  honor  of  his 
safety.  Old  Wardle  would  not  hear  of  his  rising,  so 
they  made  the  bed  the  chiur,  and  Mr.  Pickwick  presided. 
A  second  and  a  third  bowl  were  ordered  in ;  and  when 
Mr.  Pickwick  awoke  next  morning,  there  was  not  a 
symptom  of  rheumatism  about  him:  which  proves,  as 
Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  very  justly  observed,  that  there  is 
nothing  like  hot  punch  in  such  cases :  and  that  if  ever 
hot  punch  did  fail  to  act  as  a  preventive,  it  was  merely 
because  the  patient  fell  into  the  vulgar  error  of  not 
taldng  enough  of  it 

The  jovid  party  broke  up  next  morning.  Breakings 
up  are  capital  things  in  our  school-days,  but  in  after  l^ 
they  are  painful  enough.  Death,  self-interest,  and  foi^ 
tune's  changes,  are  every  day  breaking  up  many  a  happy 
group,  and  scattering  them  far  and  wide ;  and  the  boys 
and  girls  never  come  back  again.  We  do  not  mean  to 
say  that  it  was  exactly  the  case  in  this  particular  in- 
stance ;  all  we  wish  to  inform  the  reader  is,  that  the  dif- 
ferent members  of  the  party  dispersed  to  their  several 
homes ;  that  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  fiiends  once  more 
look  their  seats  on  the  top  of  the  Muggleton  coach ;  and 
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Ihat  Arabella  Allen  repaired  to  her  place  of  defitinatknt 
wherever  it  might  have  been  —  we  ^we  say  Mr.  THnkie 
knew,  bat  we  confess  we  don't  —  under  the  care  and 
guardianship  of  her  brother  Benjamin,  and  his  most  iB- 
timate  and  particular  friend,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

Before  ihej  separated,  however,  that  gentleman  and 
Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  drew  Mr.  Pickwick  aside  with  an 
air  of  some  mystery ;  and  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  thrusting 
his  forefinger  between  two  of  Mr.  Pickwick's  ribs,  and 
thereby  displaying  his  native  drollery,  and  his  knowledge 
of  the  anatomy  of  the  human  frame,  at  one  and  the  same 
time,  inquired : 

**  I  say,  old  boy,  where  do  you  hang  out  ?** 

Mr.  Pickwick  replied  that  he  was  at  present  suspended 
at  the  Greorge  and  Vulture. 

"  I  wish  you'd  come  and  see  me,"  said  Bob  Sawyer. 

^  Nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure,"  replied 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  There's  my  lodgings,"  said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  pro- 
ducing a  card,  ^  Lant  Street,  Borough ;  it's  near  Guy's, 
and  handy  for  me,  you  know.  Little  distance  after  you've 
passed  Saint  Greorge's  Church  —  turns  out  of  the  High 
street  on  the  right  hand  side  the  way." 

*"  I  shall  find  it,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Come  on  Thursday  fortnight,  and  bring  the  other 
ohi^s  with  you,"  said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  ^  Fm  going  to 
have  a  few  medical  fellows  that  night" 

Mr.  Pickwick  expressed  the  pleasure  it  would  afford 
him  to  meet  the  medical  fellows ;  and  after  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer  had  informed  him  that  he  meant  to  be  very  cosy, 
and  that  his  fnend  Ben  was  to  be  one  of  the  party,  they 
shook  hands  and  separated. 

We  feel  that  in  this  place  we  lay  ourself  open  to  the 
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UkfUii^iib^stlMr  Mr.  Winkle  was  whisperings  duriag  tbit 
britf  conyersation,  to  Arabella  AQen :  and  if  so^  whal 
be  said  i  auA  fqriihermore,  whether  Mr.  Snodgrass  was 
ocoiversipg  apart  with  Emilj  Wardle:  and  if  so,  what 
he  said.  Ta  this,  we  reid^y  that  whatever  they  mi^t 
have  said  to  the  ladies,  they  said  nothing  at  all  to  Mr. 
Pickwiok  or  Mr.  Tupman  for  eight-and-twentj  milesy 
wad  that  thej  sig^ied  very  often,  refosed  ale  and  Iffaady^ 
and  looked  giloomy.  If  oar  observant  lady  readers  caa 
dckdhoe  anj  satisfiiMstaTy  inferences  from  these  hetB,  wa 
hag  them  t^  aU  means  to  do  so. 
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CHAPTER  XXXL 
wmoK  18  LLh  ABotrr  thb  law,  akd  suvdbt  obbav 

▲Uf  IIOBITIB8    LSASirBD  'rillCKJMK> 

ScATTBBSB  aboQt  in  Torkras  holes  and  oomers  of  tile 
Temple,  are  certain  dark  and  dirty  diambers,  in  and  dikl 
of  wkich,  all  the  nunnnng  in  Vacation,  and  half  the  evati* 
ing  too  in  Term  time,  Aere  may  be  seen  constant^  hm^ 
rying  with  bondkt  of  papers  under  their  arms,  and 
protruding  finom  their  poekets,  an  ahnoM  uninterrupted 
succession  of  Lawyers'  Glerk&  There  are  several  grades 
of  Lawyers'  Qerks.  There  is  die  Articled  Cleik,  who 
has  paid  a  premium,  and. is  an  attoni^  in  perspective, 
who  runs  a  tailor's  bill,  receives  invitations  to  parties, 
knows  a  £ataiily  in  Gower  Street,  and  another  in  T^vii^ 
todL  Square :  who  goes  out  of  town  every  Long  Yaca- 
tion  to  see  hi*  firtheiv  who  keeps  live  horees  innumerables 
and  who  is,  in  ah<»i,  the  very,  aristocrat  of  eierlu.  There 
is  the  salaried  derk— -out  ^  door,  or  in  door,  as  the  caM 
nay  be  —  who  devotes  the  mi^r  port  of  his  thirty  sfaB* 
lingB  a  we^  to  Us  personal  pleasore  and  adernmem^ 
repairs  half-price  to  the  Adelphi  Theatre  at  Ifeast  three 
times  a  week,  diaaipates  nogesticaUy  at  the  dder  cdkn 
afterwiirds,  and  is  a  dirty  caricature  of  the  fiisbion  iHdA 
eaqpired  six  months  aga  Ttere  is  the  middle-aged  cOpy<- 
bg  derk,  with  a  laige  fionily,  who  k  always  shabby,  and 
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often  drank.  And  there  are  the  office  lads  in  their  first 
Burtouts,  who  feel  a  befitting  contempt  for  boys  at  day- 
schools  :  dab  as  they  go  home  at  night,  for  saveloys  and 
porter:  and  think  there's  nothing  like  ^life.**  There 
are  varieties  of  the  genus,  too  nameroos  to  reci4>itii]ate» 
bat  however  numerous  they  may  be,  they  are  all  to  be 
seen  at  certain  regulated  business  hours,  harrying  to  and 
from  the  places  we  have  just  mentioned. 

These  sequestered  nooks  are  the  public  offices  of  tlie 
legal  profession,  where  writs  are  issued,  judgments  signed, 
declarations  filed,  and  numerous  other  ingenious  little 
machines  put  in  motion  for  the  torture  and  torment  of 
Elis  Majesty's  liege  subjects,  and  the  comfort  and  emolu- 
ment of  the  practitioners  of  the  law.  They  are,  for  the 
most  part,  low-roofed,  mouldy  rooms,  where  innumerable 
rolls  o£  pardbment,  which  have  been  perqsiring  in  secret 
for  the  last  century,  send  f<H:th  an  agreeable  odor,  which 
is  mingled  by  day  with  the  scent  of  the  dry  rot,  and  by 
nig^t  with  the  various  exhalations  which  arise  from  damp 
cloaks,  festering  umbrellas,  and  the  coarsest  tallow  candles. 

About  half-past  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  some 
ten  days  or  a  fi^rtnight  after  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  friends 
jretiumed  to  London,  (here  harried  into  one  of  these  o^ 
fices,  an  individual  in  a  brown  coat  and  brass  buttons, 
whose  long  hair  was  scrupulously  twisted  round  the  rim 
of  his  napless  hat,  and  whose  soiled  drab  trousers  were 
40  tightly  strapped  over  his  Blucher  boots,  that  hb  kneee 
threatened  every  moment  to  start  frt>m  their  conceal- ' 
■lent  He  produced  from  his  coat-pockets  a  long  and 
nanow  strip  <^  parchment,  oo  which  the  presidiag  ftino- 
tkmary  impressed  an.  illegible  black  stamp.  He  thea 
drew  forth  four  scraps  of  paper,  of  similar  dimennoos, 
each  containing  a  printed  copy  of  the  strip  of  parohmefit 
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with  blanks  fbr  a  name ;  and  having  filled  up  the  blanks, 
put  aU  the  five  documents  hi  his  pocket,  and  huiried 
away. 

The  man  m  the  brown  coat,  with  the  cabalistic  docii* 
ments  in  his  pocket,  was  no  other  than  our  old  acquaint- 
ance Mr.  Jackson,  of  the  house  of  Dodson  and  Fogg^ 
Freeman's  Court,  ComhilL  Instead  of  returning  to  the 
office  from  whence  he  came,  however,  he  bent  his  steps 
direct  to  Sun  Court,  and  walking  straight  into  the  George 
and  Vulture,  demanded  to  know  whether  one  Mr.  Pick 
wick  was  within. 

**  Call  Mr.  Pickwick's  servant,  Tom,**  said  the  barmaid 
of  the  George  and  Vulture. 

"Don't  trouble  yourself,"  said  Mr.  Jackson,  "Fve  come 
on  business.  If  you'll  show  me  Mr.  Pickwick's  room, 
rU  step  up  myself." 

"  What  name,  sir  ?  "  said  the  waiter. 

"  Jackson,"  replied  the  clerk. 

The  waiter  stepped  up-stairs  to  announce  Mr.  Jack- 
son ;  but  Mr.  Jackson  saved  him  the  trouble  by  following 
dose  at  his  heels,  and  walking  into  the  apartment  before 
he  could  articulate  a  syllable. 

Mr.  Pid^wick  had,  that  day,  invited  his  three  Mends 
to  dinner ;  they  were  all  seated  round  the  fire,  drinking 
their  wine,  when  Mr.  Jackson  presented  himself,  as  above 
described. 

'<  How  de  do,  sir?"  said  Mr.  Jackson,  nodding  to  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

That  gentleman  bowed,  and  looked  somewhat  sur* 
prised,  for  the  physiognomy  of  Mr.  Jackson  dwelt  not 
in  his  recollection. 

"  I  have  called  from  Dodson  and  Fogg's,"  said  M^ 
Jackson,  in  an  explanatory  tone. 
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Mr.  Pickwick  soused  at  the  name.  ^  I  refer  70a  4o 
mj  attorney,  sir :  Mr.  Perker,  of  Gray's  Inn,"  said  be. 
^  Waiter,  show  this  gentleman  out." 

^  Beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Jackson,  de- 
liberately depositing  his  hat  on  the  flootv  a^  drawing 
from  his  pocket  the  strip  of  parchment.  '^  But  personal 
service,  by  derk  or  agent,  in  these  cases,  you  know,  l^fr. 
Pickwick — nothing  like  caution,  sir,  in  all  legal  forms?" 

Here  Mr.  Jackson  cast  his  eye  on  the  parchment; 
and,  mating  his  hands  on  the  table,  and  looking  round 
with  a  winning  and  persuasive  smile,  said,  ^  Now  come ; 
don't  let's  have  no  words  about  such  a  little  matter  as 
this.     Which  of  you  gentlemen's  name's  Snodgrass  ?  " 

At  this  inquiry,  Mr.  Snodgrass  gave  such  a  very  un- 
disguised and  palpable  start,  that  no  further  reply  was 
needed. 

^  Ah !  I  thought  so,"  said  Mr.  Jackson,  more  affably 
than  before.  ^  Fve  got  a  little  something  to  trouble  you 
with,  sir." 

^  Me ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

^  It's  only  a  subpoBna  in  Bardell  and  Pickwick  on  be- 
half of  the  plaintiff,"  replied  Jackson,  singling  out  one 
of  the  slips  of  paper,  and  producing  a  shilling  from  his 
waistcoat-pocket.  ''It'll  come  on,  in  the  settens  after 
Term ;  fourteenth  of  Febooary,  we  expect ;  we've 
marked  it  a  special  jury  cause,  and  it's  only  ten  down 
the  paper.  Thaf  s  yours,  Mr.  Snodgrass."  As  Jackson 
■aid  this,  he  presented  the  parchment  before  the  eyes 
of  Mr.  Snodgrass,  and  sUpped  the  paper  and  the  shilHng 
bto  his  hand. 

Mr.  Tupman  had  witnessed  this  process  in  silent 
astonishment,  when  Jackson,  turning  sharply  upon  him, 
said: 
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^  I  think  I  aVt  mistaken  when  I  say  your  n«ne1f 
Tupman,  am  I?** 

Mr.  Tapman  looked  at  Mr.  Hd^wkd: ;  bati  perodving 
no  enoonrag^nent  in  that  g^tleman's  widely-opened  eyoa 
Uy  deny  his  name,  said : 

^  Yes,  my  name  is  Tnpman,  sir." 

«<And  that  other  gentleman's  Mr.  Winkle,  I  think,* 
said  Ja^son. 

Mr.  Winkle  filtered  out  a  reply  in  the  afflrmatiye ; 
■id  both  gentlemen  were  ftvthwiih  invested  with  i| 
elSp  of  pap^,  and  a  shilling  each,  by  the  dezteroos 
Mr.  Jackson* 

<<Now,"  said  Jackson,  ^Fm  a£^d  yonll  think  me 
mdier  troublesome,  bnt  I  want  somebody  dse,  if  it  aVi 
ineonvenient  I  ka9$  Samuel  Well^sf  name  here,  Mr. 
Ptekwick." 

*^  Send  my  servant  here,  waiter,**  said  Mr.  Rckwick. 
The  waiter  retired,  considerably  astmnshed,  and  Mr. 
Fiokwick  motioned  Jackson  to  a  seat 

These  was  a  painftd  pause,  wMch  was  at  length  broken 
by  the  famoceaEl  defend^t. 

^  I  suppose,  sir,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  his  indignation 
rising  while  he  spc^e ;  ^  I  suppose,  sir,  that  it  is  the 
inrlenftion  of  yow  «BB^dyer»  to  seek  to  criminate  me, 
upon  the  testimony  of  my  own  fiiendd^?^ 

Mr.  Jackson  struck  his  forefinger  several  tifties  against 
the  left  side  of  Insj  nose,  to  indmate  that  he  was  not  there 
IQ  &ck>se  HMrseorets  of  Ihe  jM^a-house,  and  playfblly 


**  Not  knowinTy  can't  say.^ 

**  Wor  what  o4her  reason,  ra*,*  pursued  M^.  Pickwick, 

*are  these  subpoenas  served  up<m  them,  if  not  for  this?*' 

"^Tlerf  good  phmt,  Mir.  Pkfewick,'*  replied  Jackscm, 
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dowlj  shaldiig  his  head.  ^  But  it  won't  do.  No  bans 
in  trying,  bat  there's  little  to  be  got  out  of  me.** 

Here  Mr.  Jackson  smiled  once  more  npon  the  com- 
pany ;  and,  I4)pl7ing  his  left  thumb  to  the  tip  of  his  noeOi 
worked  a  visionary  coffee-mill  with  his  right  hand :  there* 
fay  performing  a  very  graceful  piece  of  pantomime  (then 
much  in  vogue,  but  now,  unhappily,  almost  obsolete) 
which  was  familiarly  denominated  ^  taking  a  grinder.** 

^No,  no,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Jackson,  in  condu* 
sion ;  **  Perker^s  people  must  guess  what  weVe  served 
these  subpoenas  for.  If  they  can't,  they  must  wait  lill 
the  action  comes  on,  and  then  theyHl  find  out." 

Mr.  Pickwick  bestowed  a  look  of  excessive  disgust  on 
his  unwelcome  visitor,  and  would  probably  have  hurled 
some  tremendous  anathema  at  the  heads  of  Messrs.  Dod- 
son  and  Fogg,  had  not  Sam's  entrance  at  the  instant  in- 
terrupted him. 

^  Samuel  WeUer  ?  "  said  Mr.  Jackson,  inquiringly. 

^  Yun  o'  the  truest  things  as  you've  said  for  many  a 
long  year,"  replied  Sam,  in  a  most  oomposed  manner. 

^  Here's  a  subpoena  for  you,  Mr.  WeUer,"  said  Jade- 
son. 

<<Whafs  that  in  English?"  inquired  Sam. 

^  Etere's  the  original,''  said  Jaduoo,  dfM\1ining  the  m- 
quired  explanation. 

<< Which? "said  Sam. 

^This,"  replied  Jackson,  shaking  the  parchment 

«<0h,  thafs  the  'rig'nal,  is  it?"  said  Sam.  ^'WeD, 
Pm  wery  glad  Pve  seen  the  'rig'nal,  'cos  if  s  a  gratifyin* 
sort  o'  thing,  and  eases  vun's  mind  so  muck." 

**  And  here's  the  shillmg,"  said  Jackson.  ^  If  s  from 
1X>d8(m  and  Fogg's." 

^  And  it's  unconunon  handsome  o'  Dodsoo  and  Fbgi^ 
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18  knows  80  little  of  me,  to  come  down  Tith  a  present," 
said  Sam.  "  I  feel  it  as  a  werj  high  complimenty  sir ; 
it's  a  wery  hon'rable  thing  to  them,  as  thej  knows  how 
to  reward  merit  wererer  thej  meets  it  Besides  wichi 
it's  aflfectin'  to  one's  feelin's." 

As  Mr.  Weller  said  this,  he  inflicted  a  little  friction  oo 
his  rig^t  eyelid,  with  the  sleeve  of  his  coat,  after  the 
most  approved  manner  of  actors  when  they  are  in  do- 
mestic pathetics. 

Mr.  Jackson  seemed  rather  puzzled  by  Sam's  proceed- 
ings ;  bat,  as  he  had  served  the  subpoenas,  and  had  noth- 
ing more  to  say,  he  made  a  feint  of  putting  on  the  one 
glove  which  he  usually  carried  in  his  hand,  for  the  sake 
of  appearances ;  and  returned  to  the  office  to  report  prog- 
ress. 

Mr.  Pickwick  slept  little  that  night ;  his  memoiy  had 
received  a  very  disagreeable  refresher  on  the  8iA>Ject  of 
Mrs.  Bardell's  action.  He  breakfasted  betimes  next 
morning ;  and,  desiring  Sam  to  accompany  him,  set  forth 
towards  Gray's  Inn  Square. 

^  Sam!"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  round,  when  they 
got  to  the  end  of  Gheapside. 

^  Sir  ?  "  sud  Sam,  stepjnng  up  to  his  mastec 

«  Which  way  ?  " 

«  Up  Newgate  Street." 

Mr.  Pickwick  did  not  turn  round  immediately,  but 
looked  vacantly  in  Sam's  &oe  for  a  few  seconds,  and 
heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

^  Whafs  the  matter,  sir  ?"  inquired  Sain. 

^  This  action,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  is  expected 
to  come  on,  on  the  fourteenth  of  next  month." 

^  Remarkable  coincidence  that  'ere,  sir,"  replied  Sani» 

<"  Why  remarkable,  Sam?"  inqmred  Mr.  Pickwick 
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*^  Walentiiie'fi  daj,  m^  responded  Sam ;  ^  reglar  good 
daj  for  a  breach  o'  promise  triaL" 

Mr.  Weller^s  smile  awakened  no  glieam  of  mirth  in  his 
master^s  coontenance.  Mr.  Pickwick  tamed  abmptlj 
xoond,  and  led  the  way  in  silence. 

They  had  walked  some  distance :  Mr.  Pickwick  trot- 
ting on  before,  plunged  in  profotmd  meditation,  and  Sam 
following  behind,  with  a  countenance  expressive  of  the 
most  enviable  and  easy  defiance  of  everything  and  every- 
body:  when  &e  lattei^  who  was  always  especially  anxious 
to  impart  to  his  master  any  exchisive  infcmnation  he  pot- 
sessed,  quickened  his  pace  until  he  was  dose  at  Mr.  Pidc- 
wick's  heels ;  and,  pointing  up  at  a  bouse  they  were  pass- 
ing, said, 

**  Weiy  nice  pork-shop  that  'ere,  sir." 

^  Tes,  it  seems  so,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Celebrated  Sassage-factory,"  said  Sam. 

« Is  it?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Is  it  I  **  reiterated  Sam  with  some  indignation  ;  ^  I 
should  rayther  think  it  was.  Why  sir,  Uess  your  inno- 
<:ent  eyebrows,  that's  where  the  mysterious  disappearance 
of  a  'spectable  tradesman  took  {Jace,  four  years  ago.** 

^  Ton  dont  mean  to  say  he  was  burked,  Sam  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  hastily  round. 

«  No  I  don't  indeed,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weiler,  « I  wish 
I  did ;  fiir  worse  than  that  He  was  the  master  o*  that 
'ere  sbop,  sir,  and  the  inwenter  o'  that  patent-never- 
leavin-off  sassage  steam-ingine,  as  ud  swaller  up  a  pavia* 
stone  if  you  put  it  too  near,  and  grind  it  mto  sassages  as 
easy  as  if  it  was  a  tender  young  babby.  Wery  i>roud  o' 
that  machine  he  was,  as  it  was  naf  ral  he  should  be ;  and 
he'd  stand  down  in  the  cellar  a  lookin'  at  it,  wen  it  was 
in  ftill  pky,  till  he  got  quite  melancholy  with  joy.    A 
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wery  happj  man  he'd  ha'  been,  eir,  in  the  procession  o* 
that  'ere  ingine  and  two  more  lovelj  hiniants  besides,  if 
It  hadn't  been  fbr  his  wife,  who  was  a  most  bw-dadoos 
wixin.  She  was  always  a  foUerin'  hhn  about,  and  din» 
nin'  in-  his  ears,  till  at  last  he  couldn't  stand  it  no  longer. 
^111  tell  70U  what  it  is,  my  dear,'  he  says  one  day  ;  ^if 
you  persewcre  in  this  here  sort  of  amusement,'  he  says, 
'  I*m  blessed  if  I  don't  go  away  to  'Merriker  ^  and  ihaf  H 
all  about  it'  *  You're  a  idle  willin,'  says  she,  *and  I 
wish  the  'Merrikins  joy  of  their  barg'in.'  Art^  widh 
she  keeps  on  abusin'  of  him  for  half  an  hour,  and  then 
runs  into  the  little  parlor  behind  the  diop,  sets  to  a« 
screamin',  says  hell  be  the  death  on  her,  and  falls  in  a  fit, 
which  lAsts  for  three  good  hours  —  one  o'  them  fits  wich  is 
all  screamin'  and  kictin'.  Well,  next  momin',  the  husband 
was  missin'.  He  hadn't  taken  notMn'  hcan  the  tDl,— 
hadn'teven  put  on  his  great-coat —  so  it  was  quite  dear 
he  wam't  gone  to  'Merriker.  Didn't  come  back  next 
day';  didn't  come  back  next  week;  Missis  had  Wh 
printed,  sayin'  that,  if  he'd  come  back,  he  should  be  for^ 
given  everythin',  (which  was  very  Hberal,  seein'  diat  he 
hadn't  done  nothin'  at  all,)  idl  the  canals  was  dragged, 
and  for  two  months  artervards  whenever  a  body  turned 
up,  it  was  carried,  as  a  reglar  thing,  straight  off  to  the 
sassage-shop.  Hows'ever  none  on  'em  answered,  so  they 
gave  out  that  he'd  run  avay,  and  she  kept  on  the  bis^ess. 
One  Saturday  night,  a  little  thin  old  genTm'n  comes  into 
the  shop  in  a  great  passion  and  says,  *  Are  you  the  missis 
o'  this  here  shop  ? '  ^  Yes,  I  am,'  says  die.  ^  Well  ma'am,' 
says  he,  '  then  I've  just  looked  in  to  say,  that  me  and 
my  family  a'n't  a-goin'  to  be  choked  for  nothin';  and 
more  tiian  that,  ma'am,'  he  says,  'youll  allow  me  to 
observe,  that  as  you  don't  use  ^e  primest  parts  of  the 
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meat  in  the  manafacter  o'  sassagesy  I  Uiink  you'd  find 
beef  oome  nearlj  as  cheap  as  buttons.'  'As  buttons, 
sir ! '  sajs  she.  '  Buttons,  ma'am,'  sajs  the  little  old  gen- 
tleman, unfolding  a  bit  of  paper,  and  showin'  twenty  or 
thirty  halves  o'  buttons.  '  Nice  seasonin'  for  sassages,  is 
trousers'  buttons,  ma'am.'  '  They're  my  husband's  but- 
tons!' says  the  widder,  beginnin'  to  faint.  'What I' 
screams  the  little  old  gen'l'm'n,  tumin'  wery  pale.  'I 
see  it  all,'  says  the  widder ;  '  in  a  fit  of  tempoiary  insan- 
ity he  rashly  conyerted  his-self  into  sassages  I '  And  so 
he  had,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  looking  steadily  into  Mr. 
Pickwick's  horror-stricken  countenance,  "or  else  he'd 
been  draw'd  into  the  ingine ;  but  however  that  might  ha' 
been,  the  little  old  gen'l'm'n,  who  had  been  remarkably 
partial  to  sassages  all  his  life,  rushed  out  o'  the  shop  in  a 
wild  state,  and  was  never  heerd  on,  artervards ! " 

The  relation  o£  this  affecting  incident  of  private  life, 
brought  master  and  man  to  Mr.  Perker's  chambers. 
Lowten,  holding  the  door  half  open,  was  in  conversation 
with  a  rustily-dad,  miserable  looking  man,  in  boots  with- 
out toes,  and  gloves  without  fingers.  There  were  traces 
of  privatimi  and  suffering — almost  of  despair  —  in  his 
lank  and  careworn  countenance ;  he  felt  his  poverty,  for 
he  shrunk  to  the  dark  dde  of  the  staircase  as  Mr.  Pick- 
wick approached. 

^  If  s  very  unfortunate,"  said  the  stranger,  with  a  sigh. 

"Very,"  said  Lowten,  scribbling  his  name  on  the  door- 
post with  his  p^i  and  rubbing  it  out  again  with  the 
feather.    "  Will  you  leave  a  message  for  him  ?  ** 

<<When  do  you  think  he'll  be  back?"  inquired  the 
stranger. 

^  Quite  uncertain,"  replied  Lowten,  winking  at  Mr. 
Pickwick,  as  the  stranger  cast  his  eyes  towards  the 
ground. 
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**  Yon  don't  think  it  woold  be  of  any  use  my  waiting 
for  him?"  said  the  strangery  looking  wistftiUy  into  the 
office. 

^  Oh  no,  I'm  sore  it  wouldn't,"  relied  the  derk,  mor- 
mg  a  little  more  into  the  centre  of  the  door-way.  **  He's 
certain  not  to  be  bade  this  week,  and  if  b  a  chance  whether 
he  will,  next ;  for  when  Perker  once  gets  out  of  town, 
he's  never  in  a  hurry  to  come  bade  again." 

^  Out  of  town !"  said  Mr.  Fidewick ;  ^dear  me,  how 
onfortunate ! " 

**  Don't  go  away,  Mr.  Pickwick,**  said  Lowten,  **  Fto 
got  a  letter  for  yoo."  The  stranger  seeming  to  hesitate, 
once  more  looked  towards  the  ground,  and  the  deik 
winked  slyly  at  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  if  to  intimate  that  some 
exquisite  piece  of  humor  was  going  forward;  though  what 
it  was,  Mr.  Pickwick  could  not,  for  the  lifo  of  him,  divine. 

**  Step  in,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Lowten.  **  Well,  wiD 
you  leave  a  message,  Mr.  Watly,  or  will  you  call  again?" 

^  Ask  him  to  be  so  kind  as  to  leave  out  word  what  has 
been  done  in  my  business,"  said  the  man;  <^for  God's 
sake  don't  neglect  it,  Mr.  Lowten." 

^  No,  no;  I  w<m't  forget  it,"  replied  the  derk.  **WBSk 
in,  Mr.  Pickwick.  Good  mornings  Mr.  WatQr ;  if s  a 
fine  day  for  walking,  isn't  it  ?"  Seeing  that  the  stranger 
still  lingered,  he  beckoned  Sam  Weller  to  follow  his  mas- 
ter in,  and  shut  the  door  in  his  foce. 

<<  There  never  was  such  a  pestering  bankrupt  as  that, 
since  the  world  began,  I  do  believe!"  said  Lowten, 
throwing  down  his  pen  with  the  air  of  an  injured  man. 
<<  Hb  affiurs  haven't  been  in  chancery  quite  four  years 
yet,  and  Pm  d— d  if  he  don't  come  worrying  here  twice 
a  week.  Step  this  way,  Mr.  Pickwick.  Perker  i$  in, 
and  hell  see  you,  I  know.  Devilish  cold,"  he  added 
VOL.  m  4 
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petdshljy  ^  standing  «t  thai  door,  wasting  oiieV  lime 
with  such  seedy  vagabondB ! "  '  Having  very  yehemently 
atiired  a  particularly  large  fire  with  a  particularly  smaiD 
poker,  the  derk  led  the  way  to  his  principal's  private 
room,  and  announced  Mr.  Piokwidc 

^  Ah,  my  dear  sir,"  said  little  Mr.  P^w,  bustling  op 
from  his  chair;  ^  Well, my  dear  sir,  and  whafs  ike  newt 
about  your  matter  —  eh?  AnjMng  more  about  our 
friends  in  Freeman's  Court  P  They've  not  been  sleeprng, 
/know  that  Ah,  they're  very  smart  fellows — very 
smart,  indeed." 

As  the  fittle  man  concluded,  he  took  an  emphatic  pinch 
of  snufi^,  as  a  tribute  to  the  smartness  of  Messrs.  Dodson 
and  Fogg. 

^  They  are  great  scoundrels,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Ay,  ay,"  said  the  littf e  man ;  <*  thatfs  a  matter  of 
opinion,  yon  know,  and  we  won't  dispute  about  terms ; 
because  of  course  you  can't  be  expected  to  view  these 
subjects  with  a  professional  eye.  Well,  we've  done 
everytiiing  thaf  s  necessary.  I  have  retained  Sergeant 
Snubbin. 

**Is  he  a  good  man?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Good  man  I "  replied  Peiker ;  '^blees  your  heart  and 
socd,  my  dear  sir.  Sergeant  Snubbin  is  at  the  very  top  of 
his  profession.  Gets  treble  the  business  of  any  man  in 
eourt  —  engaged  in  every  case.  You  needn't  mentien  it 
abroad ;  but  we  say  —  we  of  the  profession  —  that  Ser- 
geant Snubbin  leads  the  court  by  the  nose." 

The  little  man  took  anotiier  pinch  of  snuff  as  he  made 
this  communication,  and  nodded  mysterioudy  to  Mr. 
Hckwick. 

^  Thej  have  subpoena'd  my  three  friends,"  said  Mr. 
Pickwick. 
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<"  Ahl  of  ooiMe  ibej  woold,"  Mpbed  Fteker.  'Im- 
portant  witnesseB ;  saw  jou  in  a  delicate  ataadoii.'' 

<<  But  Bhe  &mted  of  her  own  accoifd,''  sidd  Mr.  Pick- 
wick.   **  She  threw  herself  into  mj  arms.** 

"  Very  likely,  my  dear  sir,"  replied  Perker;  ^yeiy 
Bkely  and  very  naiotaL  Nothing  more  sb,  my  dear  sir 
•-*  nothing.    But  who's  to  prove  it  ?  ** 

^They  have  snbpoena'd  my  servant  too,**  said  lb. 
Pk^widk,  quilting  the  other  point ;  for  there  Mr.  Per* 
ker's  question  had  somewhat  staggered  him. 

**8am?-  saidPeriter. 

Mr4  Pickwick  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

**  Of  course^  my  dear  sir ;  of  conrse.  I  knew  thcry 
would)  I  could  have  told  ffou  that,  a  month  ago.  Tou 
know,  my  dear  sir,  if  you  «m8  take  the  management  of 
your  afiUrs  into  your  own  hands  after  intrusting  them  to 
your  sdidtor,  you  must  also  take  the  consequences." 
Here  Mr.  Peri^er  drew  himself  up  with  conscious  dig- 
nity, aDd  brushed  some  stray  grains  of  snuff  frcHtn  his 
shirt  frilL 

<*And  whkt  do  they  want  him  to  prove?"  asked  l£r. 
Pickwick,  after  two  or  three  minutes'  silence. 

^That  you  dent  hhn  up  to  the  plaintiff 's  to muke  some 
ofifer  of  a  oompronuse,  I  suppose,"  replied  Perker.  ^  It 
don't  matter  much,  though ;  I  don't  think  many  counsel 
could  get  a  great  deal  out  of  Atm." 

<<I  don't  think  they  could,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick;  smS- 
ing,  despite  his  vexation,  at  the  idea  of  Sam's  appear- 
ance as  a  witness.    ^  What  course  do  we  pursue ?" 

^  We  have  only  one  to  adopt,  my  dear  sir,"  repliM 
Peiker;  ^cross-examine  the  witnesses;  trust  to  Snub- 
bfai's  doquence;  throw  dust  in  the  eyes  of  the  judge'; 
and  ourselves  on  the  jury." 
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^  And  suppose  the  verdict  is  against  me  ?  **  said  Mn 
Pickwick. 

ICr.  Perker  smiled,  took  a  very  l<mg  pinch  of  snul^ 
stirred  the  fire,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  remained 
expressivelj  silent 

^You  mean  that  in  that  case  I  must  paj  the  dam- 
ages?" said  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  had  watdied  this  tele- 
graphic answer  with  considerable  sternness. 

Perker  gave  the  fire  another  very  unnecessary  poke^ 
and  said,  '<  I  am  afiraid  so." 

^  Then  I  beg  to  announce  to  you,  my  unalterable  deter- 
mination to  pay  no  damages  whateyer,"  said  Mr.  Pick« 
wick,  most  emphatically.  ^  None,  Perker.  Not  a  pound, 
not  a  penny,  of  my  money,  shall  find  its  way  into  the 
pockets  of  Dodson  and  Fogg»  That  is  my  deliberate 
and  irrevocable  determination.''  Mr.  Pickwick  gave  a 
heavy  blow  on  the  table  before  him,  in  confirmation  of 
the  irrevocability  of  his  intention. 

"Very  well,  my  dear  sir,  very  weU,"  said  Periceb 
^  You  know  best,  of  course." 

«  Of  course,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick  hastily.  «  Where 
does  Sergeant  Snubbin  live  ?  " 

"In  Lincoln's  Inn  Old  Square,"  replied  Perker. 

."  I  should  like  to  see  him,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^See  Sergeant  Snubbin,  my  dear  sir !"  rejoined  Per* 
ker,  in  utter  amazement  "Pooh,  pooh,  my  dear  sir, 
impossible.  See  Sergeant  Snubbin !  Bless  you,  my  dear 
sir,  such  a  thing  was  never  heard  of,  without  a  oonsulta^ 
tion  fee  being  previously  paid,  and  a  consultation  fixed. 
It  couldn't  be  done,  my  dear  sir ;  it  couldn't  be  done." 

Mr.  Pickwick,  however,  had  made  up  his  mind  nol 
ooly  that  it  could  be  done,  but  that  it  j^onld  be  done; 
and  the  consequence  was,  that  within  ten  minutes  after 
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lie  had  received  the  assoranee  that  the  thmg  was  impos- 
dbk,  he  was  oondacfeed  bj  his  solicitor  into  the  outer 
office  of  the  great  Sergeant  Snnbbhi  himself. 

It  was  an  ancarpeted  room  of  tolerable  dimensions, 
with  a  huge  writing-table  drawn  up  near  the  fire :  the 
baise  top  of  whidi  had  long  since  lost  all  claim  to  its 
original  hue  of  green,  and  had  graduallj  grown  gray 
wiUi  dust  and  age,  except  where  idl  tmoes  of  its  natural 
ooior  were  obliterated  bj  ink-stains.  Upon  the  table, 
were  numerous  little  bundles  of  papers  lied  with  red 
tape ;  and  behind  it,  sat  an  elderly  derk,  whose  sleek 
appearance,  and  heavy  gold  watch-chain,  presented  im^ 
posing  indications  of  the  extensive  and  lucrative  practice 
of  Mr.  Sergeant  Snubbin. 

^  Is  the  Sergeant  in  his  room,  Mr.  Mallard  ?  "  inquired 
Texker,  offering  his  box  with  all  imaginable  courtesy. 

^Yeshels,"  was  the  reply,  ^  but  he's  very  busy.  Look 
here,  not  an  opinion  given  yet,  on  any  one  of  these  cases ; 
and  an  expedition  fee  paid  with  all  of  'em."  The  derk 
smiled  as  he  said  this,  and  inhaled  the  pinch  of  snuff 
with  a  zest  whidi  seemed  to  be  compounded  of  a  fond- 
ness for  snuff  and  a  relish  for  fees. 

^  Somethmg  like  practice  that,"  said  Perker. 

''Yes,"  said  the  ^barrister's  derk,  producing  his  own 
box,  and  offering  it  with  the  greatest  cordiality ;  ''and 
the  best  of  it  is,  that  as  nobody  aUve  except  myself  can 
read  the  Seigeanf  s  writing,  they  are  obliged  to  wait  for 
the  opinions,  when  he  has  given  them,  till  I  have  copied 
'em,  ha —  ha  —  ha ! " 

"  Which  makes  good  for  we  know  who,  besides  the 
Sergeant,  and  draws  a  little  more  out  of  the  clients,  eh  ?" 
said  Perker ;  "  Ha,  ha,  ha ! "  At  this  the  Sergeant's 
deriL  laughed  again  —  not  a  noisy  boisterous  laugh,  but 
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a  Biknt  internal  chmUey  which  Mr.  ^okwidL  diiBkaa 
to  hear.  When  a  man  bleeds  inwardlj,  it  is  a  dangerous 
thing  for  himself;  but  when  he  lau^^  inwardlj,  it  bodas 
no  good  to  other  people. 

<<  Yon  hay^'t  made  me  oat  that  litde  list  of  the  ftes 
that  Fm  in  your  debt)  have  70a  ?  **  said  Perker. 

^  No^  I  hare  not,"  replied  the  clerk. 

^I  wish  joa  would,"  said  Perker.  ''Let  me  faaFO 
them,  and  FU  send  70a  a  check.  But  I  suppose  jon'ie 
too  huBj  pocketing  the  ready  money,  to  think  of  the  debt- 
IHTS,  eh?  ha,ha,hal"  This  sally  seemed  to  tickle  the 
clerk  amasmgly,  and  he  once  more  enjoyed  a  little  qoiet 
laugh  to  him8e]£ 

''But,  Mr.  Mallard,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Perker, 
suddenly  recovering  his  gravity,  and  drawing  the  great 
man's  great  man  into  a  comer,  by  the  k^pd  of  his  coat ; 
"  you  must  persuade  the  Sergeant  to  see  me,  and  my  cli« 
ent  here." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  clerk,  "thafs  not  bad,  eiAter. 
See  the  Sergeant !  Come,  thafs  too  absurd."  Notwith- 
standing the  absurdity  of  the  pn>po6al,  however,  the  deik 
idlowed  himself  to  be  gently  drawn  beyond  the  hearing 
of  Mr.  Pickwick;  and  after  a  short  conversation  con- 
ducted in  whispers,  walked  softly  doym  a  little  dark  pas- 
sage, and  disi^peared  into  the  legal  luminar/s  sanctma: 
whence  he  diortly  returned  on  tiptoe,  and  informed  Mr. 
Perker  and  Mr.  Pickwick  tiiat  the  Sergeant  had  been 
prevailed  upon,  in  violation  of  all  established  rules  and 
customs,  to  admit  them  at  once. 

Mr.  Serjeant  Snubbin  was  alantem-ftced,  sallow-com- 
plezioned  man,  of  about  five-aad-forty,  or —  as  the  novels 
say — he  might  be  fiffy.  He  had  that  dull-looking  boiled 
eye  which  is  so  often  to  be  seen  in  the  heads  of  people 
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irbo  haye  applied  themielyes  doriQg  many  yean  to  a 
weary  and  laborioua  eourte  of  stady ;  and  which  woald 
have  been  sufficient,  without  the  additional  eye-^as8 
whidi  daisied  fircHn  a  broad  bladL  ribbon  round  his  nedc, 
to  warn  a  stranger  thai  he  was  yeiy  nearnrigfated.  Hia 
hair  was  thin  and  weak,  which  was  partly  attribvtaUe  to 
his  having  never  devoted  much  time  to  its  arrangement, 
and  partly  to  his  having  worn  for  ftve-and-twenty  yeira 
the  forensic  wig  which  huz^  on  a  block  beside  him.  The 
marks  of  hair-powder  on  his  ooat-coUar,  and  the  ill* 
washed  and  wor8fr4ied  white  neckerchief  round  his  throaty 
<«howed  diat  he  had  noi  found  leisure  since  he  left  the 
court  to  make  any  alteration  in  his  dress :  while  the  slov* 
enly  style  of  the  remainder  of  his  eostame  warranted  the 
inforence  that  his  personal  appearance  would  not  have 
been  very  much  improved  if  he  had.  Books  of  practice, 
heaps  of  papers,  and  opened  letters,  were  scattered  over 
the  table,  without  any  attempt  at  order  or  arrangement  i 
the  furniture  of  the  room  was  old  and  rickety ;  the  doors 
of  the  book-case  were  rotting  in  their  hinges ;  the  dust 
flew  out  firom  the  carpet  in  litde  donds  at  every  step ; 
the  blinds  were  yellow  with  age  and  dirt;  and  the  state 
of  everytMng  in  the  room  showed,  with  a  cleaniess  not 
to  be  mistaken,  that  Mr.  Sergeant  Snublun  was  for  too 
nmeh  occupied  with  his  pn^essional  pursmts  to  take  any 
great  heed  or  regard  of  his  personal  comforts. 

The  Sei^geant  was  writing  when  his  clients  entail ; 
he  bowed  abstractedly  when  Mr.  Pickwick  was  intro- 
dnoed  by  hit  solicitor;  and  then,  motioning  them  to  a 
seat,  put  his  pen  carefoUy  in  the  inkstand,  nmsed  his  left 
leg,  ttad  waited  to  be  spoken  ta 

**  Mr.  PidLwick  is  tiie  defendant  in  Bardell  and  PidL« 
wiek.  Sergeant  Snubbin,**  said  Perker. 

^  I  am  retamed  in  that,  am  I  ?  *"  said  the  Sergeant. 
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"  You  are,  mt,"  replied  Terker* 

The  Sergeant  nodded  his  head,  and  waited  for  mhub* 
thing  else. 

^Mr.  Pickwidk  was  anxious  to  call  upon  jou,  Ser« 
geant  Snubbin,"  said  Perker,  ^  to  state  to  yon,  before  70a 
entered  upon  the  case,  that  he  denies  there  being  any 
ground  or  pretence  whatever  for  the  action  against  him  1 
and  that  unless  he  came  into  court  with  dean  hands,  and 
without  the  most  consdentiotts  conyiction  that  he  was 
right  in  resisting  the  plaintiff's  demand,  he  would  not  be 
there  at  alL  I  believe  I  state  jour  views  correctlj ;  do 
I  not,  my  dear  sir?**  said  the  little  man,  turning  to  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

<<  Quite  80,"  replied  that  gentleman. 

Mr.  Sergeant  Snubbin  imfolded  his  glasses,  raised  them 
to  his  e jes ;  and,  after  looking  at  Mr.  Pickwick  for  a  few 
seconds  with  great  curiosity,  turned  to  Mr.  Perker,  and 
said,  smiling  slightly  as  he  spoke : 

^  Has  Mr.  Pickwick  a  strong  case  ?  " 

The  attorney  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

^  Do  you  purpose  calling  vritnesses  ?  ** 

The  smile  on  the  Sergeantfs  countenance  became  more 
defined ;  he  rocked  his  leg  with  increased  violence  and, 
throwing  himself  back  in  his  easy-chair,  coug^ked ;  dii* 
biously. 

These  tokens  of  the  Sergeantfs  presentiments  on  the 
subject,  slight  as  they  were,  were  not  lost  on  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. He  settled  the  spectades,  through  which  he  had 
attentively  regarded  such  demonstrations  of  the  banis- 
ter's feeling  as  he  had  permitted  himself  to  exhilnt, 
more  firmly  on  his  nose;  and  said  with  great  energy, 
and  in  utter  disregard  of  all  Mr.  Porker's  admanitor} 
winkings  and  frownings : 
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''My  wishing  to  wait  upon  you,  hr  such  a  purpose 
as  this,  sir,  appears,  I  have  no  doubt,  to  a  gentleman 
who  sees  so  much  of  these  matters  as  yon  must  neces- 
sarily do,  a  very  extraordinary  eircamstance." 

The  Sergeant  tried  to  look  gravely  at  the  fire,  bat 
the  smile  came  back  again. 

''Grentlemen  of  your  profession,  sir,"  continiied  Mr. 
Pickwick,  "see  the  worst  side  of  human  nature — all 
its  disputes,  its  ill-will  and  bad  blood,  rise  up  before  you. 
You  know  from  your  experience  of  juries  (I  mean  no 
disparagement  to  you,  or  them)  how  much  d^>ends 
upon  effhct:  and  you  are  apt  to  attribute  to  others,  a 
desire  to  use,  for  purposes  of  deception  and  self-interest, 
the  very  instruments  which  you,  in  pure  honesty  and 
honor  of  purpose,  and  with  a  laudable  desire  to  do  your 
utmost  for  your  client,  know  the  temper  and  worth  of 
so  well,  from  constantly  employing  them  yourselves. 
I  really  believe  that  to  this  circumstance  may  be  at- 
tributed the  vulgar  but  very  general  notion  of  your 
being,  as  a  body,  suspicious,  distrustful,  and  over-cau- 
tious. Conscious  as  I  am,  sir,  of  the  disadvantage  of 
making  such  a  declaration  to  you,  under  such  circum- 
stances, I  have  come  here,  because  I  wish  you  distinctly 
to  understand,  as  my  friend  Mr.  Perker  has  sud,  that  I 
am  innocent  of  the  felsehood  laid  to  mydiarge ;  and  al- 
though I  am  very  well  aware  of  the  inestimable  value  of 
your  assistance,  sir,  I  must  beg  to  add,  tiiat  unless  you 
sincerely  believe  this,  I  would  rather  be  deprived  of  the 
aid  of  your  talents  than  have  the  advantage  of  them." 

Long  before  the  close  of  this  address,  which  we  are 
bound  to  say  was  of  a  very  prosy  character  for  Mr. 
Pickwick,  the  Sergeant  had  relapsed  mto  a  state  of  ab« 
straction.    After  some  minutes,  howevw,  during  whidi 
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he  had  reassnined  his  pen,  he  appeared  to  be  again 
aware  of  the  presence  of  his  clients ;  and,  raising  hit 
head  from  the  paper,  said,  rather  snappishly, 

**  Who's  with  me  in  this  case ?" 

^  Mr.  Phunky,  Sergeant  Snubbin,''  replied  the  attor- 
ney. 

**PhTOiky,  Phunky,*  said  the  Sergeant;  **I  never 
heard  the  name  befbre.    He  must  be  a  veiy  young  man,'* 

**  Tea,  he  is  It  rery  yomig  man,"  replied  the  attorney. 
^  He  was  only  called  the  other  day.  Let  me  see  —  he 
has  not  been  at  the  Bar  eight  years  yet* 

<*  Ah,  I  thought  not,"  said  the  Sergeant,  in  that  sort  of 
pitying  tone  in  which  ordinary  Mks  would  speak  of  a 
very  helpless  little  child.  ^  Mr.  Mallard,  send  round  to 
Mr.  — Mr."— 

"  Phunky's — Holbom  Court,  Gray's  Lm,"  interposed 
Peiker.  (Holbom  (Tourt,  by  the  by,  is  South  Square 
now).  ^  Mr.  Phunky,  and  say  I  should  be  glad  if  he'd 
step  here,  a  moment.** 

Mr.  Mallard  departed  to  execute  his  commission ;  and 
'Sergeant  Snnbbhi  relapsed  inte  abstraction  until  Mr. 
Phunky  himself  was  introduced. 

AHhongh  an  infant  barrister,  he  was  a  ^11-grown  man. 
He  had  a  very  nervous  manner,  and  a  painful  hesitation 
in  his  speech;  it  did  not  appear  to  be  a  natural  defect, 
but  seemed  rather  the  result  of  timidity,  arising  from  the 
consciousness  of  being  **  kept  down  **  by  want  of  means, 
OT  interest,  <nr  connection,  or  impudence,  as  the  case 
might  be.  He  was  overawed  by  the  Sergeant,  and  pro- 
fonndly  courteous  to  the  attorney. 

^  I  have  not  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  before, 
Mr.  Phunky,"  said  Sergeant  Snubbin,  wiHi  haughty  oc»i- 
desoensioii. 
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Mr.  Phonky  bowed.    He  hcd  had  the  {deaaore  of  c 
ing  the  Sergeant,  and  of  eDTjinghim  too,  with  all  a  poor 
oian*8  envy,  for  eight  jears  and  a  quarter. 

« Tou  are  with  me  in  this  case,  I  understand?  "  takl 
the  Sergeant 

If  Mr.  Phunk  J  had  been  a  rich  man,  he  would  have 
instandj  sent  for  his  clerk  ta  remind  him;  if  he  had 
been  a  wise  one,  he  would  have  applied  his  forefinger 
to  his  forehead,  and  endeay(Mred  to  reoc^lect,  whether,  in 
the  muhiplioitj  of  his  engagements  he  had  undertaken 
this  one,  or  not ;  but  as  he  was  neither  rich  nor  wise  (in 
this  sense  at  idl  events)  he  turned  red,  and  bowed. 

^  Have  you  read  the  pfipers,  Mr.  Phunkj  ?"  inquired 
ihe  Sergeant 

Here  agun,  Mr.  Phunkj  should  have  profossed  to 
have  focgotten  all  about  the  merits  of  the  case ;  but  as  he 
had  read  such  papers  as  had  been  laid  before  him  in  the 
oourse  of  the  action,  and  had  thought  of  nothing  else^ 
waking  or  sleeping,  throughout  the  two  months  during 
which  he  had  been  retained  as  Mr.  Seigeant  Snubbin's 
junior,  he  toaned  a  deeper  red,  and  bowed  again. 

^Thb  is  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  the  Sergeant,  waving 
his  pen  in  the  direction  in  which  that  gentleman  was 
standing. 

Mr.  Phunky  bowed  to  Mr.  Pickwick  with  the  rever- 
enoe  which  a  first  client  must  ever  awaken;  and  again 
inclined  his  head  towards  his  leader. 

^Perhaps  you  will  take  Mr.  Pickwick  away,**  said 
the  Sergeant,  ^  and  —  and  —  and  —  hear  anything  Mr. 
PickwidL  may  wish  to  communicate.  We  shall  have  a 
oonsultati<m,  of  oourse.**  With  this  hint  that  he  had  been 
interrupted  quite  long  enough,  Mr.  Sergeant  Snubbin, 
who  had  been  gradually  growing  more  and  more  ab* 
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Btracted,  applied  his  glass  to  his  ejes  for  an  instant, 
bowed  slightly  round,  and  was  once  more  deeply  im- 
mersed in  the  case  before  him :  which  arose  ont  of  an 
interminable  lawsuit,  originating  in  the  act  of  an  'indi- 
vidual, deceased  a  century  or  so  ago,  who  had  stopped 
up  a  pathway  leading  from  some  place  which  nobody 
ever  came  from,  to  some  other  place  which  nobody  ever 
went  to. 

Mr.  Phunky  would  not  hear  of  passing  through  any 
door  until  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  solicitor  had  passed 
through  before  him,  so  it  was  some  time  before  they  got 
into  the  Square ;  and  when  they  did  reach  it,  they  walked 
up  and  dovaif  and  held  a  long  conference,  the  result  of 
which  was,  that  it  was  a  very  difficult  matter  to  say  how 
the  verdict  would  go ;  that  nobody  could  presume  to  calr 
dilate  on  the  issue  of  an  action ;  that  it  was  very  lucky 
they  had  prevented  the  other  party  from  getting  S«^ 
geant  Snubbin ;  and  other  topics  of  doubt  and  consda- 
tion,  common  in  such  a  position  of  affiurs. 

Mr.  Weller  was  then  roused  by  his  master  from  a 
sweet  sleep  of  an  hour's  duration ;  and,  bidding  adieo  to 
Lowten,  it»j  returned  to  the  Gty* 
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CHAPTER  yyiTTT 

DB80BIBB8,  FAB  MOKB  FULLY  THAH  THS  OOUBT 
KSWSMAN  BYSB  DID,  ▲  BACHKLOB'S  PABTT,  GITBN 
BT  MB.  BOB  SAWTEB  AT  HIS  LODGINaS  IN  THB 
BOBOUOB. 

Thsbb  is  a  repose  about  Lant  Street,  in  the  Borough, 
which  sheds  a  gentle  mehincholy  upon  the  souL  There 
are  always  a  good  many  houses  to  let  in  the  street ;  it  is 
a  bj-street  too,  and  its  dulness  is  soothing.  A  house  in 
Lant  Street  would  not  come  within  the  denomination  of 
a  first-rate  residence,  in  the  strict  acceptation  of  the 
term ;  but  it  is  a  most  desirable  spot  neyertheless.  If  a 
man  wished  to  abstract  himself  inm  the  worid ;  to  re* 
move  himself  from  within  the  reach  of  temptation ;  to 
pkce  himself  beyond  the  possibili^  of  any  inducement 
to  look  out  of  the  window ;  he  should  by  all  means  go  to 
Lant  Street 

Li  this  happy  retreat  are  colonised  a  few  dear-starch- 
ers,  a  qprinkling  of  journeymen  Ixx^biaders,  one  or  two 
prison  agents  for  the  Insolvent  Court,  several  small 
housekeepers  who  are  employed  in  the  Dodu,  a  handful 
of  mantua-makers,  and  a  seasoning  ai  jobbing  tailors. 
Hie  minority  of  the  inhabitants  either  direct  their  ener- 
gies to  the  letting  of  fumidied  apartments,  or  devote 
themselves  to  the  healthful  and  invigorating  pursuit  of 
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mangfing.  The  chief  features  in  the  still  life  of  the 
street,  are  green  shatters,  lodging-bills,  brass  door-platesi 
and  bell-haodles ;  the  principal  specimens  of  animated  na- 
ture, the  pot-boj,  the  muffin  youth,  and  the  baked-potato 
man.  The  population  is  migratory,  usually  disappearing 
on  the  verge  of  quarter-day,  and  generally  by  night. 
His  Migesty's  reyeouea  are  seldom  cdlcM^ted  in  this  hap- 
py valley  ;  the  rents  are  dubious ;  and  the  water  oommiH 
nieatioii  is  very  frequency  cut  off. 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  embeUkhed  erne  Me  of  the  fire,  in 
his  first-floor  front,  early  on  the  eveoing  for  which  be 
had  invited  Mr.  Pickwid^ ;  and  Mr.  Ben  Alkaa.  the  o^ 
er.  The  preparations  for  the  reception  of  visitors  ap- 
peared to  be  completed.  The  umbrellas  in  the  passage 
had  been  heaped  into  the  littie  comer  outside  the  back- 
parlor  door;  the  bonnet  and  shawl  of  the  landlady'^ 
servant  had  been  removed  from  the  banisters;  there 
were  not  more  than  two  pairs  of  pattens  on  the  street* 
door  mat ;  and  a  kitchen  candle,  wi&  a  very  long  sna£^ 
burnt  cheerftdly  on  the  ledge  of  the  staircase  windoiw^ 
Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  had  hims^  purchased  the  spirits  at  m 
wine  vault  m  High  Street,  and  had  retomed  home  i»^ 
ceding  the  bearer  tSiereof,  to  preclude  the  possibility  of 
their  delivery  at  the  wrong  house*  The  punch  was 
ready-made  in  a  red  pan  in  the  bed-room ;  a  Htde  table, 
covered  with  a  green  baize  doth,  had  been  borrowed 
from  the  parlor,  to  play  at  cards  on ;  and  the  glasses  ef 
the  estabEdmient,  together  with  those  which,  had  been 
borrowed  for  the  occasion  from  the  publio-house,  were  aitt 
drawn  up  iA  a  tiray,  which  was  deposited  •»  the  landnig 
outside  Uie  door. 

Notwithstan^ng  (he  highly  sotisftcfiDfy  natore  of  aB. 
these  arrangements^  there  was  a  dioad  on  the 
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nance  of  Mr.  Bob  Sftwyeiv  «8  he  sot  by  Hie  firedde. 
There  was  a  sympathizing  expression,  too|  in  the  feat- 
ores  <^  Mr*  Ben  Alleoi  as  he  gaied  intently  <hi  the 
coals ;  and  a  tone  of  mdancboly  in  his  voiee,  as  he  said, 
ttfber  a  long  silence: 

*^  Welly  it  i$  unlucky  she  should  have  taken  it  in  her 
head  to  tarn  sour,  just  on  this  oocaaoo*  She  might 
at  least  have  waited  till  to-morxow.'* 

^Thafs  her  naalevolenoe ;  that's  her  malevoleiioe,'* 
returned  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  vehemently.  <*  She  says  tint 
if  I  can  affi>rd  to  give  a  party  I  ought  to  be  able  to 
afford  to  pay  her  confounded  '  little  bilL' " 

^  How  kmg  has  it  been  running  ?  **  inquired  Mr.  Ben 
Allen.  A  bill,  by  the  by,  is  the  most  extnunrdinary 
locomotive  engine  that  the  genius  of  man  ever  produced. 
It  would  keep  on  running  during  the  longest  lifetime^ 
without  ever  once  stopping  of  its  own  accord. 

'*  Only  a  quarter,  and  a  month  or  so,"  replied  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer. 

Ben  Allen  coughed  hopelessly,  and  directed  a  search- 
ing look  between  the  two  top  bars  of  the  stove. 

'^  It'll  be  a  deuced  unpleasant  thing  if  rhe  takes  it 
into  her  head  to  let  ou^  when  thoee  feUowa  are  here^ 
won't  it?"  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen  at  length. 

*^  Horrible,''  replied  Bob  Sawyer,  *^  horrible." 

A  low  tap  was  heard  at  the  locm  door.  Mr.  Boh 
Sawyer  looked  expressively  at  his  friend,  and  bade  the 
tapper  come  in;  whereupon  a  dirty  slipshod  girl  in 
Uack  cotton  stockings,  who  might  have  passed  for  the 
neglected  daughter  of  a  8iq>erannuated  dustman  in  very 
reduced  drcomstances,  throst  in  her  head,  and  said, 

^Please,  Mister  Sawyer,  lUlssis  Saddle  wants  to 
tpeak  to  yoti." 
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Before  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  could  return  anj  answer,  the 
girl  suddenly  disappeared  with  a  jerk,  as  if  smnebody 
bad  given  her  a  violent  pull  behind ;  ibis  mysterious  exit 
was  no  sooner  aoeomplished,  than  there  was  another 
tap  at  the  door — a  smart  pointed  tap,  whidi  seemed  ta 
say,  ^  Here  I  am,  and  in  Fm  coming." 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  glanced  at  his  friend  with  a  look  of 
abject  apprehension,  and  once  more  cried  **  Come  in.** 

The  permission  was  not  at  all  necessary,  for,  before 
Mr  Bob  Sawyer  had  uttered  the  words,  a  little  fierce 
woman  bounced  into  the  room,  all  in  a  tremble  with  pas- 
sion, and  pale  with  rage. 

**  Now  Mr.  Sawyer,"  said  the  little  fierce  woman,  try- 
ing to  appear  very  calm,  **  If  youH  have  the  kindness  to 
settle  that  little  bill  of  mine  I'll  thank  you,  because  I've 
got  my  rent  to  pay  this  afternoon,  and  my  landbrdls  Br 
waiting  below  now."  Here  the  little  woman  rubbed  her 
hands,  and  looked  steadily  over  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer's  head, 
at  the  wall  behind  him. 

^  I  am  very  sorry  to  put  you  to  any  inconvenience, 
Mrs.  Raddle,"  said  Bob  Sawyer  deferentially,  '"but"-^ 

^  Oh,  it  isn't  any  inconvenience,"  replied  the  little 
wmnan,  with  a  shrill  titter.  ^  I  didn't  want  it  particular 
before  to-day ;  leastways,  as  it  has  to  go  to  my  landlord 
directly,  it  was  as  well  for  you  to  keep  it,  as  me.  You 
promised  me  this  afternoon,  Mr.  Sawyer,  and  every  gen- 
tleman as  has  ever  lived  here,  has  kept  his  word,  sir,  as 
of  course  anybody  as  calls  himself  a  gentleman,  does." 
Mrs.  Raddle  tossed  her  head,  bit  her  lips,  rubbed  her 
hands  harder,  and  looked  at  the  wall  more  steadily  than 
ever.  It  was  plain  to  see,  as  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  remarked 
in  a  style  of  Eastern  allegory  on  a  subsequent  occasion, 
that  she  was  ^  getting  the  steam  up." 
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^  I  am  very  fiorry,  Mrs.  Raddle,"  said  Bob  Sawyer 
with  all  imaginable  humility,  ^but  the  fact  is,  diat  I 
have  been  disappointed  in  the  City  to-day.** — Extraor- 
dinary  place  that  dty.  An  astonishing  number  of  men 
always  are  getting  disappointed  there. 

^  Well,  Mr.  Sawyer,''  said  Mrs.  Raddle,  planting  her- 
self firmly  on  a  purple  cauliflower  in  the  Kidderminster 
cnqiet,  *^  and  whale's  that  to  me,  sir  ?  " 

<<I  —  I — have  no  doubt,  Mrs.  Raddle,"  said  Bob 
Sawyer,  blinking  this  last  question,  ^that  before  the 
middle  of  next  week  we  shall  be  able  to  set  ourselves 
quite  square,  and  go  on,  on  a  better  system,  afterwards." 

This  was  all  Mrs.  Raddle  wanted.  She  had  bustled 
up  to  the  apartment  of  the  unlucky  Bob  Sawyer,  so  bent 
upon  going  into  a  passion,  that,  in  all  probability,  pay- 
ment would  have  rather  disappoiitted  her  than  otherwise. 
She  was  in  excellent  order  for  a  Bttle  relaxation  of  the 
kind :  having  just  exchanged  a  few  introductory  compli- 
ments with  Mr.  R.  in  the  front  kitchen. 

"  Do  you  suppose,  Mr.  Sawyer,"  said  Mrs.  Raddle,  el- 
evating her  voice  for  the  information  of  the  neighbors, 
^  do  you  suppose  that  Fm  a-going  day  after  day  to  let  a 
fbllar  occupy  my  lodgings  as  never  thinks  of  paying  his 
rent,  nor  even  the  very  money  laid  out  for  the  fresh 
butter  and  lump  sugar  that's  bought  for  his  breakfkst, 
and  the  very  milk  that's  took  in,  at  the  street-door  ?  Do 
you  suppose  a  hard-working  and  industrious  woman  as 
has  lived  in  this  street  for  twenty  year  (ten  year  over 
the  way,  and  nine  year  and  three  quarter  in  this  very 
house)  has  nothing  else  to  do,  but  to  work  herself  to 
death  after  a  parcel  of  lazy  idle  iellars,  that  are  always 
smoking  and  drinking,  and  lounging,  when  they  ought  to 
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be  glad  to  turn  their  hands  to  snjtluDg  tiiat  wqhM  he^ 
*em  to  pay  their  billa  ?    Do  you"  — 

^  My  good  souly"  inteipoaad  Mr.  Benjamin  Alkn. 
soothingly. 

**  Have  the  goodness  to  keep  your  obeervashuns  to 
yomrself  sir  I  b^"  said  Mrs.  Raddle^  spddenly  ttrest* 
ing  the  n^id  torrent  of  her  speech,  mid  addressing  the 
third  party  with  impressive  slowness  and  sol^Dmtj.  ^  I 
am  not  aweer,  sir^  that  you  have  any  right  to  address 
your  conversation  to  me.  I  don't  think  I  let  these  apart- 
ments to  you,  sir." 

^  No,  you  certainly  did  not,"  said  Mr.  Benjamin  AUen* 

*^  Very  good,  sir,"  responded  Mrs.  Raddle,  with  k>fly 
politeness.  ^  Then  p'raps  sir,  you'll  confine  yourself  to 
breaking  the  arms  and  legs  of  the  poor  people  in  the 
bospitalsy  and  keep  yourself  to  yourself  sir,  or  there 
may  be  some  persons  here  as  will  make  you,  sir." 

'*  But  you  are  such  an  unreasonable  woman,"  remon- 
strated Mr.  Benjamin  Allen. 

^  I  beg  your  parding,  young  man,"  said  Mrs.  Saddle, 
in  a  cold  perspiration  of  anger.  *^  But  will  you  have 
the  goodness  just  to  call  me  that^  again,  sar  ?  " 

**  I  didn't  make  use  of  the  word  in  any  invidious  sense, 
ma'am,"  rej^ed  Mr.  Bei\}amin  Alien,  growing  somewhat 
uneasy  on  his  own  account 

'<I  beg  your  parding,  young  man,"  demanded  Mrs. 
Raddle  in  a  louder  and  more  imperative  tone.  ^Bul 
who  do  you  call  a  woman  ?  Did  you  make  that  remark 
to  me,  sir  ?  " 

^  Why,  bless  my  heart ! "  said  Mr.  Beigamin  Allen. 

"  Did  you  apply  that  name  to  me,  I  ask  of  you,  sir?" 
interrupted  Mrs.  Raddle  wiUi  intense  fieroenessi  throw- 
ing the  door  wide  open. 
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<<  Whjy  of  ooone  I  did^"  reined  Mr.  Benjamiii  Allen. 

<<Te8,  of  ocmne  yon  d^"  said  Mn.  Baddk,  backing 
graduallj  to  the  door,  and  nising  her  voice  to  its  loudest 
IHtoh,  for  the  special  behoof  of  Mr.  Raddle  in  the  kitch^ 
en.  ^  Yes^  of  coarse  yon  didi  And  eTcrjbodj  knows 
that  they  Kiay  safely  insult  me  in  my  own  'onse  while 
my  husband  sits  sleeping  down-stairs,  and  taking  no 
more  notioe  than  if  I  was  a  dog  in  the  streets.  He 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself  (here  Mrs.  Saddle 
sobbed)  to  allow  hb  wife  to  be  treated  in  this  way  by  a 
parcel  of  young  cutters  and  carvers  of  live  people's  bod- 
ies, that  disgraces  Ae  lodgings  (another  sob),  and  leav- 
ing her  exposed  to  all  manner  of  abuse ;  a  base  fidnt- 
hearted,  timorous  wretch,  tha^s  afraid  to  come  np-stairs, 
and  &oe  the  ruffi'nly  creatures  —  thaf s  afraid  —  that's 
afraid  to  come  I "  Mrs.  Baddle  paused  to  listen  whether 
the  repetitioQ  of  the  tannt  had  roused  her  better  half ; 
and,  finding  that  it  had  not  been  successftil,  proceeded  to 
descend  the  stairs  with  sdbe  innumerable:  when  there 
came  a  loud  doable  knodt  at  the  street-door :  whereupon 
she  burst  into  an  hysterical  fit  of  weeping,  accompanied 
with  dismal  moans,  which  was  prolonged  until  the  knock 
had  been  repeated  six  times,  when,  in  an  uncontrollable 
burst  of  mental  agony,  she  threw  down  all  the  umbrel* 
las,  and  disappeared  into  the  back  parlor,  dosing  the 
door  after  her  with  an  awful  crash. 

^Does  Mr.  Sawyer  Uve  here?"  said  Mr.  Fickwic^ 
when  the  door  was  opened. 

''Yes;'  said  the  girl,  ''first  floor.  Ilfs  the  door 
etiaight  afore  you,  when  yon  gets  to  the  top  of  the 
stairs."  Having  given  this  instruction,  the  handmaid, 
wlw  had  been  biou^  i^  among  the  aUviginal  mhabi« 
tants  of  Sonthwark,  disappeared,  with  the  candle  m.  h&t 
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Land,  down  the  kitchen  stairs:  perfectly  si^isfied  that 
she  had  done  everything  that  could  possibly  be  required 
of  her  under  the  drcumstances. 

Mr.  Snodgrassy  who  entered  last,  seeored  the  street- 
door,  after  several  ineffectual  efforts,  by  putting  up 
the  chain;  and  the  friends  stumbled  up-stairs,  where 
they  were  received  by  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  who  had  been 
afraid  to  go  down,  lest  he  durald  be  waylaid  by  Mrs. 
Baddle. 

''How  are  you?"  said  the  discomfited  student— 
**  Glad  to  see  you,— take  care  of  the  glasses."  This 
caution  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  had  put  his 
hat  in  the  tray. 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  I  beg  your  pardon." 

''  Don't  mention  it,  don't  mention  it,"  said  Bob  Saw- 
yer. ^  I'm  rather  confined  for  room  here,  but  you  must 
put  up  with  all  tiiat,  when  yon  came  to  see  a  young 
bachelor.  Walk  in.  You've  seen  this  gentleman  be- 
fore, I  think  ? "  Mr.  PickwidL  shook  hands  with  Mr. 
Benjamin  Allen,  and  his  friends  followed  his  example. 
They  had  scarcely  taken  their  seats  when  there  was  an- 
other double  knock. 

''I  hope  that's  Jack  Hopkins!"  said  Mr.  Bob  Saw- 
yer.   ''  Hush.    Tes,  it  is.     Come  up,  Jack ;  come  up." 

A  heavy  footstep  was  heard  upon  the  stairs,  and  JadL 
Hopkins  presented  himself.  He  wore  a  black  velvet 
waistcoat,  with  thunder  and  lightning  buttons;  and  a 
blue  striped  shirt,  with  a  white  false  collar. 

*"  You're  late.  Jack  ?  "  said  Mr.  Benjamm  All^. 

**  Been  detained  at  Bartholomew's,"  replied  Hopklos. 

**  Anything  new  ?  " 

^N<^  nothing  particular.  Bather  a  good  aooident 
brought  into  the  casualty  ward." 
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«  What  wfts  that,  sir  ?**  inqaired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Only  a  man  &Uen  out  of  a  four  pair  of  stairs'  win* 
4ow;  —  but  it's  a  very  hsr  case  —  verj  £Eur  case  in- 
deed.'' 

<<  Do  yon  mean  that  the  patient  is  in  a  fair  way  to  re- 
cover? "  inqoired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^'No,"  replied  Hopkins,  carelessly.  **No,  I  should 
rather  say  he  wouldn't  There  must  be  a  splendid  oper- 
ation though,  to-morrow  —  magnificent  sight  if  Slasher 
does  it." 

*^  Ton  consider  Mr.  Slasher  a  good  operator  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Best  alive,"  replied  Hopkins.  ^  Took  a  boy's  leg 
out  of  the  socket  last  week  —  boy  ate  &ve  apples  and  a 
gingerbread  cake  —  exactly  two  minutes  after  it  was  all 
over,  boy  siud  he  wouldn't  lie  there  to  be  made  game  of; 
and  he'd  tell  his  motlier  if  they  didn't  begin." 

^  Dear  me  I "  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  astonished. 

<*  Pooh  I  thaf  s  nothing,  that  a'n't,"  said  Jack  Hopkins. 
«Isit,Bob?" 

<<  Nothing  at  all,"  repUed  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

'^  By  the  by,  Bob,"  said  Hopkins,  with  a  scarcely  per* 
oepdble  glance  at  Mr.  Pickwick's  attentive  &oe,  ^  we 
had  a  curious  accident  last  night  A  child  was  brought 
in,  who  had  swallowed  a  necklace." 

^  Swallowed  idiat,  sir  ?  "  interrupted  Mr.  Pickwick. 

''A  necklace,"  replied  Jack  Hopkins.  ^  Not  all  at 
once,  you  know,  that  would  be  too  much  —  you  couldn't 
swallow  that  if  the  child  did  —  eh,  Mr.  Pickwick,  ha ! 
ha  I "  Mr.  Hopkins  appeared  highly  gratified  with  his 
own  pleasantry;  and  continued  —  "No,  the  way  was  this; 
—  child's  parents  were  poor  people  who  lived  in  a  court 
Child's  eldest  sister  bought  a  necklace,  —  common  neck* 
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lace,  made  of  large  black  wooden  beads.  Child,  being 
f(md  of  tojs,  cribbed  the  necklace,  hid  it,  played  with  it, 
cut  the  string,  and  swallowed  a  bead.  Child  thought  It 
capital  fun,  went  back  next  day,  and  swallowed  another 
bead." 

"  Bless  ray  heart,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  *<  what  a  dread- 
ful thing  I     I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.     Gro  on." 

^  Next  day,  child  swallowed  two  beads ;  the  day  after 
that,  he  treated  himself  to  three,  and  so  on,  till  in  a 
week's  time  he  had  got  through  the  necklace  —  five-and* 
twenty  beads  in  all.  The  sister,  who  was  an  industri- 
ous girl,  and  seldom  treated  herself  to  a  bit  of  finery, 
cried  her  eyes  out,  at  the  loss  of  the  necklace ;  looked 
high  and  low  for  it ;  but,  I  needn't  say,  didn't  find  it.  A 
few  days  afterwards,  the  family  were  at  dinner —  baked 
shoulder  of  mutton,  and  potatoes  under  it  —  the  child, 
who  wasn't  hungry,  was  playing  about  the  room,  when 
suddenly  there  was  heard  a  devil  of  a  noise,  like  a  small 
hail  storm.  *  Don't  do  that,  my  boy,'  said  the  father.  <I 
a'n't  a  doin*  nothing,'  said  the  child.  *  Well,  don't  do  it 
again,'  said  the  father.  There  was  a  short  silence,  and 
then  the  noise  began  again,  worse  than  ever.  'If  you 
don't  mind  what  I  say,  my  boy,'  said  the  father,  <  you'll 
find  yourdelf  in  bed,  in  something  less  than  a  pig^s  whis* 
per.'  He  gave  the  child  a  shake  to  make  him  obedient, 
and  such  a  rattling  ensued  as  nobody  ever  heard  before. 
*  Why,  damme,  it's  4n  the  child ! '  said  the  father,  *  he's 
got  the  croup  in  the  wrong  place !  *  *  No  I  haven't  fa- 
tlier,'  said  the  cliild,  beginning  to  cry,  *  it's  the  necklace ; 
I  swallowed  it,  father.'  —  The  father  caught  the  child  up, 
and  ran  with  him  to  the  hospital :  the  beads  in  the  boy's 
stomach  rattling  all  the  way  with  the  jolting;  and  the 
people  looking  up  in  the  air,  and  down  in  the  cellars,  U 
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•ee  where  the  nnasual  soimd  came  from.  He's  in  the 
hospital  now,"  said  Jack  Hopkins,  ^  and  he  makes  sodi 
a  deyil  of  a  noise  when  he  walks  about,  that  they're 
obliged  to  muffle  him  in  a  watchman's  coat,  for  fear  he 
should  wake  the  patients !  '* 

^Thafs  the  most  extraordinary  case  I  ever  heard 
ol^"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  an  emphatic  blow  on  the 
table. 

""Oh,  thafs  nothing,"  said  Jack  Hopkins;  <<i8  it^ 
Bob?" 

"  Certainly  not,"  replied  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

*^  Very  singular  things  occur  in  our  profession,  I  can 
assure  you  sir,"  said  Hopkins. 

''So  I  should  be  disposed  to  imagine,"  replied  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

Another  knock  at  the  door,  announced  a  large-headed 
youDg  man  in  a  black  wig,  who  brought  with  him  a  scor- 
butic, youth  in  a  long  stock.  The  next  comer  was  a  gen- 
tleman in  a  shirt  emblazoned  with  pink  anchors,  who  was 
closely  followed  by  a  pale  youth  with  a  plated  watchguard. 
The  arrival  of  a  prim  personage  in  clean  linen  and  doth 
boots  rendered  the  party  complete.  The  little  table  with 
the  green  baize  cover  was  wheeled  out ;  the  first  instal- 
ment of  punch  was  brought  in,  in  a  white  jug ;  and  the 
succeeding  three  hours  were  devoted  to  vingt-et-un  at 
mxpence  a  dozen,  which  was  only  once  interrupted  by  a 
alight  dispute  between  the  scorbutic  youth  and  the  gen- 
tleman with  the  pink  anchors ;  in  the  course  of  which, 
the  scorbutic  youth  intimated  a  btTming  desire  to  pall 
the  nose  of  the  gentleman  with  the  emblems  of  hope  :  in 
reply  to  which,  that  individual  expressed  his  decided  un- 
willingness to  accept  of  any  ''sauce"  on  gratuitous  terms, 
either  from  the  irascible  young  gentleman  with  the  scor 
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Ibutic  ooantenanGe,  or  anj  odm*  person  who  was  onuh 
mented  with  a  head. 

When  the  last  ^natvral"  had  heen  declared,  and  the 
proit  and  loss  account  of  ish  and  sixpences  acynsted,  to 
the  satisfaction  of  all  parties,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  rang  Ibr 
supper,  and  the  visitors  eqneeied  themselves  into  oomera 
whUe  it  was  getting  ready. 

It  was  not  so  easily  got  ready  as  some  people  may 
imagme.  First  of  all,  it  was  necessary  to  awidcen  the 
girl,  who  had  fallen  asleep  with  her  face  on  the  kitchen 
table ;  this  took  a  little  time,  and,  even  when  she  did 
answer  the  bell,  another  quarter  of  an  hour  was  con- 
9umed  in  fruitless  endeavors  to  impart  to  her  a  faint  and 
distant  glimmering  of  reason.  The  man  to  whom  the 
order  for  the  oysters  had  been  sent,  had  not  been  told  to 
open  them  ;  it  is  a  very  difficult  thing  to  open  an  oyster 
with  a  limp  knife  or  a  two-pronged  fork :  and  very  little 
was  done  in  this  way.  Very  little  of  the  beef  was  done 
either ;  and  the  ham  (which  was  also  from  the  German- 
sausage  shop  round  the  comer)  was  in  a  similar  predica- 
ment. However,  there  was  plen^  of  porter  in  a  tin 
can ;  and  the  cheese  went  a  great  way,  for  it  was  very 
strong.  So  upon  the  whole,  periiaps,  the  supper  was 
quite  as  good  as  such  matters  usually  are. 

After  supper,  another  jug  of  punch  was  put  upon  the 
table,  together  with  a  paper  of  cigars,  and  a  couple  of 
bottles  of  spirits.  Then,  th^re  was  an  awful  pause ;  and 
this  awful  pause  was  occasioned  by  a  very  common  oc* 
eurrence  in  this  sort  of  places,  but  a  very  embarrasfflng 
one  notwithstanding. 

The  fact  is,  the  girl  was  washing  the  glasses.  The 
establishment  boasted  four;  we  do  not  record  die  dr- 
^mstance  as  at  all  derogatory  to  Mrs.  Raddle,  fi>r  there 
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never  was  a  lodging^hcmse  jet,  ^t  was  not  short  of 
glasses.  The  landlad/s  glasses  were  little  thin  bk>wn 
glass  tumblers,  and  those  which  had  been  borrowed  from 
the  publie4ioiise  were  great  dropsical,  bloeited  artides, 
each  supported  on  a  hsge  gouty  leg.  This  would  hare 
been  in  itself  sufficient  to  have  possessed  the  companj 
with  the  real  state  of  affiiirs ;  but  the  joung  woman  of 
all  work  had  prevented  the  possibility  of  any  misconoep- 
tion  arising  in  the  mind  of  any  gentleman  upon  the  sub- 
ject, by  forcibly  dragging  every  man's  glass  away,  long 
before  he  had  finished  his  beer,  and  audibly  stating, 
despite  the  winks  and  interruptions  of  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer, 
that  it  was  to  be  conveyed  down-stairs,  and  washed 
forthwith. 

It  is  a  very  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  any  good. 
The  prim  man  in  the  cloth  boots,  who  had  been  unsuc* 
cesafuUy  attempting  to  make  a  joke  during  the  whole 
time  the  round  game  lasted,  saw  his  opportunity,  and 
availed  himself  of  it  The  -instant  the  glasses  disap- 
peared, he  commenced  a  long  story  about  a  great  publie 
character,  whose  name  he  had  forgotten,  making  a  par- 
ticularly happy  reply  to  another  eminent  and  illustrious 
individnai  whom  he  had  never  been  able  to  identify. 
He  enlarged  at  some  length  and  with  great  minuteness 
upon  divers  collateral  drcnmstances,  distantly  connected 
with  the  anecdote  in  hand,  but  for  the  life  of  him  he 
couldn't  recollect  at  that  predse  moment  what  the 
anecdote  was,  although  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
telling  the  story  widi  great  applause  for  the  last  ten 
years. 

^  Dear  me,**  said  the  prim  man  in  the  doth  boots,  "^  it 
is  a  very  extraordinary  drcumstanoe.'* 

^I  am  sorry  you  have  forgotten  it,^  said  Mr.  Bob 
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Sawyer,  glandog  eagerlj  at  the  door,  as  he  thought  ha 
beard  the  noise  of  glasses  jingling  —  **  yery  sorry.** 

^  So  am  I,"  responded  the  prim  man,  ^  because  I  know 
it  would  have  afforded  so  much  amusement.  Never 
mind ;  I  dare  say  I  shall  manage  to  recollect  it,  in  the 
course  of  half  an  hour  or  so." 

The  prim  man  arrived  at  this  point,  just  as  the  glasses 
came  back,  when  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  who  had  been  ab- 
sorbed in  attention  during  the  whole  time,  said  he  should 
very  much  like  to  hear  the  end  of  it,  for,  so  far  as  it 
went,  it  was,  without  exception,  the  very  best  story  he 
had  ever  heard. 

The  sight  of  the  tumblers  restored  Bob  Sawyer  to  a 
degree  of  equanimity  which  he  had  not  possessed  since 
his  interview  with  his  landlady.  His  face  brightened 
up,  and  he  began  to  feel  quite  conviviaL 

"Now,  Betsey,"  said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  with  great 
suavity,  and  dispersing,  at  the  same  time,  the  tumultuous 
little  mob  of  glasses  the  girl  had  collected  in  the  centre 
ci  the  table ;  '^  now,  Betsey,  the  warm  water :  be  brisk« 
there's  a  good  girl." 

"  You  can't  have  no  warm  water,"  replied  Betsey. 

"  No  warm  water !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

^  No,"  said  the  girl,  with  a  shake  of  the  head  which 
expressed  a  more  decided  negative  than  the  most  copious 
language  could  have  conveyed.  "Missis  Raddle  said 
you  wam't  to  have  none." 

The  surprise  depicted  on  the  countenances  of  his 
guests  imparted  new  courage  to  the  host 

"  Bring  up  the  warm  water  instantly  —  instantly  I " 
3aid  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  with  desperate  sternness. 

"No.  I  can't,"  replied  the  giri;  "Missis  Raddle 
raked  out  die  kitchen  fire  afore  she  went  to  bed,  and 
k>cked  up  the  kittle." 
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*^  Oh,  never  mind  $  never  mincL  Praj  don't  disturb 
yourself  about  sucb  a  trifle/'  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  observ- 
ing the  conflict  of  Bob  Sawyer's  passions,  as  depicted  in 
his  countenance,  *'  cold  water  will  do  very  welL" 

"  Oh,  admirably,"  said  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen. 

^  My  landlady  is  subject  to  some  slight  attacks  of 
mental  derangement,"  remarked  Bob  Sawyer  with  a 
ghastly  smile ;  ^  I  fear  I  must  give  her  warning." 

"  No,  don't,"  said  Ben  Allen. 

"I  fear  I  must,"  said  Bob  with  heroic  firmness.  **ni 
pay  her  what  I  owe  her,  and  give  her  warning  to-mor- 
row morning."  Poor  fellow!  how  devoutly  he  wished 
he  could  I 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer's  heart-sickening  attempts  to  rally 
under  this  last  blow  communicated  a  dispiriting  influence 
to  the  company,  the  greater  part  of  whom,  with  the  view 
of  raising  their  spirits,  attached  themselves  with  extra 
cordiality  to  the  cold  brandy  and  water,  the  first  per- 
ceptible effects  of  which  were  displayed  in  a  renewal  of 
hostilities  between  the  scorbutic  youth  and  the  gentleman 
in  the  shirt.  The  belligerents  vented  their  feelings  of 
mutual  contempt,  for  some  time,  in  a  variety  of  frown- 
ings  and  sncntings,  until  at  last  the  scorbutic  yonth  felt 
it  necessary  to  come  to  a  more  explicit  understanding  on 
the  matter ;  when  the  following  clear  understanding  took 
place. 

'^  Sawyer,"  said  the  scorbutic  youth,  in  a  loud  voice. 

"  Well,  Noddy,"  replied  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

"  I  should  be  very  sorry.  Sawyer,"  said  Mr.  Noddy, 
'*  to  create  any  unpleasantness  at  any  friend's  table,  and 
much  less  at  yours,  Sawyer,  —  very ;  but  I  must  take  this 
opportunity  of  infomiing  Mr.  Gunter  that  he  is  no  gen- 
deman." 
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^  And  /  ifaould  be  rery  sony,  Sawyer,  ta  create  any 
disturbance  in  the  street  in  which  you  reside,*  said  Me. 
Gunter,  ^  but  Fm  afiraid  I  shall  be  under  the  necessity 
of  alarming  the  neighbors  by  throwing  the  person  who 
has  just  spoken,  out  o'  window.* 

''What  do  you  mean  by  that,  nr?*  inquired  Mr. 
Noddy. 

""  What  I  say,  ar,"  replied  Mr.  Onnter. 

^  I  should  like  to  see  you  do  it,  sir  *  said  Mr. 
Noddy. 

*^  You  shall  yM  me  do  it  in  half  a  minute,  sir,*  replied 
ICr.  Gunter. 

^  I  request  that  you^  &yor  me  with  your  card,  sir,* 
said  Mr.  Noddy. 

Til  do  nothing  of  the  kmd,  sir,*  replied  Mr.  Grunter. 

«  Why  not,  air  ?*  inquired  Mr.  Noddy. 

**  Because  you'll  stick  it  up  over  your  chimney-piece, 
and  delude  your  visitors  into  the  fklse  belief  that  a 
gentleman  has  been  to  see  you,  sir,*  replied  Mr.  Gun- 
ter. 

**'  Sir,  a  friend  of  mine  shall  wait  on  you  in  the  morn- 
ing,*  said  Mr.  Noddy. 

^  Sir,  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  yov  for  the  caution, 
and  m  leave  particular  directions  with  the  servant  to 
lock  up  the  spoons,*  replied  Mr.  Gkmter. 

At  this  point  the  remainder  of  the  guests  interposed^ 
and  remonstrated  with  both  pardes  on  the  impropriety 
of  their  conduct ;  on  which  Mr.  Noddy  begged  to  state 
that  his  father  was  quite  as  respectable  as  Mr.  Grunter's 
father ;  to  which  Mr.  Gunter  replied  that  his  fkther  was 
to  the  full  as  respectable  as  liir.  Nodd/s  father,  and  that 
his  fathered  son  was  as  good  a  man  as  Mr.  Noddy  any 
day  in  the  week.     As  this  announcement  seemed   the 
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prelude  to  a  reoommenoemeiit  df  the  dispute,  there  waa 
another  interference  on  the  part  of  the  company ;  and 
a  vast  quantitj  of  talking  and  clamoring  ensued,  in  the 
course  of  which  Mr.  Noddy  gradually  allowed  his  feel- 
ings to  overpower  him,  and  professed  that  he  had  ever 
entertained  a  devoted  personal  attachment  towards  Mr. 
Gunter.  To  this,  Mr.  Ounter  replied  that,  upon  the 
whole,  he  rather  preferred  Mr.  Noddy  to  his  own  brotl^ 
er;  on  hearing  which  admission,  Mr.  Noddy  magnani- 
mously rose  £rom  his  seat,  and  proffered  his  hand  to  Mr. 
Ounter.  Mr.  Gunter  grasped  it  with  affecting  fervor ; 
and  everybody  said  that  the  whole  dispute  had  been 
conducted  in  a  manner  which  was  highly  honorable  to 
both  parties  concerned. 

''Now,"  said  Jack  Hopkms,  ''just  to  set  us  going 
again,  Bob,  I  don't  mind  singing  a  song.**  And  Hop- 
kins, incited  thereto  by  tumultuous  applause,  plunged 
himself  at  once  into  "  The  King,  God  bless  him,"  which 
he  sung  as  loud  as  he  could,  to  a  novel  ur,  compounded 
of  the  «  Bay  of  Biscay,"  and  "  A  Frog  he  would."  The 
chorus  was  the  essence  of  the  song ;  and,  as  each  gen- 
tleman sung  it  to  the  tune  he  knew  btst,  the  effect  was 
very  striking  indeed. 

It  was  at  the  end  of  the  chorus  to  the  tret  verse,  that 
Mr.  Pickwick  held  up  his  hand  in  a  fistenkig  aittrtudoi 
and  said,  as  soon  as  silence  was  restored, 

"  Hushl  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  thought  I  heard  some* 
body  calMng  from  up-stiurs." 

A  profound  silence  immediately  ensued ;  and  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer  was  obseired  to  turn  pale. 

"  I  think  I  hear  it  now,"  said  Mr.  VkkwiA.  «  Have 
the  goodness  to  open  the  door." 

The  door  was  no  sooner  opened  than  all  doubt  on  tha 
■object  was  removed. 
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"  Mr.  Sawyer  I  Mr.  Sawyer  I "  screamed  a  voice  from 
the  two-pair  landing. 

**  It's  my  landlady,"  said  Bob  Sawyer,  looking  round 
him  with  great  dismay.     **Yes,  Mrs.  Raddle.'* 

**  What  do  you  mean  by  this,  Mr.  Sawyer  ?  **  replied 
the  voice,  with  great  shrillness  and  rapidity  of  utterance. 
^  A'n't  it  enough  to  be  swindled  out  of  one's  rent,  and 
money  lent  out  of  pocket  besides,  and  abused  and  in- 
sulted by  your  friends  that  dares  to  call  themselves 
men :  without  having  the  house  turned  out  of  window, 
and  noise  enough  made  to  bring  the  fire-engines  here 
at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  ?  —  Turn  them  wretches 
away." 

"You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourselves,"  said  the 
voice  of  Mr.  Raddle,  which  appead*ed  to  proceed  frx>m 
beneath  some  distant  bedclothes. 

"  Ashamed  of  themselves ! "  said  Mrs.  Raddle.  "  Why 
don't  you  go  down  and  knock  'em  eveiy  one  down-stairs  t 
You  would  if  you  was  a  man." 

"I  should  if  T  was  a  dozen  men,  my  dear,"  replied 
Mr.  Raddle,  pacifically,  ^  but  they've  the  advantage  of 
me  in  numbers,  my  dear." 

"Ugh,  you  coward  I"  replied  Mrs.  Raddle,  with  su- 
preme contempt  ^  Do  you  mean  to  turn  them  wretches 
out  or  not,  Mr.  Sawyer  ?  " 

"  They're  going,  Mrs.  Raddle,  they're  going,"  said  the 
miserable  Bob.  "  I  am  afraid  you'd  better  go,"  said  Mr. 
Bob  Sawyer  to  his  friends.  "  I  thought  you  were  mak- 
hig  too  much  noise." 

**  It's  a  veiy  unfortunate  thing,"  said  the  prim  maa 
"Just  as  we  were  getting  so  comfortable,  too!"  The 
prim  man  was  just  beginning  to  have  a  dawning  recoI« 
lection  of  the  story  he  had  forgotten. 
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^  It^s  hardly  to  be  borne,^  said  the  prim  man,  lookiDg 
round.    '^  Hardlj  to  be  borne,  is  it  ?" 

<*  Not  to  be  endured,"  replied  Jack  Hopkins ;  •'*  let's 
have  the  other  verse.  Bob ;  come,  here  goes ! " 

"  No,  no.  Jack,  don't,"  interposed  Bob  Sawyer  ;  "  it's 
a  capital  song,  bnt  I  am  afraid  we  had  better  not  have 
the  other  verse.  They  are  very  violent  people,  the  peo- 
ple of  the  house.** 

**  Shall  I  step  up-stairs,  and  pitch  into  the  landlord  ?  " 
inquired  Hopkins,  ^  or  keep  on  ringing  the  bell,  or  go 
and  groan  on  the  staircase?  Tou  may  command  me. 
Bob." 

"  I  am  very  much  indebted  to  you  for  your  friendship 
and  good  nature,  Hopkins,"  said  the  wretched  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer ;  "  but  I  thmk  the  best  plan  to  avoid  any  further 
dispute  is  for  us  to  break  up  at  once." 

"Now,  Mr.  Sawyer!"  screamed  the  shrill  voice  of 
Mrs.  Raddle,  *^are  them  brutes  going?" 

"  They're  only  looking  for  their  hats,  Mrs.  Raddle," 
said  Bob;  "they  are  going  directly." 

"  Groing ! "  said  Mrs.  Raddle,  thrusting  her  nightcap 
over  the  banisters  just  as  Mr.  Pickwick,  followed  by 
Mr.  Tupman,  emerged  from  the  sitting-room.  "  Going  I 
What  did  they  ever  come  for  ?  " 

**  My  dear  ma'am  "  —  remonstrated  Mr.  Pickwick, 
looking  up. 

"  Gret  along  with  you,  you  old  wretch ! "  replied  Mrs. 
Raddle,  hastily  withdrawing  the  nightcap.  "  Old  enough 
to  be  his  grandfather,  you  vill'in  I  You're  worse  than 
any  of  'em." 

Mr.  Pickwick  fi>und  it  in  vain  to  protest  his  innocence, 
so  hurried  down-stairs  into  the  street,  whither  he  was 
closely  followed  by  Mr.  Tupman,  Mr.  TVinkle,  and  Mr. 
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Snodgrass.  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  who  was  diflUMll  j  depressed 
with  spirits  and  agitation,  aoeompanied  them  as  &r  as 
London  Bridge,  and  in  the  course  of  the  walk  confided 
to  Mr.  Winkle,  as  an  especially  eligible  person  to  intmst 
the  secret  to,  that  he  was  resolved  to  cut  the  throat  of 
any  gentleman  except  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  who  should  as- 
pire to  the  affections  of  his  sister  Arabella.  Having 
expressed  his  determination  to  perform  this  painftd  duty 
of  a  brother  with  proper  firmness,  he  burst  into  tears, 
knocked  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  and,  making  the  best  of 
his  way  back,  knocked  double  knocks  at  the  door  of  the 
Borough  Market,  and  took  short  naps  on  the  steps  alter- 
nately, until  daybreak,  under  the  firm  impression  that  he 
lived  there^  and  had  forgotten  the  key. 

The  visitors  having  all  departed,  in  compliance  with 
the  rather  pressing  request  of  Mrs.  Raddle,  the  luckless 
Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  was  left  alone,  to  meditate  on  the  prob- 
able events  of  the  morrow,  and  the  pleasures  of  the 
evening. 
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CHAPTER  XXXm. 

KH.  WSLLBB  THB  BLDBR  DBLIYEB8  BOMB  OIUTIOAL 
BENTIMBMT8  BB8PBCTIKO  LITBRiJtr  COMPOSITION; 
AND,  A8BI8TBD  BT  HIS  SON  8AMUKL,  PATS  A  SMALL 
INSTALMENT  OF  RETALIATION  TO  THB  ACCOUNT  OF 
THB  RBYBREND   OBNTLEMAN   WITH  THB  RED   NOSB. 

The  morning  of  the  ttdrteenth  of  February,  which  the 
readers  of  this  authentic  narrative  know,  as  well  as  we 
do,  to  have  been  the  day  immediately  preceding  that 
which  was  appointed  for  the  trial  of  Mrs.  Bardell's  ac- 
tion, was  a  busy  lime  for  Mr.  Samuel  Weller,  who  was 
perpetually  engaged  in  travelling  from  the  Greorge  and 
Vulture  Id  Mr.  Perker's  chambers  and  back  again,  fix>m 
and  between  the  hours  of  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning 
and  two  in  the  afternoon,  both  inclusive.  Not  that  there 
was  anything  whatever  to  be  done,  for  the  consultation 
had  taken  place,  and  the  course  of  proceeding  to  be 
adopted,  had  been  finally  determined  on ;  b«t  Mr.  Pick- 
wick being  in  a  most  extreme  state  of  excitement,  perse- 
vered in  constantly  sending  small  notes  to  his  attorney, 
merely  containing  the  inquiry,  ^  Dear  Perker  —  Is  all 
going  on  wdl?*  to  which  Mr.  Perker  invariably  for- 
warded  the  reply,  "  Dear  Pickwick  —  As  well  as  possi- 
ble;" the  fact  being,  as  we  have  already  hinted,  that 
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there  was  nothing  whatever  to  go  on,  either  well  or  ill, 
until  the  sitting  of  the  court  on  the  following  morning. 

But  people  who  go  voluntarily  to  law,  or  are  taken 
ibrdblj  there,  for  the  first  time,  may  be  allowed  to  labor 
under  some  temporary  irritation  and  anxiety  :  and  Saniy 
with  a  due  allowance  for  the  frailties  of  human  nature, 
obeyed  all  his  master's  behests  with  that  imperturbable 
good-humor  and  unruf&ble  compa<«ure  which  formed  one 
of  his  most  striking  and  amiable  characteristics. 

Sam  had  solaced  himself  with  a  most  agreeable  litUe 
dinner,  and  was  waiting  at  the  bar  for  the  glass  of  warm 
mixture  in  which  Mr.  Pickwick  had  requested  him  to 
drown  the  fatigues  of  his  morning's  walks,  when  a  young 
boy  of  about  three  feet  high,  or  thereabouts,  in  a  hairy 
cap  and  fustian  overalls,  whose  garb  bespoke  a  laudable 
ambition  to  attain  in  time  the  elevation  of  an  hostler, 
entered  the  passage  of  the  George  and  Vulture,  and 
looked  first  up  the  stairs,  and  then  along  the  passage, 
and  then  into  the  bar,  as  if  in  search  of  somebody  to 
whom  he  bore  a  commission  ;  whereupon  the  barmaid, 
conceiving  it  not  improbable  that  the  said  commission 
might  be  directed  to  the  tea  or  table  spoons  of  the  estab- 
lishment, accosted  the  boy  with 

**  Now,  young  man,  what  do  ycu  want  ?  ** 

^Is  there  anybody  here  named  Sam?**  inquired  the 
youth,  in  a  loud  voice  of  treble  quality. 

<^  Whafs  the  f other  name?**  said  Sam  Weller,  look- 
ing round. 

''How  should  I  know?**  briskly  replied  the  young 
gentleman  below  the  hairy  cap. 

"You're  a  sharp  boy,  you  are,**  said  Mr.  Weller; 
"only  I  wouldn't  show  that  weiy  fine  edge  too  much, 
if  I  was  you,  in  case  anybody  took  it  off.    What  do  you 
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mean  hj  comin'  to  a  hot-<el,  and  asking  arter  Saoiy  ybk 
as  mach  politeness  as  a  vild  Indian  ?  " 

"  'Cos  an  old  genl'm'n  told  me  to,**  replied  the  boy. 

"  What  old  genTm'n  ?  *  inquired  Sam,  with  deep  dis- 
dain. 

**  Him  as  drives  a  Ipswich  coach,  and  uses  our  parlor,** 
rejoined  the  boj.  ^  He  told  me  yesterday  momin*  to 
eome  to  the  George  in  Wultor  this  artemoon,  and  ask 
for  Sam." 

*'Ifs  my  father,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  turning 
with  an  explanatory  air  to  the  young  lady  in  the  bar ; 
''blessed  if  I  think  he  hardly  knows  what  my  other 
name  is.    VeU,  young  brockiley  sprout,  wot  then?" 

"  Why  then,"  said  the  boy,  "  you  wos  to  come  to  him 
at  six  o'clock  to  our  'ouse  *cos  he  wants  to  see  yoo  — 
Blue  Boar,  Leaden'all  Markit  Shall  I  say  you're 
comin'?" 

^Tou  may  wentur  on  that  'ere  statement,  sir,"  replied 
Sam.  And  thus  ^npowered,  the  young  gentleman 
walked  away,  awakening  all  the  echoes  in  Greorge 
Yard  as  he  did  so,  with  several  chaste  and  extremely 
cot  rect  imitations  of  a  drover's  whistle,  delivered  in  a 
tone  of  peculiar  richness  and  volume. 

Mr.  Weller  having  obtained  leave  of  absence  from  M^. 
Kckwick,  who,  in  his  then  state  of  excitement  and  worry 
was  by  no  means  displeased  at  being  left  alone,  set  forth, 
hmg  before  the  appointed  hour,  and  having  plenty  of 
time  at  his  disposal,  sauntered  down  as  far  as  the  Man- 
sion House,  where  he  paused  and  contemplated,  with  a 
fiu^  of  great  calmness  and  philosophy,  the  numerous 
cads  and  drivers  of  short  stages  who  assemble  near  that 
fiimous  place  of  resort,  to  the  great  terror  and  confusion 
of  the  old-lady  population  of  these  reahns.    Having  lot* 
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tared  here,  Anr  half  an  hoar  or  m,  Mr.  WeUer  lumed. 
and  began  wending  his  waj  towards  Leadenhall  Mark^ 
through  a  variety  of  by  streets  and  ooorts.  As  he  was 
sauntering  away  his  spare  time,  and  stoj^ed  to  look  at 
ahnost  every  object  that  met  his  gaze,  it  is  by  no  means 
surprising  Uiat  Mr.  Weller  should  h^re  paused  heR^re  a 
small  stationer^s  and  fMrint-seller's  window ;  but  without 
fiirther  explanation  it  does  appear  surprising  that  hia 
eyes  should  have  no  sooner  rested  on  certain  pictures 
which  were  exposed  for  sale  Uierein,  than  he  gave  a  sud- 
den start,  smote  his  right  leg  with  great  vehemence,  and 
exclaimed  with  energy,  ^  If  it  hadn't  been  for  this,  I 
should  ha'  fbigot  all  about  it,  till  it  was  too  late ! " 

The  pardcolar  picture  on  which  Sam  Welter's  eyes 
were  fixed,  as  he  said  this,  was  a  highly  colored  repre- 
sentation of  a  couple  of  human  hearts  skewered  together 
with  an  arrow,  cooking  before  a  cheerful  fire,  while  a 
aude  and  female  cannibal  in  modem  attire :  the  gentle- 
man b^ng  clad  in  a  Uue  coat  and  wlute  trousers,  and 
the  lady  in  a  deep  red  pelisse  with  a  parasol  of  the  same: 
were  af^roaohing  the  meal  with  hungry  eyes,  up  a  ser- 
'  pentine  gravel  path  leading  thereiiint9.  A  decidedly  in- 
delicate young  gentleman,  in  a  pair  of  wings,  and  noth- 
ing ebe,  was  defucited  as  superintending  the  coddng ;  a 
representation  of  the  spire  of  the  church  in  X*angham 
Place,  f^peared  in  the  distaaoe ;  and  the  whole  formed 
a  ^  valentine,"  of  which,  as  a  written  inscription  in  tlie 
window  testified,  there  was  a  laiige  assortment  within, 
which  the  shopkeeper  pledged  himself  to  dispose  of,  to 
Us  countrymen  generally,  at  the  reduced  rate  of  one  and 
sixpence  each. 

^  I  should  ha'  forgot  it ;  I  should  certainly  ha'  foi^ 
HI"  said  Sam;  So  saying,  he  at  once  stuped  into  this 
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tiationcr's  shop,  and  reqaested  to  be  senred  with  a  sheeK 
of  the  best  gUt-edged  letter-paper,  and  a  hard-nibbed  pea . 
which  could  be  warranted  not  to  splutter.  These  articles 
having  been  promptly  supplied,  he  walked  on  direct  tow- 
ards f jeadenhall  Market  at  a  good  round  pace,  verj  di& 
ferent  from  his  recent  lingering  one.  Looking  round 
Imn,  be  there  beheld  a  sign-board  on  which  the  painter's 
art  had  delineated  something  remotely  resembling  a  ce- 
rulean elephant  with  an  aquiline  nose  in  Beu  of  trunk. 
lUghtly  conjecturing  that  this  was  the  lUue  Boar  him- 
self, he  stepped  into  the  house,  and  inquired  concerning 
bis  parent. 

"  He  won't  be  here  this  three  quarters  of  an  hour  or 
more,"  said  t!ie  young  lady  who  superintended  the  do* 
mestic  arrangements  of  the  Blue  Boar. 

"  Wery  good,  my  dear,"*  replied  Sam.  "  Let  me  have 
nine  penn'orth  o'  brandy  and  water  luke,  and  the  ink- 
stand, win  you,  miss?" 

The  brandy  and  water  luke,  and  the  inkstand,  having 
been  carried  into  the  little  parlor,  and  the  young  lady 
having  carefully  flattened  down  the  coals  to  prevent  their 
blazing,  and  carried  away  the  poker  to  preclude  the  pos- 
^bility  of  the  fire  being  stirred,  without  the  full  privity 
and  concurrence  of  the  Blue  Boar  being  first  had  and 
obtained,  Sam  Weller  sat  himself  down  in  a  box  near  the 
stove,  and  pulled  out  the  sheet  of  gilt-edged  letter-paper, 
and  tbs  hard-nibbed  pen.  Then,  looking  carefully  at  the 
pen  to  see  that  there  were  no  hairs  in  it,  and  dusting 
dowa  the  table,  so  that  there  might  be  no  crumbs  of 
bread  under  the  paper,  Sam  tucked  up  the  cuffs  of  hia 
eoat,  squared  his  elbows,  and  composed  himself  to  write. 

To  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  are  not  in  the  habit  of 
devoting  themselves  practically  to  the  science  of  penman- 
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8hip,  writing  a  letter  is  no  very  easy  task ;  it  beh^  al- 
ways considered  necessary  in  such  cases  for  the  writer  to 
recline  his  head  on  his  left  arm,  so  as  to  place  his  eyei 
as  nearly  as  possible  on  a  level  with  the  paper,  and 
while  glancing  sideways  at  the  letters  he  is  constmctio^ 
to  form  with  his  tongoe  imaginary  characters  to  corre- 
spond. These  motions,  although  unquestionably  of  the 
greatest  assistance  to  original  composition,  retard  in  some 
degree  the  progress  of  the  writer ;  and  Sam  had  nncon- 
sdously  been  a  full  hour  and  a  half  writing  words  in 
small  text,  smearing  out  wrong  letters  with  his  little  fin- 
ger, and  putting  in  new  ones  which  required  going  oyer 
very  often  to  render  them  visible  through  the  old  blots, 
when  he  was  roused  by  the  opening  of  the  door  and  the 
entrance  of  his  parent 

«*  Veil,  Sammy,"  said  the  father. 

^  Veil,  my  Prooshan  Blue,*^  responded  the  son,  laying 
down  his  pen.  **  What's  the  last  bulletin  about  mother- 
m-law?" 

^  Mrs.  Veller  pabsed  a  weiy  good  night,  but  is  oncom- 
mon  perwerse,  and  unpleasant  this  momin'.  Signed 
upon  oath,  S.  Veller,  Esquire,  Senior.  Thaf  s  the  last 
Tun  as  was  issued,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  untying 
his  shawL 

^  No  better  yet  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

^  All  the  symptons  aggerawated,"  replied  Mi.  Weller, 
shaking  his  head.  ^  But  wot^s  that,  you're  a-doin'  of — 
pursuit  of  knowledge  under  difficulties  —  eh  Sammy  ?  " 

Tve  done  now/'  said  Sam  with  slight  embarrass* 
ment ;  **  Fve  been  a-writin'." 

"  So  I  see,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  "  Not  to  any  young 
'ooman,  I  hope,  Sammy." 

**  Why  it's  no  use  a-saym'  it  a'n't,"  replied  Sam,  •*  ItV 
a  walentine." 
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^A  what!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Weller,  iq>i>ai:entl7  hor- 
ror-stricken hj  the  word. 

'^  A  walentine,"  replied  Sam. 

^  Samively  Samivel,''  said  Mr.  Weller,  in  reproachful 
accents,  ''I  didn't  think  joa*d  ha'  done  it  Arter  the 
wamin'  you've  had  o'  your  father's  widous  pr(^>en8itie8 ; 
arter  all  Fve  said  to  jou  upon  this  here  wery  subject ; 
arter  actiwallj  seein'  and  bein'  in  the  company  o'  your 
own  mother-in-law,  yich  I  should  ha'  thought  wos  a 
moral  lesson  as  no  man  could  never  ha'  forgotten  to  hia 
dyin'  day  I  I  didn't  think  you'd  ha'  done  it,  Sammy,  I 
didn't  think  you'd  ha'  done  it ! "  These  reflections  were 
too  much  for  the  good  old  man.  He  raised  Sam's  tum- 
bler to  his  lips  and  drank  off  its  contents. 

"  Wof  8  the  matter  now  I "  said  Sam. 

«  Nev'r  mind,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  "  it'll  be 
a  wery  agonizin'  trial  to  me  at  my  time  of  life,  but  Fm 
pretty  tough,  that's  vun  consolation,  as  the  wery  old  tur- 
key remarked  wen  the  farmer  said  he  was  afeer'd  he 
should  be  obliged  to  kill  him  for  the  London  market" 

"  Wofll  be  a  trial  ?"  inquired  Sam. 

"  To  see  you  married,  Sammy — to  see  you  a  deluded 
wictim,  and  thinkin'  in  your  innocence  that  it's  all  wery 
capital,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  <<  It's  a  dreadful  trial  to  a 
father's  feelin's,  that  'ere,  Sammy." 

^  Nonsense,"  said  Sam.  '^  I  a'n't  a^in'  to  get  mar- 
ried, don't  fret  yourself  about  that ;  I  know  you're  a 
judge  o'  these  thmgs.  Order  in  your  pipe,  and  FU  I'ead 
you  the  letter  —  there." 

We  cannot  distinctly  say  whether  it  was  the  prospect 
of  the  pipe,  or  the  consolatory  reflection  that  a  fatal  dis- 
position to  get  married  ran  in  the  family  and  couldn't  be 
helped,  which  calmed  Mr.  Weller^s  feeling^  and  caused 
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bis  grief  to  sobeide.  We  diouM  be  ratber  disposed  to 
eaj  thai  the  result  was  attained  by  oombimug  tbe  two 
sources  of  consolation,  for  he  repeated  tbe  seeond  in  a 
low  tone^  very  frequently ;  ringing  the  bell  meaawbile, 
to  order  in  the  first  He  then  dLyested  himself  of  his 
upper  coat ;  and  lighting  the  pipe  and  (facing  himself  in 
froai  of  the  fire  wi^  bis  back  towards  it,  so  that  he  could 
feeJ  its  full  heat,  and  recline  against  the  mantel-pieoe  at 
the  same  time,  turned  towaidSs  Sam,  and,  with  a  counte-- 
naace  greatly  mollified  by  the  softoning  influence  of 
tobacco,  requested  him  to  ^  fire  away.'' 

Sam  dipped  his  pen  into  the  ink  to  be  ready  for  any 
corrections,  and  began  with  a  very  theatrical  air : 

«<  Lovely'" 

<"  Stop,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  ringing  the  belL  <<  A  double 
glass  o'  the  inwariable,  my  dear." 

*Very  well,  sir,"  replied  the  girl;  who  with  great 
quickness  appeared,  vani^led,  returned,  and  disappeared* 

"  ITiey  seem  to  know  your  ways  here,"  observed  Sam. 

^  Tes,"  repHed  his  father,  **  I've  been  here  before,  in 
my  time.     Go  on,  Sammy." 

*»  *  Lovely  creetur,' "  repeated  Sam. 

**  Trfn't  in  poetry,  is  it  ?"  interposed  his  father. 

^  No  no,"  replied  Sam. 

«  Weiy  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Mr.  Weller.  **  Poetiy's 
unnaf  ral ;  no  man  ever  talked  poetry  'eept  a  beadle 
on  boxin'  day,  or  Warren's  blackin'  or  Rowland's  oil,  or 
some  o'  them  low  fellows ;  never  jcta  let  yourself  down 
to  talk  poetry,  my  boy.    Begin  ag'in,  Sammy." 

Mr.  Weller  resumed  his  pipe  wi^  critical  solemni^, 
and  Sam  once  more  commenced,  and  read  as  fi>lk>w8. 

•*  *  Lovely  creetur  i  feel  myself  a  danmied ' " . 

**>  That  a'n't  proper,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  taking  his  pipe 
from  his  mouth. 
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^  No ;  it  a'n't  <  dammed,' "  observed  Sam,  holding  the 
letter  up  to  the  lights  <<if8  ^shamed,'"  thera^s  a  blot 
there  —  <  I  feel  myself  ashamed.' " 

«  Wery  good,"  said  Mr.  Weller.     «  Go  on." 

"  *  Feel  myself  ashamed,  and  completely  cir ' I 

forget  what  this  here  word  is,**  said  Sam,  scratching  his 
head  with  the  pen,  in  vain  attempts  to  remember. 

""Why  d^'t  you  look  at  h,  then?"  inquired  Mr. 
Weller. 

"*  So  I  am  a-lookin'  at  it,*"  replied  Sam,  ^hni  there's 
another  blot     Here's  a  ^ c,'  and  a  * i,'  and  a  * d.'" 

"  Circumwented,  p'r'aps,"  suggested  Mr.  Weller.   ' 

"  No  it  a'n't  that,"  said  Sam ;  '<  circumscribed ;  thaf  s 
it" 

^  That  a'n't  as  good  a  word  as  circumwented,  Sammy," 
said  Mr.  Weller  gravely. 

"Think  not?"  said  Sam. 

<"  Nothin'  like  it,"  replied  his  father. 

^  But  don't  you  thank  it  means  more  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

"Veil  p'raps  it  is  a  more  tenderer  word,"  said  Mr. 
Weller,  after  a  few  moments'  reflection.  "  Go  on,  Samr 
my." 

"  *  Feel  myself  ashamed  and  oompletely  circumscribed 
in  a  drepAin'  <^  you,  for  you  are  a  nice  gal  and  nothin' 
but  it' ' 

"  That's  a  wery  pretty  sentiinent,"  said  ihe  elder  Mr. 
Weller,  removing  his  pipe  to  make  way  for  the  remark. 

"Yes,  I  think  it  is  rayther  good,"  observed  Sam, 
highly  flattered. 

"  Wot  I  like  in  that  'ere  style  of  writin',"  said  the 
elder  Mr.  Weller,  *♦  is,  that  there  a'n't  no  callin'  namea 
hi  it, — no  Wenuses^  nor  nothin'  o'  that  kind*  Wot's 
the  good  0*  callin'  a  young  'ooman  a  Wenus  or  a  angel, 
Sammy?" 
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"  Ah !  what,  indeed  ?  "  replied  Sam. 

^  You  might  jist  as  well  call  her  a  griffin,  or  a  onicom, 
or  a  king's  arms  at  once,  which  is  wery  well  known  to  be 
a  collection  o*  fabulous  animals,"  added  Mr.  Weller. 

^  Just  as  well,"  replied  Sam. 

**  Drive  on,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller. 

Sam  complied  with  the  request,  and  proceeded  as  M- 
lows ;  his  &ther  continuing  to  smoke,  with  a  mixed  ex- 
pression of  wisdom  and  complacency,  which  was  parti<y 
iilarlj  edifying. 

*^  <  Afore  I  see  you  I  thought  all  women  was  alike.' " 

"  So  they  are,"  observed  the  elder  Mr.  Weller,  paren* 
thetically. 

"  *  But  now,' "  continued  Sam,  "  *  now  I  find  what  a 
reglar  soft-headed,  inkred'lous  turnip  I  must  ha'  been ; 
for  there  a'n't  nobody  like  you  though  I  like  you  better 
ihan  nothin'  at  all.'  I  thought  it  best  to  make  that  ray- 
ther  strong,"  said  Sam,  looking  up. 

Mr.  Weller  nodded  approvingly,  and  Sam  resumed. 

'^  <  So  I  take  the  privilidge  of  the  day,  Mary,  my  dear 
-—  as  the  gen'l'm'n  in  difficulties  did,  ven  he  valked  oat 
of  a  Sunday  —  to  tell  you  that  the  first  and  only  time  I 
see  you,  your  likeness  was  took  on  my  h'art  in  much 
quicker  time  and  brighter  colors  than  ever  a  likeness 
was  took  by  the  profeel  macheen  (wich  p'raps  you  maj 
have  heord  on  Mary  my  dear)  altho'  it  does  finish  a  por- 
trait and  put  the  frame  and  glass  on  complete  with  a 
hook  at  the  end  to  hang  it  up  by  and  all  in  two  minutes 
and  a  quarter.' " 

^  I  am  afeered  that  werges  on  the  poetical,  Sammy," 
laid  Mr.  Weller,  dubiously. 

"  No  it  don't,"  replied  Sam,  reading  oi^  very  quickly, 
*o  avoid  contesting  the  point  — 
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^'Except  of  me  Mary  my  dear  as  your  walentine 
and  think  over  what  Fve  said.  —  My  dear  Mary  I  will 
now  conclode.'     That's  all,**  said  Sam. 

"  That's  ray  ther  a  sadden  pnll  up,  aVt  it,  Sammy  ?  ** 
inquired  Mr.  Weller. 

"  Not  a  bit  on  it,**  said  Sam ;  *•  shell  vish  there  woa 
more,  and  that's  the  great  art  o'  letter-writin'." 

«  Well,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  « there's  somethin'  in  that  \ 
and  I  wish  your  mother-in-law  'ud  only  conduct  her  con* 
wersation  on  the  same  gen-teel  principle.  A'n't  you  »• 
goin'  to  sign  it?" 

**  That's  the  difficulty,"  said  Sam ;  « I  don't  know  what 
to  sign  it" 

"  Sign  it,  Yeller,"  said  the  oldest  surviving  proprietor 
of  that  name. 

**  Won't  do,"  said  Sam.  "  Never  sign  a  walentine  with 
your  own  name." 

"  Sign  it  '  Pickvick,'  then,"  said  Mr.  Weller ;  « if b  a 
wery  good  name,  and  a  easy  one  to  spell." 

"  The  wery  thing,"  said  Sam.  **  I  catM  end  with  a 
werse  ;  what  do  you  think  ?  " 

"  I  don't  like  it,  Sam,"  rejoined  Mr.  Weller.  "  I  never 
know'd  a  respectable  coachman  as  wrote  poetry,  *cept 
one,  as  made  an  afiecdn'  copy  o'  werses  the  night,  afore 
he  wos  hung  for  a  highway  robbery  ;  and  he  was  only  a 
Cambervelt  man,  so  even  that's  no  rule." 

But  Sam  was  not  to  be  dissuaded  from  the  poedcal 
Idea  that  had  occurred  to  him,  so  he  signed  the,  letter, 
"  Your  love-sick 
Pickwick." 

And  having  folded  it,  in  a  very  intricate  manner, 
squeezed  a  down-hill  direction  in  one  comer:  ^To 
Mary,  Housemaid,  at  Mr.  Nupkins's  Mayor's,  Ipswich, 
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Suffolk ;  •*  and  pat  it  into  Ids  pocket,  wafered,  and  read/ 
for  the  General  Post  This  important  business  having 
been  transacted,  Mr,  Weller  the  elder  proceeded  to  open 
Oiat;  on  which  he  bad  summoned  his  son. 

"  The  first  matter  relates  to  your  governor,  Sammy,** 
said  Mr.  Weller.  "  He's  a-goin'  to  be  tried  to-morrow, 
aVt  he  ?  " 

**  The  trial's  a-comin'  on,"  replied  Sam. 

«  VeU,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  "  now  I  s'pose  hell  want  to 
eail  some  witnesses  to  speak  to  his  character,  or  p'raps  to 
prove  a  alleybi.  Fve  been  a-tumin'  the  bis'ness  over 
in  my  mind,  and  he  may  make  his-self  easy,  Sammy, 
I've  got  some  friends  as  'U  do  either  for  him,  but  my 
advice  'od  be  this  here  —  never  mind  the  diaracter,  and 
stick  to  the  alleybi.  Nothing  like  a  alleybi,  Sammy, 
Bothing.^  Mr.  Weller  looked  very  profound  as  he  de- 
livered this  legal  opinion ;  and  burying  his  nose  in  his 
tumbler,  winked  over  the  top  thereof,  at  hb  astonished 
son. 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Sam ;  **  you  don't 
think  he's  a-going  to  be  tried  at  the  Old  Bailey,  do 
you?" 

''That  aVt  no  part  of  ihe  present  con-sideration, 
Sammy,**  replied  Mr.  Weller.  "  Verever  he's  a-goin*  to 
be  tried,  my  boy,  a  alleybrs  the  thing  to  get  him  off. 
Ve  got  Tom  Vildspark  off  that  'ere  manslaughter,  with 
a  alleybi,  ven  all  the  big  vigs  to  a  man  said  as  nothing 
couldn't  save  him.  And  my  'pinion  is,  Sammy,  that 
if  your  governor  don't  prove  a  alleybi,  he'll  be  what 
the  Italians  call  reglarly  flummoxed,  and  that's  all  about 
it" 

As  the  elder  Mr.  Weller  entertained  a  firm  and  u&« 
alterable  conviction  that  the  (Md  Bailey  was  the  supreme 
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ooort  of  judicature  ia  this  ODimtrj,  and  that  its  rales  and 
forms  of  proceeding  regalated  and  controlled  the  praedce 
of  all  other  courts  of  justice  whatsoever,  he  totally  dis* 
regarded  Uie  assurances  and  arguments  of  his  son,  tend* 
ing  to  show  that  the  alibi  was  inadmissible ;  and  ye- 
hementlj  protested  that  Mr.  Pickwick  was  being 
**  wictimized."  Finding  that  it  was  of  no  use  to  discuss 
the  matter  further,  Sam  changed  the  subject,  and  in* 
quired  what  the  second  topic  was,  on  which  his  revered 
parent  wished  to  consult  him* 

**  Thaf  s  a  p'int  o'  domestic  policy,  Sanmij,''  said  Mr. 
Weller.     "  This  here  Stiggins  "*  — 

^  Red-nosed  man  ?  *'  inquired  Sam. 

<"  The  werj  same,**  replied  Mr.  Weller.  "•  This  hen 
red-nosed  man,  Sammy,  wisits  your  mother-in-law  vith  a 
kindness  and  constancy  as  I  never  see  equalled.  He's 
sitch  a  friend  o'  the  family,  Sammy,  that  wen  he's  avay 
from  us,  he  can't  be  comfortable  unless  he  has  something 
to  remember  us  by." 

**  And  rd  ^ve  him  somethin'  as  'ud  turpentine  and 
bees'-vax  his  memory  for  the  n«xt  ten  years  or  so,  if  I 
wos  you,"  interposed  Sam. 

^  Stop  a  minute,'*  said  Mr.  Weller ;  ^  I  wos  a^goii^  to 
say,  he  always  brings  now,  a  flat  bottle  as  holds  about  a 
pint  and  a  half,  and  fills  it  vith  the  pine^apple  rum  afore 
he  goes  avay." 

^  And  empties  it  afore  he  comas  back,  I  s'poso  ?  "  said 
Sam. 

"  Clean  I "  replied  Mr.  Weller ;  **  never  leaves  nothin' 
in  it  but  the  cork  and  the  smell ;  trust  him  for  tliat, 
Sammy.  Now  these  here  fellows,  my  boy,  are  a^goin', 
lo-night,  to  get  up  the  monthly  meetin'  o'  the  Brick 
Lane  Branch  o'  the  United  Grand  Junction  Ebcmezer 
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Temperance  Association.  Tour  mother-in-law  wo9  a* 
goin',  Sammj,  but  she's  got  the  rheumatics,  and  can't ; 
and  I,  Sammj,  —  I've  got  the  two  tickets  as  wos  sent 
her."  Mr.  Weller  communicated  this  secret  with  great 
glee,  and  winked  so  indefatigablj  afler  doing  so,  that 
Sam  began  to  think  he  must  have  got  the  He  tUwloureux 
in  his  right  eyelid. 

"  Well  ?  "  said  that  young  gentleman. 

^  Well,"  continued  his  progenitor,  looking  round  him 
very  cautiously,  ^  you  and  I'll  go,  punctiwal  to  the  time. 
The  deputy  shepherd  won't,  Sammy ;  the  deputy  shep- 
herd won't"  Here  Mr.  Weller  was  seized  with  a  par- 
oxysm of  chuckles,  which  gradually  terminated  in  as 
near  an  i^proach  to  a  choke,  as  an  elderly  gentleman 
can,  with  safety,  sustain. 

^  Well,  I  never  see  sitch  an  old  ghost  in  all  my  bom 
days,"  exclaimed  Sam,  rubbing  the  old  gentleman's  back, 
hard  enough  to  set  him  on  fire  with  the  friction.  ^  What 
are  you  laughin'  at,  corpilence  ?  " 

^Hushl  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  looking  round 
him  with  increased  caution,  and  speaking  in  a  whisper : 
^  Two  friends  o'  mine,  as  works  the  Oxford  Road,  and 
b  up  to  all  kinds  o'  games,  has  got  the  deputy  shepherd 
saie  in  tow,  Sammy ;  and  ven  he  does  come  to  the  Eben- 
ezer  Junction,  (vich  he's  sure  to  do :  for  they'll  see  him 
to  the  door,  and  shove  him  in  if  necessary)  he'll  be  at 
far  gone  in  rum  and  water,  as  ever  he  wos  at  the  Markis 
0*  Granby,  Dorkin',  and  that's  not  sayin*  a  little  neither.* 
And  with  this,  Mr.  Weller  once  more  laughed  immoder- 
ately, and  once  more  relapsed  into  a  state  of  partial  suf- 
focation, in  consequence. 

Nothing  could  have  been  more  in  accordance  with 
Sam  Weller's  feelings,  than  the  projected  exposure  of 
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the  real  propensities  and  qualities  of  the  red-nosed  man ; 
and  it  being  very  near  the  appointed  hour  of  meeting^ 
the  father  and  son  took  their  way  at  once  to  Brick  Lane : 
Sam  not  forgetting  to  drop  his  letter  into  a  general  post- 
office  as  thej  walked  along. 

The  monthly  meetings  of  the  Bri^  Lane  Branch  of 
the  United  Grand  Junction  Ebenezer  Temperance  As- 
sociation, were  held  in  a  large  room,  pleasantly  and 
airily  situated  at  the  top  of  a  safe  and  commodious  lad- 
der. The  president  was  the  straight-walking  Mr.  An- 
thony Huram,  a  converted  fireman,  now  a  schoolmaster, 
and  occasionally  an  itinerant  preacher ;  and  the  secre- 
tary was  Mr.  Jonas  Mudge,  chandler^s  shop-keeper,  an 
enthusiastic  and  disinterested  vessel,  who  sold  tea  to  the 
members.  Previous  to  the  commencement  of  business, 
the  ladies  sat  upon  forms,  and  drank  tea,  till  such  time 
as  they  considered  it  expedient  to  leave  off;  and  a  large 
wooden  money-box  was  conspicuously  placed  upon  the 
green  baize  cloth  of  the  business  table,  behind  which  the 
secretary  stood,  and  acknowledged,  with  a  gracious  smile, 
every  addition  to  the  rich  vein  of  copper  which  lay  con- 
cealed within. 

On  this  particular  occasion  the  women  drank  tea  to  a 
most  alarming  extent ;  greatly  to  the  horror  of  Mr.  Wel- 
ler  senior,  who,  utterly  regardless  of  all  Sam's  admoni- 
tory nudgings,  stared  about  him  in  every  direction  with 
the  most  undisguised  astonishment. 

"  Sammy,"  whispered  Mr.  Weller,  "  if  some  o*  these 
here  people  don't  want  tappin'  to-morrow  momin',  I  nVl 
your  father,  and  that's  wot  it  is.  Why,  this  here  old 
lady  next  me  is  a-drowndin'  herself  in  tea." 

**  Be  quiet,  can't  you  ?  "  murmured  Sam. 

'<  Sam,"  whispered  Mr,  Weller,  a  moment  afterwardSf 
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in  A  tone  of  deep  agitation,  ^  mark  mj  yords,  my  boj ; 
if  that  'ere  secretary  feUer  keeps  on  for  only  five  minutes 
more,  liell  bk)w  himself  op  with  toast  and  water.** 

^  Well,  let  him,  if  he  likes,"  replied  Sam ;  <<it  aVt  no 
bis'ness  o*  youm." 

^If  this  here  lasts  much  longer,  Sanuny,"  said  Mr. 
Weller,  in  the  same  low  voice,  "  I  shall  feel  it  my  doty, 
as  a  homan  bein',  to  rise  and  address  the  dieer.  There's 
a  young  'ooman  on  the  next  form  but  two,  as  has  drank 
nine  break&st  cups  and  a  half;  and  she's  a-swelKn'  wis* 
ibly  before  my  wery  eyes." 

There  is  little  doubt  that  Mr.  Weller  would  have  car- 
ried his  benevolent  intention  into  immediate  execution, 
if  a  great  noise,  occasioned  by  putting  up  the  cups  and 
saucers,  had  not  very  fortunately  announced  that  the 
tea-drinking  was  over.  The  crockery  having  been  re- 
moved, the  table  with  the  green  baize  cover  was  carried 
out  into  the  centre  of  the  room,  and  the  business  of  the 
evening  was  commenced  by  a  little  emphatic  man,  with 
a  bald  head,  and  drab  shorts,  who  suddenly  rushed  up 
the  ladder,  at  the  imminent  peril  of  snapping  the  two 
little  legs  encased  in  the  drab  shorts,  and  said: 

^  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  move  our  excellent  brother, 
Mr.  Anthony  Humm,  into  the  diair." 

The  ladies  waved  a  chotoe  collection  of  pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs at  tliis  proposition;  and  the  impetuous  little 
man  literally  moved  Mr.  Hunun  into  the  chair,  by  tak- 
ing him  by  the  shoulders  and  thrusting  him  into  a  ma- 
hogany frame  which  had  once  represented  that  article 
of  furniture.  The  waving  of  handkerchiefs  was  r^ 
newed ;  and  Mr.  Humm,  who  was  a  sleek,  white-feced 
man,  in  a  perpetual  perspiration,  bowed  meekly,  to  the 
^reat  admiration  of  the  females,  and  formally  took  hib 
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•eat  Silence  was  then  proclaimed  by  the  Httle  man  in 
the  drab  shorts,  and  Mr.  Hamm  rose  and  said  —  That, 
with  the  permission  of  his  BridL  Lane  Branch  brothers 
flD>d  sisters,  then  and  there  present,  the  secretary  would 
read  the  report  of  the  Brick  Lane  Branch  committee  $  a 
proposition  which  was  again  received  with  a  demonstra- 
tion of  pocket-handkerchiefs. 

The  secretary  having  sneezed  in  a  very  impressive 
manner,  and  the  cough  which  always  seizes  an  assem- 
bly, when  anytidng  particular  is  going  to  be  done,  hav- 
ing been  duly  performed,  the  following  document  was 
read: 

^REPORT  OF  THE  COMMITTEE  OV  THE  BRICK  LANE 
BRANCH  OF  THE  UNITED  GRAND  JUNCTION  EBEN- 
EZBR  TEMPERANCE  ASSOCIATION. 

^Your  committee  have  pursued  their  grateful  labors 
during  the  past  i^onth,  and  have  the  unspeakable  pleas- 
ure of  reporting  the  following  additional  cases  of  converts 
to  Temperance. 

**  H.  Walker,  tailor,  wife,  and  two  children.  "When  in 
better  circumstances,  owns  to  having  been  in  Uie  con- 
stant habit  of  drinking  ale  and  beer ;  says  he  is  not  cer- 
tain whether  he  did  not  twice  a  week,  for  twenty  years, 
taste,  '  dog's  nose,'  which  your  committee  find  upon  in- 
quiry, to  be  compounded  of  warm  porter,  moist  sugar, 
gin,  and  nutmeg  (a  groan,  and  ^  So  it  is  I '  from  an  el- 
derly female).  Is  now  out  of  work  and  pennyless; 
thinks  it  must  be  the  porter  (cheers)  or  the  loss  of  the 
use  of  his  right  hand ;  is  not  certain  which,  but  Uiinks  it 
Tery  likely  that,  if  he  had  drank  nothing  but  water  aU 
his  life,  his  fellow  workman  would  never  have  stuck  a 
rusty  needle  in  him,  and  thereby  occasioned  his  accident 
VOL.  m.  7 
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(tremendous  cheering).     Has  nothing  but  cold  water  to 
drink,  and  never  feels  thirsty  (great  applause). 

"  Betsy  Martin,  widow,  one  child,  and  one  eye.  Goes 
out  charing  and  washing,  by  the  day ;  never  had  more 
than  one  eye,  but  knows  her  mother  drank  bottled  8tout> 
and  shouldn't  wonder  if  that  caused  it  (immeqsc  cheer- 
ing). Thinks  it  not  impossible  that  if  she  had  always 
abstained  from  spirits,  she  might  have  had  two  eyes  by 
this  time  (tremendous  applause).  Used,  at  every  {dace 
she  went  to,  to  have  eighteen  pence  a  day,  a  pint  of 
porter,  and  a  glass  of  spirits ;  but  nnce  she  became  a 
member  of  the  Brick  Lane  Branch,  has  always  de- 
manded three  and  sixpence  instead  (the  announcement 
of  tliis  most  interesting  fact  was  received  with  deafening 
enthusiasm). 

"  Henry  Beller  was  for  many  years  toast-master  at 
various  corporation  dinners,  during  which  time  he  drank 
a  great  deal  of  foreign  wine  ;  may  sometimes  have  car- 
ried a  bottle  or  two  home  with  him ;  is  not  quite  certain 
of  that,  but  is  sure  if  he  did,  that  he  drank  the  contents. 
Feels  very  low  and  melancholy,  is  very  feverish,  and 
has  a  constant  thirst  upon  him ;  thinks  it  must  be  the 
wine  he  used  to  drink  (cheers).  Is  out  of  employ  now  ; 
and  never  touches  a  drop  of  foreign  wine  by  any  chance 
(tremendous  plaudits). 

^Thomas  Burton  is  purveyor  of  cafs-meat  to  the 
Lord  Mayor  and  Sheriffs,  and  several  members  of  (he 
Common  Council  (the  announcement  of  this  gentleman's 
name  was  received  with  breathless  interest).  Has  a 
wooden  leg;  finds  a  wooden  leg  expensive,  going  over 
the  stones ;  used  to  wear  second-hand  wooden  legs,  and 
drink  a  glass  of  hot  gin  and  water  regularly  every  night 
—  sometimes  two  (deep  sighs).     Found  the  seoond^iand 
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wooden  1^  sj^t  and  rot  very  quicklj ;  is  firmlj  per- 
pnaded  that  their  constitution  was  undermined  bj  the  gin 
and  water  (prolonged  cheering).  Bujs  new  wooden 
legs  now,  and  drinks  nothing  but  water  and  weak  tea. 
The  new  legs  last  twice  as  long  as  the  others  used  to  d(v 
and  he  attributes  this  solely  to  his  temperate  habits 
(triumphant  cheers)." 

Anthony  Humm  now  moyed  that  the  assembly  do 
regale  itself  with  a  song.  With  a  view  to  their  rational 
and  moral  enjojrment,  brother  Mordlin  had  adapted  the 
beautiful  words  of  '<  Who  hasn't  heard  of  a  Jolly  Young 
Waterman  ?  "  to  the  tune  of  the  Old  Hundredth,  which 
he  would  request  them  to  join  him  in  singing  (great  ap- 
plause). He  might  take  that  opportunity  of  expressing 
his  firm  persuasion  that  the  late  Mr.  Dibdin,  seeing  the 
errors  of  his  former  life,  had  written  that  song  to  show 
the  advantages  of  abstinence.  It  was  a  Temperance 
song  (whirlwinds  of  cheers.)  The  neatness  of  tE^  inter- 
esting young  man's  attire,  the  dexterity  of  his  feathering, 
the  enviable  state  of  mind  which  enabled  him,  in  the 
beautiful  words  of  the  poet,  to 

"  Row  along,  thinking  of  nothing  at  all,** 

l\\  combined  to  prove  that  he  must  have  been  a  water- 
drinker  (cheers).  Oh,  what  a  state  of  virtuous  jollity  I 
(mpturous  cheering.)  And  what  was  the  young  man'i 
rewtuil  ?    Let  all  young  men  present  mark  this : 

^  The  maidens  all  flocked  to  his  boat  so  readily.** 

(Loud  cheers,  in  which   the  ladies  joined.)     What  a 
bright  example  I    The  sisteriiood,  the  maidens,  flocking ' 
round  the  young  waterman,  and  urging  him  along  the 
stream  of  duty  and  of  temperance.     But,  was  it  the 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


100  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

nuddens  of  humble  life  oaljr  who  soothed,  ooii«oled|  aad 

fopported  hhn  ?    No ! 

**  He  was  always  first  oars  with  the  fine  city  ladies.** 

(Immense  cheering.)  The  soft  sex  to  a  man  —  be 
begged  pardon,  to  a  female  —  rallied  round  the  young 
waterman,  and  turned  with  disgust  from  the  drinker  of 
spirits  (cheers).  The  Brick  Lane  Branch  brothers  were 
watermen  (cheers  and  laughter).  That  room  was  their 
boat;  that  audience  were  the  maidens;  and  he  (Mr. 
Anthony  Humm),  however  unwordiily,  was  *<  first  oars  " 
(unbounded  applause). 

^  Wot  does  he  mean  bj  the  soft  sex,  Sammy  ?  '^  in* 
quired  Mr.  Wdler,  in  a  whi^ier. 

<'  The  womin,"  said  Sam,  in  the  same  tone. 

"  He  a'n't  far  out  there,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  Weller ; 
"  they  must  be  a  soft  sex,  —  a  wery  soft  sex,  indeed  — if 
they  l^Hhemselves  be  gammoned  by  such  fellers  as  him." 

Any  ftirther  observations  fh>m  the  indignant  old  gen- 
tleman were  cut  short  by  the  commencement  of  the  song^ 
which  Mr.  Anthony  Humm  gave  out,  two  lines  at  a  time^ 
for  the  information  of  such  of  his  hearers  as  were  un- 
acquainted with  the  legend.  While  it  was  being  sung, 
the  little  man  with  the  drab  shorta  disappeared ;  he  re- 
turned immediately  on  its  conclusion,  and  whispered  to 
Mr.  Anthony  Humm,  witli  a  hce  of  the  deepest  impiM^ 
tance. 

^  My  friends,**  said  Mr.  Humm,  holding  up  his  hand 
in  a  deprecatory  manner,  to  bespeak  the  silence  of  such 
of  the  stout  old  ladies  as  were  yet  a  line  or  two  behind ; 
^  my  friends,  a  delegate  from  the  Dorking  branch  of  out 
•odety,  Brother  Stiggins,  attends  below." 

Ont  came  the  pocket-hnndkerchiefs  again,  in  gmatev 
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force  than  ever;  fyt  Mt  St^gind  was  exeeeaiTelf  popo* 
lar  among  the  female  oot  iituency  of  Brid^  Lane. 

^  He  may  approach,  I  Jiink,"  said  Mr.  Humm,  lock' 
ing  round  him,  with  a  iat  smile.  ^  Brother  Tadgei,  let 
him  oome  forth  and  greet  us."        * 

The  little  man  in  the  drab  shorts  who  answered  to  the 
name  of  Brother  Tadger,  bustled  down  the  ladder  with 
great  speed,  and  was  immediately  afterwards  heard  tum- 
bling up  with  the  reverend  Mr.  Stiggins. 

^  He's  a-oomin',  Sammy/'  whispered  Mr.  Weller,  pur- 
ple in  the  oountenaaoe  with  suppressed  laughter. 

"^  Don't  say  nodiin'  to  me,"  replied  Sam,  "^  for  I  can't 
bear  it  He's  close  to  the  door.  I  hear  him  a4£noclBin' 
his  head  again'  the  lath  and  plaster  now." 

As  Sam  Weller  spoke,  the  little  door  flew  open,  and 
brother  Tadger  appeared,  closely  followed  by  the  rev- 
enmd  Mr*  Stiggins,  who  no  sooner  entered,  than  there 
was  a  great  clapping  of  hands,  and  stamping  €i  feet,  aiKi 
A>ttrishing  of  hanc&erchie& ;  to  all  of  which  manifesta- 
tions of  delij^  Brother  Stiggins  returned  no  other 
acknowledgment  than  staring  with  a  wild  eye,  and  a 
fixed  smile,  at  the  extreme  top  €i  the  wick  oi  the  candle 
on  the  table :  swaying  his  body  to  and  fiao,  mettiwhile, 
in  a  very  unsteady  and  uncertain  manner. 

^  Are  you  unwell,  brother  Stiggina?  "  whispered  Mr. 
Anthony  Humm. 

^  I  am  aU  right,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Stiggins,  in  a  tone 
hi  which  ferocity  was  blended  with  an  extreme  >thiehness 
of  utterance ;  ^  I  am  all  rig^  sir." 

'^Oh,^  very  well,"  rqjoined  Mr.  Anthony  Hesim,  se- 
treating  a  few  paces. 

^  I  believe  no  man  here,  has  ventured  to  say  thai  I 
am  not  all  right,  sir  ?  "  said  Mr.  Stiggins. 
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*^  Gtif  eertaavify  not,"  said  Mr.  Hiimm. 

*^  I  ahonld  advise  him  not  k),  sir ;  I  should  advise  him 
aot^"  said  Mr.  Stiggins. 

By  this  time  the  audienoe  were  perfectfy  silent,  and 
waited  with  some  an^etj  fcnr  the  reaamption  of  hnsinesB. 

"<  Will  70a  address  the  meetings  brother?*"  said  Mr. 
Hmnm,  with  a  smile  of  invitation. 

**  No,  sir,**  rejoined  Mr.  Stiggins ;  "  No,  sir.  I  will 
not,  sir." 

The  meeting  looked  at  each  oihat  with  nused  ej^lids  i 
and  a  mnnnnr  of  astonishment  ran  ^oxHigh  the  room. 

.^  It's  mj  opinion,  sir,"  ^d  Mr.  Staggins,  unbottoning 
his  coat,  and  speaking  very  knidlj;  ^it's  my  opinion, 
sir,  that  this  meeting  is  drunk,  sir.  Brother  Tadgel*, 
fir!"  said' Mr.  Stiggins,  suddenly  increasing  in  ferocity, 
and  tnmtng  sharp  roand  on  the  little  man  in  the  drab 
shorts,  ^^  you  are  dmnk,  sir  1 "  With  this,  Mr<  Stiggins, 
entertaining  a  praiseworthy  desire  to  promote  the  sobriety 
of  the  meeting,  and  to  exclude  tberefiKBn  all  improper 
characters,  hit  brother  Tadger  on  the  snmmiiof  the  nose 
.with  sqeh  unerring  aim^  th^  die  drab  shorts  di^^fvpeared 
like  a  fla^  of  lightning.  Brother  Tadger  had  been 
knocked^  head  first,  do#n  the  laddcor. 

Upon  this,  idw  women  set  up^  a  kmd  and.  disaal 
Bcreaming ;/ and  riBhing-  in  small  parties  before  their 
favorite  brothers,  flung  their  arms  around  them  tOt  pte- 
spjne  them  from  danger^  An  instance  ol a£fbetion,  'which 
had  nearly  proved  fiitlii  to  Humm,  who,  being  eactiiamely 
popular,  was  all  but  suffocated,  by  the  crowd  of  female 
devotees  that  hung  about  his  neck,  and  heaped  caresses 
upon  him.  The  greater  part  of  the  lights  were  quickly 
.put  o«it,.^uid  hothhig  but  ncnse  and  confusion  resounded 
on  all  sides. 
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^  Now  Samrajy"  said  Mr.  Weller,  taking  off  his  great 
coat  with  much  deliberation,  *^ju8t  you  step  out,  and 
fetch  in  a  watchman.** 

**  And  wot  are  you  a-goin'  to  do,  the  while  ?  "  inquired 
Sam. 

**  Never  you  mind  me,  Sammy,"  replied  the  old  gen- 
tleman ;  "  I  shall  ocWpy  myF^H"  in  havin'  a  small  set- 
tlement with  that  'ere  Stiggins."  Before  Sam  ^uld 
inteifere  to  prevent  it,  hl^  heroic  parent  had  peneuated 
iuto  a  remote  com^  of  the  room,  and  attacbed  the  rev- 
erend Mr.  Sti;;gins  with  manual  dext^ty, 

"Come  off!"  said  Sam. 

"  Come  on  !  "  ^jried  Mr.  Weller ;  and  without  foithei 
iaviUktioii  ho  gave  the  reverend  Mr.  Stiggins  a  preliiui 
nary  taj>  on  the  head,  and  began  dancing  round  him  in  a 
buoyant  and  cork-like  manner,  which  in  a  gentleman  dt 
his  time  of  life  was  a  perfect  marvel  to  behold. 

Finding  all  remonstrances  unavaijln^  Sam  pulled  his 
■hat  firmly  on,  threw  his  father's  coat  over  his  am,  and 
taking  the^  old  man  roupid  the  wabty  forcibly  dragged  him 
down  the  Wder,  and  into  the  street;  never  iieleasing.his 
hold^  nor  permitting  him  to  stop,  until  they  reached  the 
comer.  As  they  gained  it,  they  could  hear  the  shouts 
^  the  populace^  who  were  witnessing  the  reaioval  of  the 
reverend  Mr.  Stiggins  to  strong  lodgings  jfor  the  night: 
and  coold  hear  the  noise  occasioned  bj  the  dispersion  in 
^f^arioua  directions  of  the  lifLembers  i^  the  3rick  Lane 
firaoGh  of  the  United  Gcaod  Jonctbn  Ebeoeser  Teoi- 
iperanoe  Associaiion. 
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CEtAPTER  XXXIV, 

It  WHOLLY  DEVOTED  TO  ▲  PULL  AND  FAITHFUL  EK 
PORT  OF  THE  MEMORABLE  TRIAL  OF  BARDELI. 
AGAINST  PICKWICK. 

"  I  WONDER  iKrhht  the  foreman  of  the  jury,  whoever 
hell  be,  has  got  for  breakfast,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass,  by 
way  of  keeping  op  a  conversation  on  the  eventfiil  morn- 
ing of  the  ^urteenth  of  February. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Perker,  **  I  hope  he's  got  a  good  onel" 

**  Why  so?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Highly  important;  very  important,  my  dear  sir,'' 
replied  Perker.  A  good,  contented,  well-breakfksted 
juryman,  is  a  capital  thmg  to  get  hold  o£  Discontented 
or  hungry  jurymen,  my  dear  sir,  always  find  for  the 
plaintiff." 

"  Bless  my  hfeart,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  verjr 
blank  ;  ^  what  do  Aey  do  that  for?*' 

« Why,  I  don't  know,"  replied  thd  little  man,  coolff  | 
•*  eaves  time,  1  suppose,  if  if  s  near  dinner-time,  tiie 
foreman  takes  tout  his  watclh  when  the  jury  have  retired, 
and  says, '  Dear  me,  gentlemen,  teti  minuted  to  five,  I 
declare!  I  dine  at  five,  gentlemen.'  <So  do  I,'  says 
everybody  else,  except  two  men  who  ought  to  have  dined 
at  three,  and  seem  more  than  half  disposed  to  stand  oat 
in  consequence.    The  foreman  smiles,  and  puts  up  his 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE  PICKWiOK  CLUB.  10b 

watdi:  —  ^Wdl,  geniiemeDi  what  do  we  saj?  plaintiff 
or  defendant,  gentlemen  ?  I  rather  think,  so  far  as  I  am 
coneemedy  gendemaiiy — I  sajy  I  rather  think, — bat 
don't  let  thai  influenoe  yoa  —  I  raUner  think  the  plain- 
tiff's the  man/  Upon  this,  two  or  three  other  men  are 
sore  to  sa^r  that  they  think  so  too^-^as  of  coarse  they  do; 
and  then  they  get  on  very  onanimiousiy  and  comfortably. 
Ten  minutes  past  nine ! "  said  the  little  man,  looking  at 
his  watch.  "Time  we  were  off,  my  diear  sir;  breach  of 
promise  trial  —  coart  is  generally  fiill  in  siich  cases. 
Tou  had  better  ring  for  a  coach,  my  dear  sir,  o^  we  shall 
be  rather  late*" 

Mr.  Pickwick  immediately  rimg  the  bell ;  and  a  coach 
hailing  been  procured^  the  fbar  Pickwickians  and  Mr. 
Perker  eiiisconced  themselres  therein,  and  drore  to 
GuikRiaQ;  Sam  WeHer,  Mr.  Lowten,  and  the  Mae 
hag,  following  m  a  cab. 

*^  Lowten,"  saod  Ferker,  when  they  reached  the  outer 
hall  of  the  court,  '*  put  Mr.  Pidiwick^s  friends  in  the  stu- 
dents' box ;  Mr.  Pickwick  himself  had  better  sit  by  me. 
This  way,  my  dear  sir,  this  way.'*  Takfag  Mr.  Pick- 
wick by  the  coat-sleeve,  the  little  man  led  him  to  the  low 
seat  just  beneath  the  desks  of  the  ffing^s  Counsel,  whidi  is 
constructed  for  the  convenience  of  attorneys,  who  from 
that  spot  can  whimper  into  the  ear  of  the  leading  counsel 
in  the  case,  any  lAattuctions  that  may  be  necessaiy  dur- 
ing the  progress  of  die  triaL  The  occupants  of  this  seat 
are  invimble  to  the  great  body  of  spectators,  inasmuch  as 
they  sit  on  a  much  lower  level  than  either  die  barristers 
'  tft  the  audience,  whose  seats  are  raised  above  the  floor. 
3f  course  they  have  their  bac^s  to  both,  and  their  faces 
towards  the  judge. 

**Thafsthe  witness-box,  I  suppose?"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
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wick,pointtBg  toakindofpulptt^with  a  brass  fail,  en  Im 
left  hand* 

''  Thafs  the  witnes6-baz^  my  ^ear  sir,*  rq)li«d  Perker, 
-dlsmteriinga  quanlkjctf  papers  from  tkeblae  bag,  whkii 
Lowten  had  just  deposited  at  his  feet 

*^  And  that,"  said  Mr.  Piekwick,  pointag  to  a  couple 
of  enclosed  seats  on  his  right,  ^  that^s  where  the  jarjnieL^ 
Bit,  is  it  not?** 

^The  identical  place,  mj  dear  sir,"  replied  Perker, 
lapping  the  lid  of  his  snuff-box. 

Mr.  Pickwick  stood  up  in  a  state  of  great  agitatson, 
and  took  a  glance  at  the  court.  There  were  already  a 
pretty  large  sprinkling  of  spectators  in  the  gallery,  and  a 
numerous  muster  of  gentlemen  in  wigs,  in  the  barristers' 
seats :  who  presented,  as  a  body,  all  that  pleasing  and 
extensive  variety  of  nose  and  whisker  for  which  the  bar 
of  England  is  so  justly  celebrated.  Such  of  the  gentle- 
men as  had  a  brief  to  carry,  carried  it  in  as  conspicuous 
a  manner  as  possible,  and  occasionally  seraU^d  their 
noses  therewith,  to  impress  the  fact  more  Mrong^y  on  tlie 
{Observation  af  the  spectators.  Other  gendemen,  who 
had  no  briefe  to  show,  carried  under  tJtmr  artns  goodly 
octavos,  with  a  red  label  behind,  and  that  UBdernioiie-pie- 
crust*ook>red  cover,  which  is  technically  knoWn  as  ^  law 
calf.**  Others,  who  had  neither  briefs  nor  books,  thrust 
(heir  hands  into  their  pockets,  and  looked  as  wise  as  they 
oonvehiently  could ;  others,  iigain,  in()ved  here  and  there 
with  great  restliessQess  and  etumestness  of  manner,  oon- 
tent  to  awaken  iSuBreby  the  admiration  and  astonishment 
of  the  untnitiat^  strangers.  The  whole,  to  the  great 
wonderment  of  Mr.  Pickwick,  were  divided  into  lifde 
groups,  who  were  chatting  and  discussing  the  news  of 
the' day  jn  the  most  mfeeliag  manner  possible,  — just  as 
if  no  trial  at  all  were  coming  on. 
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A  hofw  ftom  Mr.  Pbanky,  as  he  entered,  and  took  hU 
■eat  befaind  the  row  appropriated  to  Uie  King's  Counsel, 
attMcted  Mr.  Piokwiok's  attention ;  and  he  had  scarcely 
returned  it,  when  Mr.  Sergeant  Snubbin  appeared,  fi4« 
l0wed  by  Mr.  MaHard,  who  half  lud  the  Sergeant  be- 
hind a  fatrge  orhnaon  bag,  wfaidi  he  placed  on  his  table, 
and,  after  shakhig  hands  with  Perker,  withdrew.  Then 
Ihere  entered  two  or  three  more  Sergeants :  and  among 
Ihem,  one  wi&  a  fat  bod  j  and  a  red  face,  who  nodded  in 
-a  frimidly  maoner  to  Mr.  Sergeant  Snubbin,  and  said  it 
iwas  a  fine  morning. 

<^  Who's  &at  red^aoed  man,  who  said  it  was  a  fine 
'morning,  and  nodded  to  our  counsel  ?  **  whispered  Mr. 
Pidcwick. 

**Mr.  Sergeant  Bnafua,"  replied  Perker.  *He's  op- 
-posed  to  us ;  he  leads  on  the  other  side.  That  gentle- 
man befaind  him  is  Mr.  Skimpin,  his  junior." 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  on  ^e  point  of  inquiring,  with  great 
taUMfrrence  of  the  man's  csM-Uooded  Tillany,  how  Mr. 
Sergeant  Buzfuz,  who  was  counsel  for  the  opposite 
party,  dared  to  presume  to  tell  Mr.  Sergeant  Snubbin, 
who  was  counsel  for  him,  that  it  was  a  fine  morning, 
when  he  was  interrupted  by  a  general  rising  of  the  bar- 
i^steiB,  add  a  knd  cry  of  <«  Silence ! "  firom  the  ofikers  of 
the  court.  Looking  round,  he  found  that  this  was  caused 
by  the  entrance  of  the  judge. 

Mr.  Justice  Stardeigh  (who  sat  in  ^e  absence  oi  the 
Chief  Justice,  occasioned  by  indisposition),  was  a  most 
partknlady  short  man,  and  so  fat,  that  he  seemed-  all 
it^ce  and  waistcoat.  He  rolled  in,  upon  two  little  turned 
legs,  and  having  bobbed  grarely  to  the  bar,  who  bobbed 
gravely  to  him,  put  his  little  legs  underneath  his  ti^le, 
and  hhhiiie  three<x>mcred  bat  npon  it;  and  when  Mr 
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Justice  Stareleigh  had  done  this,  all  you  eduld  $e6  of 
him  was  two  queer  little  eyes,  one  broad  pink  flu^e,  and 
Bomewhere  about  half  of  a  big  and  very  bomical-lookiiig 
wig. 

The  judge  had  no  sooner  taken  hia  seat,  ^han  the  oft- 
oer  on  the  floor  of  the  ooort  called  oat  ^  Silence  l**  in  a 
eonmianding  tone,  upon  which  another  ofiicer  in  the  ga^ 
lery  cried  <<  Silence  I "  in  an  angry  manner,  whereupon 
three  or  four  more  ushers  shouted  ^  Silence  I**  in  a  voice 
of  indignant  remonstrance.  ThiB  being  done,  a  gentle 
man  in  black,  who  sat  below  the  judge,  proceeded  tocafl 
over  the  names  of  the  juiy ;  and,  after  a  great  deal  of 
bawling,  it  was  discoYcred  that  only  ten  q[>teial  jurymen 
were  present  Upon  this,  Mr.  Sergeant  Buzftu  prayed 
a  tales  ;  the  gentleman  in  black  then  proceeded  to  press 
into  the  special  jury,  two  of  the  common  jurymen ;  and 
a  green-grocer  and  a  chemist  were  caught  directly* 

<'  Answer  to  yocir  names,  gentlemen,  that  yon  may 
be  swam,"  said  the  geniieman  in  4dack«  ''BicfattEd 
Upwitch." 

^^  Here,"  said  the  green^grocer. 

<<  Thomas  Groffin.**  f 

<"  Here,"  said  the  diemist 

<<  Take  the  book,  gentlemen.  Too  sbatf  well  and  tmfy 
'try"—  •    r       .     ,. 

^  I  beg  this  court's  pardon,''  said  the  chemisty  who  was 
a  tall,  thin,  yellotr-visaged  man,  ^but  I  hope  this  oourt 
wifi  ezense  my  attendanoe.'* 

**  On  what  grounds,  sir  ?  "  said  Mr.  Justice  Staor^eigh. 

^  I  hare  no  assistant,  my  Lord,''  said  4he  chemist 

*^ I  cant  help  that,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Justice  Staveleigk 
^  You  sfaooid  hire  one."  .     • 

^  I  can't  afford  it,  my  Lead,"  rejmned  the  eheniit.    . 
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^  Than  you  ought  to  be  able  to  affind  it,  sir/'  said 
&e  judge,  reddening ;  for  Mix  Justiee  Stareleigh's  tern* 
[»6r  bordered  on  the  irritable,  aad  brooked  not  ooatra* 
diction. 

'^  I  know  I  ou^  to  do,  if  I  got  on  as  well  as  I  dft* 
served,  but  I  don't,  my  Lord,"  answered  the  chemist. 

"  Swear  the  gentleman,''  said  the  judge^  peremptorily. 

The  officer  had  got  no  further  than  the  '*You  shall 
well  and  truly  try,"  when  he  was  agaia  interrupted  by 
the  ch^nist 

^  I  am  to  be  sworn,  my  Lord,  am  I  ?  "  said  the  chem<« 
1st. 

^  Certainly,  sir^"  replied  the  tesfy  little  judge. 

^  Very  well,  my  Lord,"  replied  the  chemist,  in  a  re- 
signed manner.  *'Then  there'll  be  murder  before  this 
trial's  over;  that's  all.  Swear  me,  if  you  please,  sir;" 
and  sworn  the  chemist  was^  before  thet  judge  could  find 
words  to  utter. 

^I  merely  wanted  to  observe,  my  Lord,"  said  the 
diemist,  talung  his  seat  with  great  deliberation,  <<  that 
Tve  left  nobody  but  an  errand-^boy  in  my  shop.  He  is 
a  very  nice  boy,  my  Lord,  but  he  is  not  acquainted  with 
drugs;  and  I  know  that  the  prevaUing  impression  on 
his  mind  is,  that  Epsom  salts  means  oxalic  add;  and 
symp  of  senna,  laudanum.  That* s  all,  my  Lord."  With 
this,  the  tall  chemist  composed  himself  into  a  comforta* 
ble  attitude,  and,  assuming  a  pleasant  expression  of 
countenance,  appeared  to  hare  prepared  himself  for 
the  worst. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  regarding  the  chemist  with  feelinga 
fftf  the  deepest  horror,  when  a  slight  senatation  was  per- 
ceptible in  the  body  of  the  court ;  and  inmiediately  af- 
terwards Mrs.  Bardell,  supported  by  Mrs.  Cluppins,  was 
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led  in,  and  placed,  in  a  dnx>ping  state,  at  the  other  end 
of  the  seat  on  which  Mr.  PidLwick  sat  An  extra-sized 
umbrella  was  then  handed  in  by  Mr.  Dodson,  and  a  pair 
j£  pattens  by  Mr.  Fogg,  each  of  whom  had  prepared  a 
most  sympathizing  and  melancholy  fkce  for  ihe  occasion. 
Mrs.  Sanders  then  appeared,  leading  in  Master  BardelL 
At  sight  of  her  child,  Mrs.  Bardell  started ;  suddenly 
reeoUeeting  herself,  alie  kissed  him  in  a  frantic  manner; 
then  relapshig  into  a  state  of  hysterical  imbecility,  the 
good  lady  requested  to  be  informed  where  she  was.  In 
reply  to  this,  Mrs.  Glappins  and  Mrs.  Sanders  turned 
their  heads  away  and  wept,  while  Messrs.  Dodson  and 
Fogg  entreated  the  plaintiff  to  compose  herself.  Ser- 
geant Buefnz  rubbed  his  eyes  Tery  hard  with  a  large 
white  handkerchief,  and  gave  an  appealing  look  towards 
the  jury,  while  the  judge  was  risibfy  affected,  and 
several  of  the  beholders  tried  to  cough  down  their 
emotions. 

"  Very  good  notion  that,  indeed,"  whispered  Por- 
ker to  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^Capital  fellows  those  Dodson 
and  Fogg;  excellent  ideas  of  effect,  my  dear  sir,  ex- 
eellent" 

As  Peiicer  spoke,  Mrs.  Bardell  began  to  recorer  by 
slow  degrees,  while  Mrs.  Cluppins,  aflter  a  careful  survey 
of  Master  BardelFs  buttons  and  the  button-holes  to  whidi 
they  severally  belonged,  placed  him  on  the  floor  of  the 
court  in  front  of  his  mother,  —  a  commanding  position 
in  which  he  could  not  fail  to  awaken  the  full  commisera- 
tion and  sympathy  of  both  judge  and  jury.  This  wait 
not  done  without  considerable  opposition,  and  many  tears, 
on  the  part  of  the  young  gentleman  himself,  who  had 
certain  inward  misgivings  that  the  placing  him  within 
the  full  glare  of  the  judge's  eye  was  only  a  formal  prel- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PIGKWIOK  CLUB*  111 

mfe  to  hit  being  immedifttelj  ordared  aw»y  for  iftstaot 
execution,  or  for  transportation  beyond  tbe  aeaS)  during 
the  whole  term  of  his  natural  life,  ait  the  very  least 

^  Bardell  and  PickwicV*  cried  the  gentleman  in  blad^ 
qidliog  oati^  ease,  which  sto^d  firsi  on  the  list 

<"  I  am  for  the  plaintiff,  my  Lord^"  said  Mr.  Sergeant 
Bazftiz. 

<' Who  is  with  you,  broibw  Bus^z?"  said  the  judge. 
Ml*  l^impin  bowed,  to  intimate  that  he  wa& 

<^I  appear  fbr  tibe  defendant,  my  Lord,"  said  Mr.  Ser* 
geant  Snubbin. 

^  Anyfoo^  with  you,  brother  Snubbin  ?  **  inquired  the 

OOUft 

<^  Mr.  Fhunky^  my  Lord,"  replied  Swgeant  Snubbm. 

<"  Sergeant  Buzfuz  and  Mr.  Skimpia  £ae  the  plaintiff;" 
said  the  judge,  wijting  down  the  names  in  his  note-book 
and  reading  as  he  wrote ;  ^  fbr  the  defendant,  Sergeant 
Snubbin  and  Mr.  Monkey*" 

<'  Beg  your  Lordship's  parion,  Phunky." 

^  Oh,  very  good,"  said  the  judge ;  '^  I  nerer  had  the 
pleasure  ai  hearing  the  gentleman'a  name  before."  Here 
Mr.  Phnnky  bowed  and  smiled,  and  the  judge  bowed  and 
smiled  too,  and  (ben  Jlib.  Phnnky,  bhidiing  into  the  verj 
whites  of  his  eyesy.  tried  to  hck  as  if  he  didn't  know  that 
OTerybody  was  gazingat  him:  a  Hung  wfaioh  no  man  ever 
succeeded  in  doing  yet,  or  in  all  reasonable  probabiiilyv 
ever  wiU. 

^  Go  on,"  said  the  jttdge. 

The  mhan  igain  eaUed  silenoe^  and  Mr*  Skimpin  peo« 
oeeded  to  ^open  the  case ; "  and  the  case  appeared  to 
have  very  little  inside  it  when  he  had  opened  it,  {<»*  ha 
kept  sudi  partieulars  as  he  knew,  oomf^etely  to  himselfy 
and  sat  down^  after  a  lapse  of  three  minutes^  leaving  the 
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jury  in  preciselj  the  0«me  adranood  stage  of  wisdom  m 
they  were  in  before. 

Sergeant  Busfus  then  rose  with  all  the  majesty  and 
dignity  which  the  graye  nature  of  the  proceedings  de- 
manded, and  haring  whispered  to  Dodson^  and  conferred 
briaflj  with  Fo^,  pulled  his  gown  over  his  shoulders, 
settled  his  wig,  and  addressed  the  jury. 

Sergeant  Buzfat  began  by  saying,  ^lat  nerer,  in  the 
whole  course  of  his  professional  experience -» never, 
fixmi  the  very  first  moment  <^  his  applying  himself  to 
the  study  and  practice  of  the  law  —  had  be  approadied' 
a  case  with  feelings  of  such  deep  eniotion,  or  with  sach 
a  heavy  sense  of  the  responsibility  imposed  upon  him  -*• 
a  responsS>ility,  he  would  say,  wiuch  he  oould  never  have 
supported,  were  he  not  bUoyed  up  and  susCamed  by  a 
conviction  so  strong,  that  it  amounted  ta positive  certainty 
that  the  cause  of  truth  and  justice,  or,  in  other  words,  the 
cause  of  his  much-injured  and  most  o{]f>ressod  client,  must 
prevail  with  the  high-minded  and  intdligent  doaen  of  men 
whom  he  now  saw  in  that  box  before  him. 

CSonnsel  alwajrs  begin  in  this  way,  beeafOne  it  puts  the 
jury  on  the  very  best  terms  with  diemselves,  and  makes 
diem  think  what  sharp  feMows  they  must  be*  A  visible 
effect  was  produced  immediately;  sevond  jurymen  be* 
ginning  to  take  volraninous  noies  with  the  Mnost  eager* 
ness. 

^  Ton  have  heard  from  my  learned  friend,  gentlemen^** 
continued  Sergeant  Buzfuz,  w^  knowing  that,  from  ^ 
learned  friend  alluded  to^  the  gentkmen  of  tlto  jury  had 
heard  just  nothing  at  all  •—  ^  you  have  heard  from  my 
learned  friend,  gentlemen,  that  this  is  an  action  for  a 
breach  of  promise  of  marriage,  in  whidi  the  damagea 
are  had  at  1600L    But  you  have  not  heard  from  my 
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leamed  jfriend,  inasmueh  aa  it  did  not  come  within  my 
learaed  friend's  province  to  tell  joa,  what  are  the  facta 
and  oircumstances  of  the  case.  Those  facta  and  droum- 
Btances,  gentlemen,  jou  shall  hear  detailed  by  mep  and 
proved  by  tbe  unimpeachable  female  whom  I  will  place 
in  that  box  before  yon." 

Here  Mr.  Sergeant  Buzfux,  with  a  tremendous  em- 
fibasis  on  the  word  ^  boZf"  smote  his  table  with  a  mighty 
sound,  and  gknoed  i^  Dodson  and  Fogg,  who  nodded  ad- 
miration of  the  seigeant,  and  indignant  defiance  of  the 
defeudanL 

^  The  plaintiff,  gendemen,**  continued  Sergeant  Bos* 
fuz,  in  a  89ft  wad  melancholy  voice,  ^  the  plaintiff  is  a 
widow;  yes,  gentlemen,  a  widow.  The  late  Mr.  Bar- 
dell,  afbr  enjoying,  for  many  years,  the  esteem  and  con* 
fidence  of  his  sovereign,  as  one  of  the  guardians  of  hia 
royal  revenues,  glided  almost  imperceptibly  from  the 
world,  to  seek  elsewhere  for  that  repose  and  peace  which 
a  custom-house  can  never  afford." 

At  this  pathetic  description  of  the  decease  of  Mr. 
Bardell,  who  had  been  knocked  on  the  head  with  a 
quart-pot  in  a  pnbJio-bouae  cellar,  the  leamed  sergeant* a 
voice  faltered,  and  he  proceeded  with  emotion : 

^  Some  time  before  his  death,  he  had  stamped  his  like« 
neas  upon  a  little  boy.  With  this  little  boy,  the  only 
pMge  oi  her  departed  exciseman,  Mrs.  Bardell  shrunk 
fiNHa  the  world,  and  courted  the  retirement  and  tranquil- 
Mty^of  Goswell  St]»et ;  and  here  sh^  placed  in  her  front 
parkMMrindow  a  wiitten  phicard,  bearing  this  inscrip* 
tlon  -^  '  Apartments  furnished  for  a  single  gentleman. 
Inqoiro  wiUiin*' "  Here  Sergeant  Buzluz  paused,  while 
several  gentlemen  of  the  jury  took  a  note  of  the  docu* 
ment. 

VOL.  in.  8 
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"  Tliere  is  no  date  to  that,  is  there,  sir?**  inquired  a 
juror. 

"  There  is  no  date,  gentlemen,''  replied  Sergeant  Bitt- 
fhz ;  ^  but  I  am  instructed  to  sa^  that  it  was  put  in  the 
plaintifir's  parlor- window  jtist  this  time  three  years.  1 
^treat  the  attention  of  the  jury  to  the  wording  of  this 
ddcument  — *  Apartments  -furnished'  for  a  single  geiitlo- 
man  I '  Mrs.  Bardell's  opinions  <3^  the  opposite  sex,  gen* 
tiemen,  were  derived  from  a  long  cbntemplation  of  the 
inestimable  qualities  of  her  lost  husbaild.  She  had  no 
fear  —  she  had  no  distrust  —  she  had  no  suspicion  —  all 
was  confidence  and  reliance.  '  Mr.  Bardell,'  said '  the 
widow ;  <  Mr.  BardeH  was  a  man  of  honor — Mf.  Battlell 
was  a  man  of  his  Word —  Mr.  Bardell  was  no  decerrer 
-^Mr.  Bardell  was  once  a  single  gentleman  hithself; 
to  single  gentlemen  I  look  for  protection,  for  assistance, 
ibr  comfort,  and  for  consolation  -^  in  single  genflemen 
I  shall  perpetually  see  something  to  remind  me  of 
what  Mr.  Bardell  was,  when  he  first  won  my  yomig  and 
untried  affections ;  to  a  single  gentleman,  theti,  shall  my 
lodgings  be  let'  Actuated  by  this  beautiful  and  toneb-' 
ihg  impiilse,  (among  die  best  in^ulses  of  dM  impeffbet 
nature,  gentlemen,)  the  lonely  and  desolate  widow  dried 
h^  tears,  fbmished  her  first  fioor,  caught  her  iMMoent 
boy  to  her  maternal  bosom,  and  put  the*  bill  itp  In  faer 
parlor-window.  Did  it  remain  Acre  long?  No;  The' 
serpent  Was  on  the  watch,  the  train  was  laid,  the  ia&D» 
was  preparing,  the  sapper  and  muier  was  at  wo(4^.  Be* 
fbre  the  bill  had  been  in  the  parlot^wCndowtkme  ^iays*— 
tfiree  days,  gentlemen  —  a  Being,  erect  upen  two  lega* 
and  beaHng  all  the  outward  sefnbkmee  of  a  man^  and  not 
of  a  monster,  knocked  at  the  do6r  of  Mm.  Bardell'a 
house.     He  inquired  within  ;  he  took  the  lodgings  ;  and 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  nCKWICK  CLU&  11* 

•D  the  very  next  day  he  entered  iftio  poeaesaoii  of  thete. 
This  man  was  Pkkwidc  —  PiokwidL  the  deiendaDt'' 

Sergeant  BvakOf  who  had  proceeded  with  such  vdhi* 
tnlttj  that  hie  fiu)e  was  perfectly  crimeon,  here  paused  fo 
bi^eath.  The  ailenee  awoke  Mr.  Jastiee  Stareleigh,  who 
immediately  wtote  down  somethiBg  with  a  pen  vritfaoot 
imy  ink  in  it,  and  looked  unusaally  ppofbund^  to  impress 
the  jury  with  the  b^ef  that  he  always  thou^  most 
deeply  with  his  eyes  dmU    Sergeant  Buzfuz  proceeded* 

^(X  this  man  Ptckwiek I  will  say  little;  the  sulyeet 
presents  but  few  attraetioBs ;  and  I,  ^demen,  am  not 
the  man,  nor  are  you,  gentlemen,  the  men,  to  deli|^t  in 
the  oontemplation  of  revolting  heartlessnees,  and  of  sys- 
lemade  Tilkny." 

Here  Sir.  F&ekwidk,  who  had  been  writhing  in  nkaoe 
fW  some  time,  gave  a  ▼i(rieiit  start,  as  if  some  vague  idea 
ef  assaulting  Sergeant  Bn^Aim,  in  the  angnst  presence  of 
justice  and  law,  suggested  itself  to  his  mind*  An  ad^ 
monitory  gesture  fiojki  Perker  restrained  him,  and  he 
listened  to  the  learned  gentleman's  continuatien  with  a 
look  of  indignaiien,  whidi  oobtCMted  forcibly  with  the 
admiring  faces  of  Mxsb  Clnppins  and  Mrs.  Sanders. 

^  X  say  systematic  viUany,  gentlemen,"  said  SeigeanI 
Buaftta,  kMfcing  through  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  talking  -at 
him;  ''and  when  I  say  systematie  viUany,  let  me  t^ 
the  defendant  Pickwick  if  he  be  in  coitrt,  as  I  am  in* 
formed  he  is,  that  it  would  have  beea  more  decent  fa 
him,  more  becoming,  in  better  judgment,  and  in  better 
taste,  if  he. had  8to|^>ed  away.  I^et  me  tell  hmi,  gentle^ 
men,  that  any  gestures  of  dissent  or  disapprobation  in; 
which  he  may  indulge  in  this  court  will  not  go  down 
with  you ;  that  yoa  wiU  know  how  to  value  and  how  ta 
i^ppreciate  them ;  andiet  me  tell  him  fiirther,  as  my  IgrJ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


116  POSTHUHOUS  PAPERS  OF 

wiU  tell  job,  gaitlemebytliat  m  ootmsel,  in  the  disdiarge 
of  his  duty  to  his  dient^  is  neither  to  be  intimidated  nor 
bullied,  nor  pat  down ;  and  that  mij  attempt  to  do  either 
the  one  or  the  other,  or  the  first,  or  the  last,  will  recoil 
on  the  head  of  the  attempter,  be  he  plaintiff  or  be  he 
defendant,  be  his  name  Pickwick,  or  Noakes,  or  StoakeSi 
!»*  Stiles,  or  Brown,  or  Thompson.** 

This  UtUe  dirergence  from  the  subject  in  hand,  had  of 
com-se  the  intended  eflfect  of  turning  all  eyes  to  Mr. 
Pickwick.  Sergeant  Bnzfbe,  having  partially  recovered 
from  die  state  of  moral  elevatioB  into  whkh  he  had 
behed  himself,  resumed: 

^I  shall  show  yon,  gentlemen,  that  for  two  yean 
Pickwick  continued  to  reside  constantly,  and  witboot 
interruption  or  intermission,  at  Kn.  Baidell's  boose.  I 
shall  show  you  that  Mrs.  Baidell,  during  the  whole  of 
that  time,  waited  on  him,  attended  to  his  cofnibrts,  cooked 
his  meals,  looked  out  his  linen  for  the  wadierwoman 
when  it  went  abroad,  darned,  aired,  and  pr^Mu^  it  for 
wear,  when  it  came  home,  and,  in  short,  ei\joyed  his  fbU- 
est  trust  and  confidence.  I  shall  show  you  diat,  on  many 
occasions,  he  gave  haU|>eoce,  and  on  some  occasions  even 
iaqpences,  to  her  little  boy ;  and  I  shall  prove  to  you,  by 
a  witness  whose  testimony  it  will  be  impossible  for  my 
learned  fHend  to  wedcen  or  controvert,  that  on  one  oca^ 
sion  he  patted  the  boy  on  the  head,  and,  after  inqairiR|( 
whether  he  had  won  any  aOey  tar$  or  eamtmmeys  lately 
(both  of  whidi  I  understand  to  be  a  particular  spedves 
of  marbles  much  prized  by  the  youth  of  this  town), 
made  use  of  this  remarkable  expression  — '  How  should 
you  like  to  have  another  fiuher?*  I  shall  prove  to  yoo, 
gandemen,  that  about  a  year  ago,  Pickwiok  saddenly 
lagan  to  absent  himself  fhim  home,  during  long  intet« 
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vals,  as  if  wHh  tiie  intentibn  of  gmdaally  breaking  off 
from  mj  dient ;  bat  I  shall  show  70Q  aldo,  that  his  re9o> 
htion  was  not  at  that  time  Bvfflcientlj  strong,  or  that  his 
better  iSselings  conquered,  if  better  feelings  he  has,  or 
that  the  charms  and  accomplishments  of  my  client  prth 
vailed  against  his  mimanlj  inlentions;  by  proving  to 
joii,  that  on  one  occasion,  whea  he  retomed  from  the 
eountry,  he  cBstinctfy  and  in  terms,  offered  her  mar- 
riage :  prdviooslj  however,  taking  ^>ecial  care  that  diere 
should  be  no  witnesses  to  their  solemn  contract ;  and  I 
sm  in  a  situation  to  prove  to  jou,  on  the  testimony  of 
three  of  his  owta  friends  —  most  miwiUfaig  witnesses, 
gentlemed  —  most  unwilling  witnesses  —  that  on  that 
morning  he  was  ^Usoovered  by  tliem  holding  die  plann 
Hff  in  his  arms,  and  soothing  her  agitation  by  Iris 
caresses  and  endearments.'' 

A  visible  impression  was  produced  upon  the  auditors 
by  this  part  of  the  learned  sergeantfs  address.  Drawing 
Ibrth  two  very  small  scraps  of  paper,  he  proceeded  — 

^  And  now,  gentlemen,  but  one  word  more.  Two  let- 
ters have  passed  between  these  parties,  lettera  whidi  are 
admitted  to  be  in  the  handwridng  of  the  defendant,  and 
which  speiJt  volumes  indeed.  These  le^tets,  too,  bespeak 
the  cbara^4«r  of  the  man.  They  are  not  open,  fervent, 
eloquent  epistles,  breathing  nothing  but  Ihe  language  of 
affectionate  attachment  They  are  covert,  sly,  under^ 
handed  communications,  but,  ftnrtunately,  ftur  more  con* 
ckisive  than  if  couched  in  the  most  glowing  language 
and  the  most  poetic  imagery -^  letters  that  must  be 
viewed  with  a  cautious  and  suspicious  eye  —  letters  that 
were  evidently  intendell'  at  the  time,  by  Pidcwick,  to 
mislead  and  delude  my  third  parties  into  whose  hands 
tfiey  mi|^  ML    Let  rae  read  the  first : — 'Garraway's, 
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twelre  (/doolu  Dear  Mrs.  B, — Chops  and  Tomata- 
sanee.  Tours,  Piokwiok.'  GeDtlemen,  what  doas  this 
mean?  Chops  and  Tomato-aauce.  Yours,  Pickwick  I 
Chops  1  Gracioas  heayens !  and  Tomato-eauoe  I  Gentle* 
men,  is  the  happiness  of  a  sensitive  and  confiding  fenuUa 
to  be  trifled  awaj,  bj  such  shallow  artifk^es  as  these  ? 
The  next  has  no  date  whateTer,  which  is  in  itself  sns* 
pickms.  —  'Dear  Mrs.  B. — I  shall  not  be  at  hone  till  U>> 
oMHrrow.  Slow  coach.'  And  then  follows  this  veiy  veiy 
remarkable  expression  —  *  Don't  trouble  yourself  about 
the  waimmi^pan.'  The  warniing*pan  I  Whj,  gentle- 
men,  who  doei  trQid>le  himself  about  a  waiming-pan? 
When  was  the  peace  of  mind  of  man  or  woman  broken 
ordislurbedbjawanniBg-pan,  which  is  in  itself  a  harm- 
less, a  useful,  and  I  will  add,  gentlemen,  a  comfortiiig 
article  of  domestic  furniture  ?  Whj  is  Mrs.  Barddl  so 
earnestly  entreated  not  to  agitate  herself  about  this 
wannin^pan,  unless  (as  is  no  doubt  the  ease)  it  is  a  mere 
oov^  for  hidden  fire— a  mere  substitfite  for  some  endear- 
ing word  or  promise,  agreeably  to  a  preconcerted  system 
of  correspottdenee,  aj^tfolly  contrived  by  Pickwick  with  a 
yiew  to  his  ocmtemplated  desertion,  and  which  I  am  not 
in  a  condition  to  eiqdain  ?  And  what  does  this  alkisiiNi 
to  the  slow  coach  mean  ?  For  aught  I  know,  it  may  be 
a  r^nrenoe  to  Pickwick  himself  who  has  most  unques* 
tionaUy  been  a  criminally  slow  coach  during  the  whole 
of  this  transaction,  but  whose  qpeed  wiU  now  be  very 
unexpectedly  accelerated,  and  whose  wheels,  gentlemen^ 
as  he  will  find  to  his  cost,  will  very  soon  be  greased  1^ 
you  !" 

Mr.  Sergeant  Buaftia  paused  in  this  plaoe,  to  sea 
whether  the  jury  smiled  at  his  joke ;  but  as  mAjodiy 
look  it  but  the  green-grocer,  whose  sensitiveness  on  tlm 
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soljjeot  im0  very  probably  ooeasaoned  by  Im  havng  sab- 
jected  a  diai8&-eart  to  the  pvooeBs  in  question  on  tbal 
i^Mitieal  monning,  the  leanieil  sergeant  oonsidered  it  ad- 
visable to  uiHtevgo  a  slif^t  relapse  iato  thediamala  bcfem 
be  eonolticled* 

^  But  enough  of  1hi%  gentkosen,"  said  Mr.  Setgeaai 
Bazfnz,  ^  it  is  difficult  to  smile  with  an  aching  heart ;  it 
ii  ill  jeitiiig  when  oar  deepest  syn^Mitkies  ave  awakcsied. 
M J  diemtVi  hopes  and  prospects  are  mined,  and  it  is  ao 
figure  of  speech  to  si^  tiiat  ber  oocapatien  is  gone  ia«* 
deed.  The  bill  h  down  "~  hot  there  is  no  tenaoL  Eli* 
gible  single  gentlemen  pass  and  repass —  but  tiiere  is  no 
invitation  for  them  to  inquire  within  or  without.  All  is 
gloom  and  sijence  m  the  house ;  eren  the  voioe  of  the 
ohttd  is  hushed ;  his  infant  sports  are  disregaoded  when 
his  mother  weeps ;  his  ^ alley  tors'  and  his  ' oommoneys' 
an*  alike  neglected ;  he  forgets  the  long  fiuniliar  cry  of 
'knuckle  down/  and  at  tip^^heese,  or  odd  and  even,  his 
hand  is  out.  But  Pickwi^  genilerae%  Pickwick,  the 
ruthless  destroyer  of  this  domestic  oasis  in  the  desert  of 
6o5weU>  Street — Pickwidc,  who  has  dioked  up  the 
wen^  and  thiown  ashes  on  the  swaid  *— -  Pickwick,  who 
comes  before  you  to-day  with  his  heartless  Tomato-eanee 
and  warmioi^pans  —  Pickwick  still  rears  his  head  with 
unblushing  effi'ontery,  and  gaaes  without  a  sig^  on  the 
ruin  he  has  maie.  Damages,  gentlemen  — *  heayy  daD»- 
ages  is  the  only  punoshment  idth  which  you  can  visit 
bbn ;  Hbe  mdy  reeompense  you  can  award  to  my  client 
And  ibr  those  damages  she  now  appeals  to  an  enligLt* 
ened,  a  higb-mindedv  a  right^drng,  a  conacientiousy  a 
dispassionate,  a  sympathising,  a  eonlemplatrre  jury  of 
ber  civilised  countrymen."  With  this  beautifol  perora- 
tion, Mr.  Sergeant  Busfus  sat  down,  and  Mr.  Justice 
Btareleigh  woke  up. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


ISO  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

"«  OaH  Elizabeth  Oluppins,''  said  Sergeant  Busfiis,  ito 
iog  a  minute  afterwardsy  with  renewed  Tigor. 

The  nearest  usher  caUe4  for  Elizabeth  Tuppins ;  an* 
other  one,  at  a  little  distanoe  off,  demaaded  Elisabeth 
Jupkins ;  and  a  third  rushed  in  a  breathless  state  into 
King  Street,  and  screamed  for  EUsabeth  Muffins  till  he 
was  hoarse. 

Meanwhile  Mrs.  Ooppins,  wiih  the  eomhined  aaaist- 
aaoe  of  Mrs.  Bardell,  Mrs.  Sanders,  Mr*  Dodson,  and 
Mr.  Fogg,  was  hoisted  into  the  witness-box ;  and  when 
she  was  safely  perched  on  the. top  step,  Mrs.  Bardell 
stood  on  the  bottom  one,  with  the  pooketrhandkerchief 
and  pattens  in  one  hand^  and  a  glass  bottle  thai  might 
hold  about  a  quarter  of  a  pint  of  smelling  salts  in  the 
other,  ready  for  any  emergency.  Mrs.  Sanders,  Whose 
eyes  were  intently  fixed  on  the  jndge's  fooe,  planted  her» 
self  close  by,  with  the  large  umbrella :  ke^[>ii^  her  right 
thumb  pressed  on  the  spring  with  an  earnest  ddunte* 
nance,  as  if  she  were  fully  prepared  to  put  it  iq>  at  a 
moment's  notice* 

^  Mrs.  Glttppins,"  said  Sergeant  Buzfuz,  ^  pray  com* 
pose  yourself,  ma'am.''  Of  oonrse,  directly  Mrs.  Gkip- 
piss  was  desired  to  compose  herself  she  sobbed  with  in* 
creased  vehemence,  and  gave  divers  alarming  manifesta- 
tions of  an  approadiing  fainting  ^t,  or,  as  she  afterwaxdi 
said,  of  her  feelings  being  too  many  for  her. 

^Do  you  recollect^  Mrs.  Cluppins?"  said  Sergeant 
Bnsfoz,  after  a  few  unimportant  questions,  ^  do  you  reo 
olleot  being  in  Mrs.  Bardell's  back  one  pair  of  stairft,  on 
one  partieular  morning  in  July  last,  when  she  was  dnst^ 
ing  PiokwivdL's  apartment  ?  " 

^  Yes,  my  Lord  and  Jury,  I  do,**  replied  Mrs.  Clup 
pins. 
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*  Air.  Pickwick's  sittii^-room  waa  the  ftnt-floor  froiiti 
I  believe  ?** 

^  YeB)  it  were^  sir/'  replied  Mrs.  Qupf^ns. 

^  What  were  you  doing  in  the  haxk  xoom,  woB^wokf^ 
inquired  the  little  judge. 

'^Mj  Lord  and  Jurj,"  said  Mis.  Ckii^^iBy  with  inkn 
esting  agitation,  ^'  I  w^  not  deceive  you." 

<< Tou  had  betternot,  ma'am,"  eaid  the  little ju^ 

^  I  was  there,"  resumed  Mrs.  Cluppins,  ^  unbeknown 
to  Mrs.  Bardell ;  I  had  been  out  with  a  little  basket, 
gentlemen,  to  buj  three  pound  of  red  kidney  purtaties, 
wlndi  was  three  pound  tuppense  ha'penny,  when  I  see 
Mrs.  BaidelFs  street-door  on  the  jar." 

^On  the  what?  "  exclaimed  the  little  judge. 

"  Partly  open,  my  Lord,"  said  Sergeant  Snubbin. 

^  She  Btrid  on  the  jar,"  said  the  little  judge,  with  a 
cunning  look. 

*<  If  8  all  the  same,  ray  Lord,"  said  Sergeant  Snubbhu 
The  little  judge  looked  doubtful,  and  said  he*d  make  a 
note  of  it.     Mi*s.  Cluppins  then  resumed : 

**I  walked  in,  gentlemen,  just  to  say  good-momin', 
and  went,  in  a  permiscuous  manner,  up-stairs,  and  into 
the  back  room.  Gentlemen,  there  was  the  sound  of 
voices  in  the  front  Toom,  and  "  — 

'^And  you  listened,  I  believe,  Mrs.  Cluppins?"  said 
Sergeant  Bucfbs. 

"Beggin'  your  pardon,  sip,"  replied  Mrs.  Guppins,  in 
a  miyestic  manner,  ^I  would  scorn  the  haction.  The 
voices  was  very  loud,  sir,  and  forced  themselves  upon 
my  ear." 

•*Wdl,  Mrs.  Cluppins,  you  were  not  listening,  but 
jrott  heard  the  voices.  Was  one  of  those  voices,  Pick- 
wick's ?  " 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


in  POSTHUMOUS  PAPKBB  OF 

«  Yea,  it  were,  ar." 

And  Mrs.  Guppins,  after  distinctlj  stating  that  Mr« 
Pickwick  addressed  himself  to  Mrs.  Bard^,  repeated, 
bj  slow  degiieea,  and  bj  dint  of  many  qveslions,  the.  con- 
versation with  which  our  readers  are  ah^dad])r  aoqUftinted* 

The  jorj  looked  suspidous^  and  Mr.  Sergeant  Bia^i 
smiled  and  sat  down*  They  looked  positively  awful 
when  Sergeant  Snubhin  intiotatedthat  he  should  not 
qrosQ-examine  the  witness,  for  Ur»  Pid^widi  wished-  it 
to  be  distinctly  staied  that  it  was  due  to  her  to  say^that 
her  account  was  in  s^bstanee  eorreet. 

^/in>  Cluppins  having  once  bivken  the  ice,  though  it 
a  favorable  opportunity  foe  entering  into  a  short  disser^ 
tation  on  her  own  domestic  afiairs ;  so,  she  straightway 
proceeded  to  inform  the  cpurt  that  she  was  the  mother  of 
eight  children  at  that  present  speaking,  and  that  she  en- 
tertained confident  expectations  of  presenting  Mr.  Clup* 
pins  with  the  nint^  somewhere  about  that  day  six 
months.  At  this  interesting  point,  the  little  judge  inters 
posed  most  irascibly ;  and  Ihe  effect  of  the  interposition 
was,  that  both  the  worthy  lady  and  Mrs.  Sandero  were 
politely  taken  out  c^  court,  under  the  escort  of  Mr.  Jack- 
son, without  Airtfier  parley. 

'<  Nathaniel  Winkle ! "  said  Mr.  Skimpin. 

^  Here  I  **  repUed  a  feeble  voice.  Mr.  Winkle  ^dftered 
the  witness-box,  and  having  been  duly  swor^,  bowed  U> 
tlie  judge  with  eensiderable  deferenee* 

^  Don*t  look  at  me,  sir,"  said  the  judge,  sharp^,  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  salute ;  ^loek  at  the  jury." 

Mr.  Winkle  obeyed  the  mandate,  and  looked  at  Uiet 
place  where  he  thought  it  most  probable  the  jury  might 
be ;  for  seeing  an^hing  in  his  then  state  of  intellectual 
complication  was  wholly  out  of  the  question. 
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Mr.  Winkle  was  tlwB  examined  bj  Mr.  Skimpin,  who, 
bttng  a  promising  young  man  of  two  or  three  and  forty, 
was  of  course  anxious  to  confuse  a  witness  who  was  bo- 
tarioiislj  predi^Kised  in  fiivor  <^  the  other  side,  as  much 
ashft  eouM. 

<^Now,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Skimpin,  ^have  the  goodness  to 
let  his  Lordship  and  the  jurj  know  what  jour  name  ]% 
will  jou  ?  "  And  Mr.  Sldmpin  indined  his  head  on  one 
Mb  to  listen  with,  great  sharpness  to  the  answer,  and 
glanced  at  the  jury  meanwhile,  as  if  to  imply  that  he 
mtflier  expected  Mr.  Winkle's  natural  taste  for  penury 
would  induce  him  to  give  some  name  which  did  not  be* 
long  to  him. 

<<  Winkle,"  repHed  the  witness. 

^  Wiiafs  your  <Bmstkn  name,  sir  ?  "  angrity  Snqniied 
the  little  judge. 

^  Nathaniel,  sur." 

^  Dnntel, -^  any  other  name  ?  ** 

*^  Nathaniel,  Sir  —  my  Lord,  I  mean." 

^  Nathaniel  Daniel,  or  Daniel  Nathaniel  ?  ** 

**  No,  my  Lord,  only  Nathaniel  —  not  Daniel  at  alL** 

^  What  did  you  tell  me  it  was  Daniel  for  then,  nr?** 
iaqmred  the  judge. 

<<I  didn't,  my  Loid,"  r^Med  Mr.  Wii^le. 

^  You  cUd,  sir,"  replied  the  judge,  with  a  severe  fixywo. 
*^  How  could  I  have  got  Daniel  on  my  notes,  unless  yoo 
\M  me  so,  sir  ?  " 

This  argument  was,  of  course,  unanswerable. 

"^  Mr.  Winkle  has  rather  a  short  memory,  my  Lord," 
interposed  Mr.  Skimpin,  with  another  glance  at  the  jury. 
<<  We  shall  find  means  to  refresh  it  before  we  have  quite 
done  with  him,  I  dare  say." 

"^  You  liad  better  be  oareftd  sir,"  said  die  little  judge, 
with  a  sinister  look  at  the  witness. 
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Poor  Mr.  Winkle  bowed,  and  endeavored  to  feign  ac 
easiness  of  manner,  which,  in  his  then  state  of  confosioii^ 
gave  him  rather  the  air  of  a  disconcerted  pickpo<^et 

''Now,  Mr.  Winkle,''  said  Mr.  Skimpin,  ''attend  U 
me,  if  you  please,  sir ;  and  let  me  recommend  jon,  for 
jonr  own  sake,  to  bear  in  mind  his  Lordship's  injuno- 
tioms  to  be  carefnL  I  believe  jou  are  a  partaoakr  fiieni 
of  Pickwt^  the  defendant,  are  you  not  ?  " 

"  I  have  known  Mr.  Pickwick  now,  as  well  as  I  reo^ 
lect  at  this  moment,  nearly  "  -— 

"Pray,  Mr.  Winkle,  do  not  evade  the  qoestuMi.  Are 
yon,  or  are  yoa  not^  a  particular  friend  of  the  defend- 
ant's?" 

"  I  was  just  about  to  say,  that  '*  ^-^ 

"  Win  yon,  or  will  yoa  not,  answer  my  question, 
sir?" 

"  K  you  don't  answer  the  question,  youll  be  oodn 
mitted,  sir,"  interposed  the  little  judge,  looking  over  his 
note-book. 

"Come,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Skimpin,  "yes  or  no,  if  yo« 
please." 

"Yes,  I  am," 

"  Yes,  you  are.  And  why  couldn't  you  say  that  at 
once,  sir  ?  Perhaps  you  know  the  fdaintiff  too  — eh,  Mr« 
Winkle?" 

"  I  don't  know  her ;  Fve  seen  her." 

"  Oh,  yon  don't  know  her,  but  you've  seen  her  ?  Now^ 
liave  the  goodness  to  tell  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  wliat 
you  mean  by  thaty  Mr.  Winkle." 

"  I  mean  that  I  am  not  intimate  wiUi  her,  but  that  I 
have  seen  her  when  I  w^nt  to  call  on  Mr.  Pickwick,  io 
Qoswell  Street" 

"  How  often  have  you  seen  her^  sir?" 

"  How  often  ?" 
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^'Tes,  Mr«  WinUe,  how  oftsn  ?  .  TH  repeat  the  qoea- 
tioii  for  you  a  dozen  timea,  if  70a  require  it»  sir."  And 
the  learned  gentleman,  with  a  firm  and  steady  frown, 
placed  his  hands  on  his  hipa,  and  smiled  snspioiooaly  at 
the  jury. 

On  this  qvestion  there  aroee  the  edifying  brow-beatings 
customary  on  sudi  points.  First  of  all,  Mr.  Winkle  said 
it  was  quite  imposdble  for  him  to  say  how  many  times 
he  had  seen  Mrs*  BardeU.  Then  he  was  asked  if  he  had 
seen  her  twen^  times,  to  which  he  replied, ''  Certain- 
ly,—  more  than  that."  Then  be  was  asked  whether 
he  hadn't  seen  her  a  hund]?ed  times  —  whether  he 
nsooldn't  swear  that  he  had  seen  her  more  than  fifty 
times — whether  he  dida't  know  that  he  had. seen  her  at 
leafst  aeventy-fi?e  times  -^  and  so  forth ;  the  satisfactory 
conclusion  which  was  arrived  at,  at  last,  being,  that  he 
had  better  take  care  of  himself  and  mind  what  he  was 
about  The  witness  having  been  by  tl^se  means  re- 
duced to  the  requisite  ebb  of  nervous  perplexity,  the 
examination  was  continued  as  follows: 

^  Pray,  Mr,  Winkle,  do  you  remember  calling  on  the 
defendant  Pickwick  at  these  apartments  in  the  plaintiff's 
house  in  Goswell  Street,  on  one  particular  morning,  in 
the  month  of  July  last  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  do." 

*^  Were  you  accompanied  on  that  occasion  by  a  friend 
of  the  name  of  Tupman,  and  another  of  the  name  of 
Snodgrass  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  was." 

**  Are  they  here?" 

**  Yes,  they  are,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle,  looking  very  ear- 
nestly towards  the  spot  where  his  friends  were  stationed. 

"Pr^  attend  to  me^  Mr.  Winkle,  and  never  min^ 
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your  IKendB,**  said  Mr.  Skimpin,  witli  anodier  expres- 
Bive  look  at  the  jurj.  ^TWy  moat  tell  their  stories 
without  anj  previous  consultation  with  70D,  if  none  hn 
jet  taken  place  (another  look  at  the  jury).  Now,  mr, 
teU  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  what  70a  saw  on  entering 
the  def^Bndant^  room,  on  this  partknlar  monung.  Come ; 
out  with  it,  sir;  we  must  have  it«  sooner  or  later." 

^  ITie  defendant,  Mr.  Pickwick,  was  holding  the  plain 
tiff  in  his  arms,  with  his  hands  eluding  her  waist,*  re- 
plied Mr.  Winkle,  with  natoral  hesitation,  «*and  dM 
plaintiff  appeared  to  have  Hunted  away.** 

"<  Did  you  hear  the  defendant  say  anything ?'' 

^  I  heard  him  call  Mrs.  Bardell  a  good  creature,  and  I 
heard  him  ask  her  to  compose  herself,  for  what  a  situa- 
tion it  was,  if  anybody  should  come,  or  woids  to  that 
effect" 

^  Now,  Mr.  Winkle,  I  have  only  one  more  question  to 
ask  you,  and  I  heg  you  to  bear  in  mind  bis  lordship^ 
caution.  Will  you  undertake  to  swear  that  Pickwidc, 
the  defendant,  £d  not  say  on  the  occasion  in  question, 
<My  dear  Mrs.  Bardell,  you're  a  good  creature;  com- 
pose yourself  to  this  situation,  for  to  this  mtuation  yba 
must  come,'  or  words  to  thai  eflfisct?*^ 

^1  —  I  didn't  understand  him  so,  certainly,"  said  Mr. 
Winkle,  astounded  at  this  ingenious  dove^tailiag  of  the 
few  words  he  had  heard.  ^  I  was  on  the  staircase,  and 
couldn't  hear  distinctly.;  the  impression  on  my  mind 
is"  — 

**  The  gentlemen  of  the  jury  want  none  of  the  impres- 
sions on  your  mind,  Mr.  Winkle,  whidi  I  fhar  would  be 
of  little  service  to  honest,  straightforward  men,"  inter- 
posed Mr.  Skimpin.  ^  Ton  were  on  the  staitiease,  end 
didn't  distinctly  hear ;  but  you  will  not  sweaih  that  Pick- 
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wick  did  not  make  use  c^  the  exprtaaims  I  have  quoted 
Do  I  understand  thai?  " 

<<No  I  will  not)"  replied  1^.  Winkle ;  ami  down  sat 
Mr.  Skimpia  with  a  trinrnphant  ooumleiianoe^ 

Mr.  Pickwick's  case  had  not  gone  off  in  soparficularirjr 
,  happy  a  inanner,  up  to  thit  pointy  that  it  eould  vesj  'well 
afiEbrd  to  have  any  additienal  snapicidn  cast  upon  it. 
Bat  as  it  could  aflford  to  be  placed  in  a  rather  belter 
light,  if  possible,  Mr.  Phunkj  rose  for  the  purpose  of 
rgetting  something  important  out  of  Mr.  Winkle  in  orosi- 
examination.  Whether  be  did  get  anything  important 
out  of  him,  will  inmiediately  appear. 

"  I  beUeve,  Mr.  Winkle,"  swd  Mr.  Phanky,  "  that  Mr. 
Pickwick  is  not  a  young  man  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle  ;  "  old  enough  to  be  my 
fether." 

"^Yoa  have  told  my  learned  friend  that  you  have 
known  Mr.  Pickwick  a  long  time.  Had  you  ever  any 
reason  to  suppose  or  belieTe  that  he  was  about  to  be 
married  ?  " 

"  Oh  no ;  certainly  not ; "  replied  Mr.  Winkle  with  so 
much  eagerness,  thnt  Mr.  Phunky  ought  to  have  got  him 
out  of  the  box  wHh  all  posmble  despatch.  Lawyers  hold 
•that  there  are  two  kinds  of  partioulariy  bad  witnesses :  a 
reloctant  witnaiB%  and  a  too-wilting  witness ;  it  was  Mr. 
Winkle's  fiUe  to  figaire  in  both  characters. 

"  I  will  even  go  further  than  tUs,  Mr.  Winkle,"  cca- 
tinned  Mr.  Phunky  in  a  most  smooth  and  complacent 
:  manner.  ^  Did  you  ever  see  anything  in  Ti/b,  Piekwiek's 
manner  and  conduct  towarda  the  qpp^te  sex,  to  induce 
you.  to  believe  that  he  jover  eontonplated  matrimofty  of 
late  years,  in  any  case?" 

"^Oh  no;  certainly  net,"  c^ed  Mr.  m^nkk. 
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^  Has  his  belumor,  when  females  have  been  in  the 
case,  always  been  that  of  a  man,  who,  baring  attained  a 
pretty  advanced  period  of  life,  content  with  his  own  oo> 
cupations  and  anrasementsy  treats  them  only  as  a  fiither 
might  his  daughters  ?" 

«"  Not  the  least  doubt  of  it,"  replied  Mr.  WhiUe,  in 
the  fhhiess  of  his  heart.  "« That  is  —  y es —- oh  y es  — 
certainly." 

^You  hare  nerer  known  anything  in  Ins  behavior 
towards  Mrs.  Bardell,  or  any  odier  female,  in  the  least 
degree  suspidoos  ?  "  said  Mr.  Phunky,  preparing  to  sit 
down ;  for  Sergeant  Snubbin  was  winldng  at  him. 

"N —  n  —  no,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle,  "  except  on  one 
trifling  occasion,  which,  I  have  no  doubt,  might  be  easily 
explained." 

Now,  if  the  unfortunate  Mr.  Phunky  had  sat  down 
when  Sergeant  Snubbm  winked  at  him,  or  if  Sergeant 
Buzfus  had  stopped  this  irregular  cross-examination  at 
the  outset  (which  he  knew  better  than  to  do ;  observing 
Mr.  Winkle's  anxiety,  and  well  knowing  it  would,  in  all 
probability,  lead  to  something  seilacesftle  to  him),  this 
unfortunate  admission  would  not  have  been  elicited. 
The  moment  the  words  fbll  from  Mr.  Winkle's  lips, 
Mr.  Phunky  sat  down,  and  Sergeant  Snobbin  rather 
liastily  told  him  he  ndght  leave  the  box,  which  Mr.  Win* 
klo  prepared  to  do  witii  great  readiness,  when  Sergeant 
Buzfuz  stopped  him. 

*^  Stay,  Mr.  Winkle  —  stay  t "  said  Sergeant  Bntfht ; 
^  will  your  Lordship  have  the  goodness  to  ask  him,  what 
this  one  instance  of  stispieioas  behavior  towards  fbmstles 
on  the  part  of  -this  gentlmran,  who  is  dd  eno«i|^  to  be 
his  father,  was?" 

^  You  hf«Lr  what  tKe  learned  counsel  says,  sfir,^  oh- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  129 

Berred  the  judge,  turning  to  the  miserable  and  agonized 
Mr.  Winkle*  ^  Describe  the  occasion  to  which  jrou 
refer." 

**  Mj  Lord,*  said  Mr.  "Winkle,  trembling  with  anxi< 
ety,  «I  — rd  rather  not* 

*  Perhaps  so,*  said  the  little  judge ;  **  but  you  must* 

Amid  the  pfofound  silence  of  the  whole  court,  Mr. 
Wkikle  faltered  out,  that  the  trifling  dreumstanoe  of  sua* 
picion  was  Mr.  Pi<^wick's  being  found  in  a  lad3r's  sleep* 
ing  apartment  at  midnight ;  which  had  terminated,  he 
believed,  in  the  breaking  off  of  the  projected  marriage  of 
the  lady  in  question,  and  had  led,  he  knew,  to  the  whole 
party  being  forcibly  carried  before  G^rge  Nupkins, 
Esq.,  magistrate  and  justice  of  the  peace,  for  the  borough 
of  Ipswich. 

"You  may  leave  the  box,  sir,**  said  Sergeant  Snubbin. 
Mr.  Winkle  did  leave  the  box,  and  rushed  with  defirious 
haste  to  the  Greorge  and  Vulture,  where  he  was  discov- 
ercid  some  hours  after,  by  the  waiter,  groaning  in  a  hol- 
low and  ^smai  manner,  with  his  head  buried  beneath  the 
Bofa  dtshions. 

Tracy  Tupman,  and  Augustus  Snodgrass,  were  sever- 
ally called  into  the  box ;  both  corroborated  the  testimony 
of  their  unhappy  friend ;  and  each  wais  driven  to  the 
Terge  of  desperation  by  excessive  badgering. 

Susannah  Sanders  was  then  called,  and  examhied  ly 
Sergeant  Buefhas,  a&d  cross-examined  by  Sergeant  Shub- 
bin.  Had  always  said  and  believed  thai  Pickwick  would 
marry  Mrs.  Bardell;  knew  that  Mrs.' Bardell'S  being 
engaged  to  Pickwick  was  the  current  topic  of  conversa- 
1  tion  in  the  neighborhood,  after  the  iainting  In  'Jiily  ;  hid 
been  told  it  herself  by  Mrs.  Mudberry  which  kept  a 
mangle,  and  Mfs.  Bunkin  which  dear-starchcid,  but  £d 
VOL.  m.  9 


Digitized 


by  Google 


130  posTHuyous  p^ras  of 

aot.see  eiAer  Mm.  Mndbenry  or  Mrs.  Bunkin  in  arntt 
Had  heard  Pickwick  ask  th^  tittle  bej  how  he  shotild 
like  to  have  another  father.  Did  not  know  that  Mrs* 
Banioll  .was  at  that  time  keeping  oompanj.  with  the 
baker,  but  did  know  that  the  baker  was  Ihen  a  «iD]sle 
nan  and  is  now-manied.  Couldn't  swear  that  Mrs*  Bar- 
ddl  was  notTeiy  £obA  oi  the  baker,  but  shoulA  tbinktliat 
the  bak«r  was  not  very  fofid  of  Mrs.  BardeU,  or  he 
wouldn't  haye  married  somd>odj  else.  Thooghl;  Mrs. 
Bardell  fainted  away  on  the  morning  in  Julj,  because 
Mr.  Pickwick  asked  her  to  name  the  di^;  knew  that 
she  (witness)  fiiinted  away  ^one  dead  when  Mr.  San- 
ders asked  her  to  name  the  day,  and  believed  that  erery- 
body  as  called  herself  a  lady  would  do  the  flame,  under 
similar  circumstances.  Heard  Pickwick  ask  the  boy  the 
question  about  the  mai4>les,  but  upon  her  oath  did  not 
know  the  diflference  between  an  aU€(ytor  and  a  corn- 
money. 

By  the  Ck>UBT.  —  Duri«^  the  period  of  her  keeping 
company  with  Mr.  Sanders  Jbad  received  love4BtterB,  like 
other  ladies.  In  the  course  of  their  correspondence  Mr. 
.Sanders  had  often  called  h^  a  ^duck,"  but  never 
*^  chops  "  nor  yet .  ^  tomato^auce."  He  was  pariieu* 
Jarly  fond  of  docks*  Pechaps  if  he  had  been  aa  fond  of 
ehops  and  tomato^sance,  he  might  have  called  her  that, 
vaB«  term  of  affection. 

Sergeant,  Buafha  now  jose  w^  moreimptrtanoe  than 
•he  had  yet  ezhjhited,  if  that  were  possible,  and  vocifer- 
ated *"  CaU  Samuel  WeUer." 

It  was  quite  unnecessary  to  call  SaoHiel  Weller ;  for 

^Samuel  WeQer  stq^  briddyiiato  the  box  the  motaat 

his  name  was  pronoHnced;  and  pladng.his  hat  on  the 

Aoor,  and  his  arms  on  the  railt  toA.  a  bi^'»«ye  view 
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of  the  bar,  and  a  comprdieiudTe  sarvej  of  the  bench 
with  a  remarkablj  cheerful  and  liTelj  aspect 

^  Whafs  jonr  name,  sir  ?  "  inquired  the  judgie. 

^  Sam  Weller,  my  Lord,"  repMed  that  gentleman. 

«Do  you  spell  it  with  a  <  V  or  a  *  W?"  inquired  the 
judge. 

^  That  depends  upon  the  taste  and  fancy  of  the  speller, 
my  Lord,"  replied  Sam,  ^  I  never  had  occasion  to  spell 
it  more  than  cmee  or  twice  in  my  life,  but  I  q>ells  it  with 
a^V.'" 

Here  a  voice  in  ibe  gallery  exclaimed  aloud,  <*  Quite 
right  too,  Samivel ;  quite  n^U  Pot  it  down  a  we,  my 
Lord,  put  it  down  a  we." 

^  Who  is  that,  who  dares  to  address  tiie  court  ?**  said 
the  little  judge,  looking  up,  ^  Usher  " 

«  Yes,  my  Lord." 

^  Bring  that  person  here  mstantly.'* 

«  Yes,  my  Lord." 

But  as  the  udier  didn't  find  the  person,  he  didn't  bring 
him ;  and,  after  a  great  commotion,  all  the  people  who 
had  got  up  to  look  ftr  the  culprit,  sat  down  again.  The 
little  judge  turned  to  the  witness  as  soon  as  his  indignar 
tion  would  aUo^  him  to  speak,  and  said, 

"  Do  you  know  who  that  was,  sir  ?  " 

^  I  rayther  suspect  it  was  my  father,  my  Lord,"  replied 
^am. 

**  Do  yon  see  him  here  now  ?  "  said  the  ju<%e. 

'^  No,  I  don't  my  Loind,"  replied  Sam,  staraig  right  op 
mtc  the  lantern  in  the  roof  of  the  court. 

"  If  you  could  have  pointed  him  out,  I  would  have 
committed  him  instantly,"  said  the  judges 

8am  bowed  his  acknowledgments  and  turned,  with 
immpaired  dieerfulneas  of  oountenance,  towards  Ser- 
geant Buzfuz. 
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^  Now,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  Soigeant  Bozfiiz. 

^  Nowy  sir,"  relied  Sam. 

**  I  believe  jou  are  in  the  service  of  Mr.  Pickwick, 
die  defendant  in  this  case.  Speak  up,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
Welter." 

^I  mean  to  speak  up,  sir,"  implied  Sam,  *<I  am  in 
the  service  o'  that  'ere  genTm'n,  and  a  werj  good  ser* 
vice  it  is." 

^  Little  to  do,  and  plenty  to  get,  I  sui^x)se  ?  '^  said  Ser- 
geant Buzfuz,  with  jocularity. 

*^  Oh,  quite  Enough  to  get,  sir,  as  the  soldier  said  ven 
they  ordered  him  thiiee  hundred  and  fi^  lashes,"  replied 
Sara. 

^  You  must*noi  tell  us  what  the  soldier,  or  any  other 
man,  said,  sir  "  interposed  the  judge,  ^  it's  not  evidence." 

"  Wery  good,  my  Lord,"  replied  Sasn.  ■ 

^  Do  you  recollect  anything  pajrtieular  happemng  on 
the  morning  when  you  were  first  engaged  by  the  defend- 
ant ;  eh,  Mr.  Welter  ?  "  said  Sei^eant  Eazfiu. 

"  Yes  I  d<^  sir,"  replied  Sam. 

^  Have  the  goodness  to  tell  the  jvry  what  it  was." 

**  I  had  a  reglar  new  fit  out  o'  clothes  that  momia', 
genTmen  of  thet  jury,"  said  Sam,  ^  and  that  was  a  weiy 
partickler  and  uncommon  circumstance  ▼!&  me  in  those 
days." 

Hereupon  there  was  a  general  laugh ;  and  the  little 
judge,  looking  with  an  angry  countenance  over  his  desk, 
said,  "*  You  had  better  be  carefbl^  dr.". 

^  So  Mr.  Pickwick  said  at  the  time,  my  Ix>rd,"  re* 
plied  Sam,  ^  and  I  waa  wery  careful  o'  that  'ere  suit  o' 
clothes ;  wery  careful,  indeed,  my  lord." 

The  judge  looked  sternly  at  JSam  for  full  two  minutes, 
but  Sam's  features  were  so  perfectly  oahn  and  serene  that 
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the  judge  said  nothing,  and  motioned  Sergeant  Bnsfiis  to 
proceed. 

^  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  Seigeant 
Buzfuz,  folding  his  arms  emphatically,  and  turning  half 
round  to  the  jury,  as  if  in  mute  assurance  that  he  would 
bother  the  witness  yet  —  **  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Mr, 
Weller,  that  you  saw  nothing  of  this  fainting  cm  the  part 
of  the  plaintiff  in  the  arms  of  the  defendant,  which  yon 
have  heard  described  by  the  witnesses  ?  " 

^  Certainly  not,"  replied  Sam,  **  I  was  in  the  passage 
till  they  called  me  up,  and  then  the  old  lady  was  not 
there," 

"Now,  attend,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  Sergeant  Buzfui, 
dipping  a  large  pen  into  the  inkstand  before  him,  for 
the  purpose  of  frightening  Sam  with  a  show  of  taking 
down  his  answer.  ^  You  were  in  the  passage  and  yet 
saw  nothing  of  what  was  going  forward.  Have  you  a 
pair  of  eyes,  Mr.  Weller  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  have  a  pdr  of  eyes,"  replied  Sam,  "and 
that's  just  it.  If  they  wos  a  pair  o'  patent  double  million 
magnifyin'  gas  microscopes  of  hextra  power,  p'raps  I 
might  be  able  to  see  through  a  flight  o'  stairs  and  a  deal 
door ;  but  bein'  only  eyes  you  see,  my  wision's  limited." 

At  this  answer,  which  was  delivered  without  the 
slightest  appearance  of  irritation,  and  with  the  most 
complete  simplicity  and  equanimity  of  manner,  the 
Bpoctators  tittered,  the  little  judge  smiled,  and  Sergeant 
Busfuz  looked  particularly  foolish.  AAer  a  short  con- 
sultation with  Dodson  and  Fogg,  the  learned  Sergeant 
again  turned  towards  Sam,  and  said,  with  a  painful  effort 
to  conceal  his  vexation,  "  Now,  Mr.  Weller,  FU  ask  you 
a  question  on  another  point,  if  you  please." 

"  If  you  please,  sir,"  rained  Sam,  with  the  utmost 
good-humor. 
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•  t>o  yoff  f««iei&ber  going  vap  to  Mrs.  BttHblT*  hMs^ 
one  night  in  November  last  ?  " 

«0hye8,wery  welL" 

^Qh,  yott  do  remember  tliat^  Mr.  WcAler,"  said  Ser- 
geant BuEfuz,  reccyrering  his  spirits^  ^'I  tbonght  we 
should  get  at  something  at  last" 

^  I  rajther  thought  that,  too^  sir/^  repHed  SaM ;  and  ml 
Md  the  spectators  tittered  again. 

^  Well;  I  suppose  you  went  up  to  have  a  Mtde  tA 
ab«ul  tfai» trial  —  eh^  Mr.  Weller?'^  sahl  %i<geant  Bin 
Alt,  looking^  knowingly  at  the  jury. 

^  I  went  up  to  pay  the  rent ;  but  we  did  get  a-talkiii^ 
about  the  trial,'*  replied  Sam. 

''  Oh,  you  did  get  talking  about  Ae  tr!al,'^siiid  S^t^ 
geant  BuaHis,  brightening'  up  with  the  antidpation  of 
some  important  discovery.  *^Now  what  passed  about 
•the  trial;  will  yon  have  the  goodness  to  (elf  iM,  Mr 
WeUer?" 

«'  Vitb  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  ra*,"  refOied  S^m^  "<  Artei 
a  few  onimportant  obserwations  from  the  two  wirtnons 
feiaales  as  has  been  examined  h^re  to-day,  the  ladies  gets 
kito  a  wery  great  atate  o*  admiration  at  the  honorable  con* 
duct  of  Mn  Dodsoa  and  Fogg  *-«  tiiem  two  genTmen  aa 
is  settin'  near  y«u  new.**  Hds,  of  course,  drew  general 
attention  to  Dodbon  and  Fogg^  who  looked  as  viituoai^aEfl 
possible. 

"^  The  al«omey8  for  the  plaintiff,*  said  Mr.  Set^geut 
Bozfbz,  *^  weil^  they  «poke  in  high  praise  of  die  honora- 
ble conJuct  of  Messrs.  Dodson  and  Fogg,  fh«  aUtofneya 
for  the  plaintifF,  did  they?'' 

^^Tes,"  said  Sam,  **they  said  wlmt  a  wery  generous 
thing  it  was  o'  theaft  to  have  taken>  i^  the  case  on  epee^ 
and  to  charge  nothin*  at  all  for  coats,  nnless,  thaj  got  *em 
out  of  Mr.  Pickwick." 
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.  JU  Uiis  yerj  unexpected  replj>  the  spectators  tittered 
ag^iiii  aod  Dodson  and  Foggy  tiiming  very  red,  leant 
#ver  to  Sei^geant  3uziuzy  ai^d  in  a  hurried  manner  whis- 
kered something  ia  JbJa  ear. 

"  Ton  a]:;e  qiiite  right*"  ^aid  Sergeant  BuzAis  aloud, 
.with  ^ffiict^  e^mpoBoqe.  ^Ifs  perfectly  useless^  mj 
Xi9vd»  aj^tempting  to  get  at  aoy  evidence  through  the  im- 
^enetraUe  stupidity  of  this  witness.  I  will  not  trouble 
4he  court  by  asking  him  any  more  questions.  Stand 
down,  air.'* 

"Would  any  other  genTm*n  like  to  ask  me  anythin'?" 
inquired  Sam,  taking  up  his  hat,  and  looking  round  most 
Jfiliberately. 

*^  Not  If  Air.  WeUer,  thank  you,"  said  Sergeant  Snub- 
ibios  kuighiog. 

"  You  may  go  dow%  sir,"  said  Sergeant  Buzfiiz,  way- 
Jog  bis  liand  impatiently,  Sam  went  down  accordingly, 
«ller  doing  Messrs.  Dodson  and  Fogg's  case  as  much 
harm  a$  he  conveniently  could,  and  saying  just  as  little 
respecting  3ir.  Pickwick  as  might  be,  which  was  pre- 
.cisely  the  object  he  had  had  in  view  all  along. 

<*  I  luwve  no  objection  to  admit,  my  I«ord,"  said  Ser- 
geant Snubbin,  "if  it  will  save  the  examination  of 
another  witness,  that  Mr.  Pickwick  has  retired  from 
htksmmt  aiid  is  4t  gentleman  of  considerable  jndepende^t 
jMoperty." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Sergeant  Buifuz^  putUng  in  the  two 
IfiUers  to  be  read.    "  Then  that's  my  case,  my  Lord." 

Seigeant  Snubbin  then  addressed  the  jury  on  beha)f 
ni  the  defendant;  and  a  very  long  and  a  very  emphatie 
address  he  delivered,  in  whi^  he  bestowed  the  highest 
pcisible  eidogiuma  on  the  conduct  and  character  of  Mr. 
Pickwick;  Iwt  inasmuch  as  our  readers  are  far  better 
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ftble  to  fonn  a  correct  estimate  of  that  gentleman's 
merits  and  deserts,  than  Sergeant  Snubbin  oonld  p<»> 
siblj  be,  we  do  not  feel  called  opon  to  enter  at  any  length 
Into  the  learned  gentleman's  obserrations.  He  atp 
tempted  to  show  that  the  letters  which  had  been  ex* 
bibited,  merely  related  to  ^Mr.  Pickwick's  dinner,  or  to 
the  preparations  for  receiying  him  in  bis  apartments 
<m  his  return  from  some  country  excursion.  It  is  suf- 
ficient to  add  in  general  terms  that  he  did  the  best  he 
could  for  Mr.  Pickwick ;  and  the  best,  as  everybody 
knows,  on  the  infallible  authority  of  the  old  adage» 
could  do  no  more. 

Mr.  Justice  Stareleigh  summed  up,  in  the  old-estab- 
lished and  most  approved  form.  He  read  as  much  of 
his  notes  to  the  jury  as  he  could  decipher  on  so  short  a 
notice,  and  made  running  comments  on  the  evidence  as 
he  went  along.  If  Mrs.  Bardell  were  right,  it  was  per- 
fectly clear  Mr.  Pickwick  was  wrong,  and  if  they  thought 
the  evidence  of  Mrs.  Cluppins  worthy  of  credence  they 
would  believe  it,  and,  if  they  didh^t,  why  they  wouldn't. 
If  they  were  satisfied  that  a  breach  of  promise  of  mar- 
riage had  been  committed,  they  would  find  for  the  plain- 
tiff with  such  damages  as  they  thought  proper ;  and  t£, 
on  the  other  hand,  it  appeared  to  them  that  no  promise 
of  marriage  had  ever  been  given,  they  would  find  for  the 
defendant  with  no  damages  at  alL  The  jury  then  retired 
to  their  private  room  to  talk  the  matter  over,  and  the 
judge  retired  to  his  private  room,  to  refresh  himself  with 
fli  mutton  chop  and  a  glass  of  sherry. 

An  anxious  quarter  of  an  hour  elapsed ;  the  jury  came 
back ;  and  the  judge  was  fetched  in.  Mr.  Pickwi<^  put 
on  his  spectacles,  and  gazed  at  the  foreman  with  an  agi- 
tated countenance  and  a  quiddy  beatmg  heart 
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^  C^entleineii,''  said  the  indiridDal  in  blaek,  ''are  jon 
all  agreed  upon  your  verdict  ?  ** 

"  We  are,"  replied  die  foreman. 

''Do  700  find  for  the  plaintiflT,  gendenen,  or  Amt  IIm 
defendant?" 

"For  the  plaintiff." 

"  "With  what  damages,  gentlemen  ?  " 

**  Seven  hundred  and  fifty  pounds." 

Mr.  Pickwick  took  off  his  spectades,  carefuOy  wiped 
the  glasses,  folded  them  into  their  case,  and  put  them  in 
his  pocket ;  and  then  having  drawn  on  his  gloves  with 
great  nicety,  and  stared  at  the  foreman  all  the  while,  he 
mechanically  followed  Mr.  Perker  and  the  blue  bog  out 
of  court. 

They  stopped  in  a  side  room  while  Perker  paid  the 
court-fees ;  and  here  Mr.  Pickwick  was  joined  by  his 
friends.  Here,  too,  he  encountered  Messrs.  Dodson  and 
Fogg,  rubbing  their  hands  with  every  token  of  outward 
satisfaction. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Dodson :  for  self  and  partner. 

"  You  imagme  you'll  get  your  costs,  don't  you,  gentle- 
mtju  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

Fogg  said  they  thought  it  rather  probable.  Dodson 
smiled,  and  said  they'd  try. 

**  You  may  try,  and  try,  and  try  again,  Messrs.  Dod- 
eon  and  Fogg,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  vehemently,  "but 
not  one  farthing  of  costs  or  damages  do  you  ever  get 
from  me,  if  I  spend  the  rest  of  my  existence  in  a  debtor's 
prison." 

«  Ha,  ha  I "  laughed  Dodson.  «  Youll  think  better  of 
that  before  next  term,  Mr.  Pickwick." 

"He,  he,  he!  well  soon  see  about  that,  Mr.  Pick- 
wiek,"  grinned  Fogg. 
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gpMchlets  vitik  Mignaftkmy  Mr*  Pickwick  aBowed 
himself  to  be  led  bj  his  soUcilor  ood  friends  to  the  door, 
and  there  asristed  into  m  btMsksey^eottch,  which  had  been 
irtdMd  ftr  Um  fMFppsA  1^  dhe  over  walcUnl  Sam  Wel- 
ler. 

Sam  had  pot  np  the  steps,  and  wttaprc^paring  to  jump 
upon  the  box,  when  bo  lUt  Umself  gently  tovchod  iP  ihe 
shoulder;  and,  looking  rouod,  his  fttber  ^tood  before 
htm.  The  old  gevtleBMun's  coavtenance  wore  a  moumfnl 
•iqprassioa,  as  he  shook  his  bead  gravely,  and  said,  in 
warning  aoosnts,. 

^  I  knew'd  what  'ud  oome  o'  this  here  mode  o'  ddn* 
bMiiass.  Oh,  Sammj,  Saauv^,  ij  won't  ihere  a  al- 
ley lur 
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»  WntCtl  »SU  MCKWTO&  TmUKS  KB  HAD  BtTtm  QO 
TO  BATH}    AUD  OOflB  ▲COOBlMmOl.T. 

*"  Bm  enirtlyv  ^7  ^^dftr  m^*  iaidi  little  Perked,  m  ht 
Mood  in  Mr.  Pi^widt^  apantnotit  on  tho  BUMvEog  aftot 
Are  trial:  ^8u^  yoa  don't  really  iBean^^ really  and 
seriouslj  now,  ikdd  irrHtttioit  apart -^  that  joii  won't  pay 
tl^efte  cmtB  and  damages  ?  * 

"^Noi  one  haHpenny,''  said  IHr.  Pkdiwi^  inalys 
**  not  one  halfpenny." 

**  HoorottT  fbr  tko  |nrlaciple,  m  the  motiey-lendeir  said 
Ten  he  tonldfif^  renew  the  biU^''  otoefved  Mn  Welkis 
who  mm  deaHttf  away  the  breakfiisl  tldng«« 

«8a«i*  Mid  Mn  Tkk^iAAt  ''haYe  the  geodnees  le 
itep  downstairs.'* 

«0ert'nly,  aft,"  repfied  Mr.  WeUeri  and 
Mr.  PiekwidL'ir  gentle  binf,  Sam  retired. 

"^  No,  Perker,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  witk  great  i 
neas  of  manner,  ^my  fHends  here,  have  endcaTored  to 
dissuade  me  ftma.  this  determination,  bat  Without  avaik 
I  shall  employ  myself  as  nsual,  u»til  the  opposite  party 
hare  the  power  of  issuing  a  legal  process  of  execution 
against  me ;  and  if  they  are  Tile  enov^h  to  avail  tfieaa^ 
selvee  of  it  and  to  an^st  my  petwm,  I  shall  yield  itysell 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


140  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

up  with  perfect  cheerfulness  and  content  of  heart  When 
can  thej  do  this  ?  " 

"They  can  issue  execution,  my  dear  sir,  for  the 
amount  of  the  damages  and  taxed  costs,  next  term," 
replied  Perker,  "just  two  months  hence,  my  dear  sir.** 

"  Very  good,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  "  Until  that  time, 
my  dear  fellow,  let  me  hear  no  more  of  the  matter.  And 
now,'*  continued  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  round  on  his 
friends  with  a  good-humored  smile,  and  a  sparkle  in  the 
eye  which  no  spectacles  could  dim  or  conceal,  "  the  cn^ 
question  is,  Where  shall  we  go,  next  ?  ** 

Mr.  Tupman  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  were  too  much  af- 
fected by  their  friend's  heroism  to  offer  any  reply.  Mr. 
Winkle  had  not  yet  sufiicieDtly  recovered  the  recollectioii 
of  his  evidence  at  the  trial,  to  make  any  observation  oa 
any  subject,  so  Mr.  Pickwick  paused  in  vain. 

"Well,**  said  that  gentleman,  "if  you  leave  me  to  sog^ 
gest  our  destination,  I  say  Bath.  I  think  none  of  us 
have  ever  been  there." 

Nobody  had;  and  as  the  proposition  was  warmly 
seconded  by  Perker,  who  considered  it  extremely  prob- 
able that  if  Mr.  Pickwick  saw  a  little  change  and  gayety 
he  would  be  inclined  to  think  better  of  his  determination, 
and  worse  of  a  debtor's  prison,  it  was  carried  unanimous- 
ly :  and  Sam  was  at  once  despatched  to  the  White  Horse 
Cellar,  to  take  five  places  by  the  half-past  seven  o'clock 
ooach,  next  morning. 

There  were  just  two  places  to  be  had  inside,  and  just 
three  to  be  had  out;  so  Sam  Weller  booked  for  them 
all,  aiid  having  exchanged  a  few  compliments  with  the 
booking-oiBce  clerk  on  the  subject  of  a  pewter  half-crown 
which  was  tendered  him  as  a  portion  of  his  "  cliang^" 
walked  back  to  the  George  and  Vulture,  where  he  was 
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pretty  busilj  employed  until  bedtime  in  reducing  clothca 
and  linen  into  the  smallest  possible  compass,  and  exerting 
his  mechanical  genius  in  constructing  a  variety  of  ingen- 
ious devices  for  keeping  the  lids  on  boxes  which  had 
neither  locks  uor  hinges. 

The  next  was  a  very  unpropitious  morning  for  a  jour- 
ney—  muggy,  damp,  and  drizzly.  The  horses  in  the 
stages  that  were  going  out,  and  had  come  through  the 
city,  were  smoking  so,  that  the  outside  passengers  were 
invisible.  The  newspaper-sellers  looked  moist,  and 
smelt  mouldy ;  the  wet  ran  off  the  hats  of  the  orange- 
venders  as  they  thrust  their  heads  into  the  coach  win- 
dows; and  diluted  the  insides  in  a  refreshing  manner. 
The  Jews  with  the  fifly-bladed  penknives  shut  them 
up  in  despdr;  the  men  with  the  pocket-books  made 
pocket-books  of  them.  Watch-guards  and  toasting-forks 
were  alike  at  a  discount,  and  pencil-cases  and  sponge 
were  a  drug  in  the  market. 

Leaving  Sam  Weller  to  rescue  the  luggage  from  the 
seven  or  eight  porters  who  flung  themselves  savagely 
upon  it,  the  moment  die  coach  stopped :  and  finding  that 
they  were  about  twenty  minutes  too  early :  Mr.  Pick- 
wide  and  his  iHends  went  for  shelter  into  the  travellers' 
room  — the  last  resource  of  human  dejection. 

The  travellers'  room  at  the  White  Horse  Cellar  is  of 
course  uncomfortable ;  it  would  be  no  travellers'  room  if 
it  were  not.  It  is  the  right-hand  parlor,  into  which  an 
5ispiring  kitchen  fireplace  appears  to  have  walked,  ac- 
compimied  by  a  rebeUions  poker,  tongs,  and  shoveL  It 
is  divided  into  boxes  for  the  solitary  confinement  of 
travellers,  and  is  furnished  with  a  clock,  a  looking-glass, 
and  a  live  waiter :  whidi  latter  artide  is  kept  in  a  small 
kennel  for  washing  glasses,  in  a  oomer  <^  the  apartment 
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One  of  these  hozm  w««  oooupied^  on  this  piplicabr 
tecahion,  by  a  irtem^^eyed  man  of  about  five-and-for^, 
who  had  a  bald  and  glosey  forehead,  with  a  good  deal  of 
Uaek  hair  at  the  sides  and  back  of  hiB  head,  and  lai^ 
black  whiskers.  He  was  buttoned  up  to  the  chin  in  a 
brown  eoat;  and  had  a  large  aeal-skin  travelUng  cap. 
and  a  greatrcoat  and  cloak,  Ijing  on  the  seat  beaide  him. 
He  looked  np  from  his  breakfast  as  Mr.  Pickwick  ea* 
lered,  with  a  fierce  and  peremptory  air,  which  wan  very 
li^mfied ;  and  haTing  acrtitliiij^  that  gentleman  and  hi$ 
cfMBpenioiifl  to  his  entire  tafiafertion,  humfaed  a  tune,  is 
a  maaner  whieh  neemied  to  say  that  be  rather  suspected 
somebody  wanted  U»  take  advantage  of  him»  but  il 
wouldn't  do. 

^  Wattor,*  aaid  4be  gendemaa  with  the  wbid^ers. 

^  Sir  ?"  replied  a  map  with  a  diriy  oomplezion^  and  a 
towel  of  the  same,  emeiging  from  the  kennd  befovn 
mentioned. 

^  Some  more  toast" 

«Yes,sir,'' 

^  Buttered  toast,  mind,"  said  the  gentleman,  fiercely* 

^  Directly,  sir,*'  n^plied  the  waiter. 

The  gsntlamaB  with  the  whiskers  hummed  a  tone  m 
the  same  manner  as  before,  and  pending  the  arriyal  of 
Ihe  toast,  adraMed  to  the  front  of  the  fire,  and,  taking 
his  eoat-tails  under  his  arms,  locked  at  his  boots,  and 
ruminated. 

^  I  wonder  whencabouts  in  Bath  this  ooadi  pots  up," 
said  Mr.  Pickwick,  mildly  addressing  Mr.  Winkle. 

^  Hum -<*« eh -^ what's  that?"  said  the  strange  man. 

^  I  made  an  observation  to  my  friend,  sir,"  relied  Ur. 
Pickwick,  always  ready  to  enter  into  ooBTersation.  ^  I 
wondered  at  what  house  the  Bath  fx>ach  pnt  up.  Ps#- 
haps  you  can  inform  me." 
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*  Are  yen  gbing  to  BsOk?**  said  tin  adn^gn  niaiu 

«I  am,  nr,"  replied  Mr.  Pi<^wick. 

<<  Aftd  Oiose  other  geiillcttie&  ?  " 

«  They  are  gomg  also,'*  said  Mr.  Pickwidb. 

"<  Ne«  inMe-^rU  be  danned  tf  yoa've  gotag  indie;* 
wdtlie  etraage  man. 

''NocaHof  w»r  mH  Mr.  Piokwioiu 

**  No,  not  all  of  jou,**  said  the  strange  man  eaj[>ha^ 
ioaHly;  *^  IVi  taken  two  places.  If  itey  ttj  to  n^pieeze 
six  people  into  an  infernal  box  that  only  h<4di  fcar,  Fll 
MMapot^Ksbaiseandbringanflctfeo*  Frc  paid  my  fare. 
It  won't  do ;  I  told  the  derk  wken  I  tedk  my  plaoef  thai 
it  woiMi't  da  I  know  tbeaa  thinga  ka^  been  dene.  I 
know  they  are  doae  etery  day ;  but  /  never  was  done, 
dnd  I  neter  Witt  be.  These  who  know  me  best,  best  kaow^ 
it;  cmah  me  I"  Here  the  fierce  gentleman  rai^  the 
bell  with  great  Tiolenee,  and  toM  the  waiter  he'd  bette/ 
bring  the  toast  ia  five  aeeands,  er  he'd  luiow  ihe  reaaoa 
why. 

"^  My  good  sir,"  said  Mrw  Fiekwick,  «yoo  wiH  aUow 
me  to  observe  that  this  is  a  very  unnecessary  display  of 
axdtement    I  have  only  taken  plaees  inside^  Ibr  two. 

**1  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  the  fierce  naan.  ^I  Witk- 
dnw  my  ezpresskiis.  I  lender  an  apology*  There's 
my  card.     Give  me  yoor  acquaintance." 

**With  great  jdeasure,  nr,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 
<«  We  aiw  to  be  ftttaw^innrellerB,  and  I  hope  we  itrall 
find  eadi  otber^  iodety  amtnally  agreeaUe*" 

« I  kope  w«  ahaU,"  sidd  tfia  fieft*  gentlettan.  «"  1 
know  we  shaB.  I  like  your  looks }  tbey  please  ma. 
GhBatlemen,  yovr  hands  And  names*    Know  me." 

Of  course,  An  interchange  of  firiendly  sahitalions  fbl' 
k>wed  this  gracious  ipeechi  and  the  flesee  gentleman 
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immediatelj  proceeded  to  inform  the  friends,  in  the  fame 
short,  abrupt,  jerking  sentences,  that  his  name  was  Dour- 
ler ;  that  he  was  going  to  Bath  on  pleasure ;  that  he  was 
former] J  in  the  annj ;  that  he  had  now  set  up  in  business 
as  a  gentleman ;  that  he  lived  upon  the  profits;  and  that 
the  individual  for  whom  the  second  place  was  taken,  was 
a  personage  no  less  illnstrious  than  Mrs.  Dowler^  hij 
lady  wife. 

^  She's  a  fine  woman,"  said  Mr.  Dowler.  ^  I  am 
proud  of  her.    I  have  reascm." 

^  I  hope  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  judging  ?  **  said 
Mr.  Pickwick  with  a  smile. 

*"  Toa  shall,"  replied  Dowler.  ^  She  shall  know  you. 
She  shall  esteem  jou.  I  courted  her  under  singular  cir« 
cumstances.  I  won  her  through  a  rash  vow.  Thus.  I 
saw  her ;  I  loved  her ;  I  proposed ;  she  refused  me  — 
*  You  love  another  ? '  — '  Sparo  my  blushes.'  — '  I  know 
him.'  — '  You  do.'  —  *  Very  good ;  if  he  remains  here 
I'll  skin  him.'" 

^  Lord  bless  me  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pidcwick  involun- 
tarily. 

^Did  you  skin  the  gentleman,  or?"  inquired  Mr. 
Winkle,  with  a  very  pale  fisu^ 

^^  I  wrote  him  a  note.  I  sud  it  was  a  painful  thing; 
And  so  it  was." 

"<  Certainly,"  mterpoaed  Mr.  Winkle. 

^  I  said  I  had  pledged  my  word  as  a  gentleman  to  skin 
him.  My  character  was  at  stake.  I  had  no  alternative. 
As  an  officer  in  His  Mi^ty's  service,  I  was  bound  to 
skin  him.  I  regretted  the  necessity,  but  it  must  be  done. 
He  was  open  to  conviction.  He  saw  that  the  rules  of 
the  service  were  imperative.  He  fled.  I  married  her. 
Here*B  the  coach.    Thaf  s  iier  head." 
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As  Mr.  Dowler  oonohided,  he  pomtecl  to  a  sta^  which 
had  just  driven  op :  from  the  open  window  of  which,  a 
rather  prettj  iace  in  a  bright  blue  bonnet  was  looking 
among  the  crowd  on  the  pavement :  most  probably  for 
the  i^ash  man  hbnself.  Mr.  Dowler  paid  his  bill  and 
hnrried  oat  with  his  travellii^-capy  ooat,  and  doak ;  and 
Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  friends  followed  to  secure  their 
places. 

Mr.  Tupman  and  Mr.  Snodgrasi  had  seated  them- 
selves at  the  back  part  of  the  coach ;  Mr.  Tinkle  had 
got  inside ;  and  Mr.  Pickwick  was  preparing  to  follow 
him,  when  Sam  Welter  came  up  to  his  master,  and  whis- 
pering in  his  ear,  begged  to  speak  to  him,  with  an  air  of 
the  deepest  mjsteiy.    • 

"^  Well,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "^  whafs  the  matter 
now?'' 

^  Here's  rajther  a  rum  go,  sir,"  replied  Sam. 

«  What  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

''This  here,  sir,"  rained  Sam.  Tm  wery  much 
afeerd,  sir,  that  the  properiator  o'  this  here  coach  is 
a-plajin'  some  imperence  vith  us." 

''How  is  that,  Sam?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick;  "aren't 
the  names  down  on  the  way-bill  ?  " 

"  The  names  is  not  only  down  on  the  vi^-biU,  sir,"  re- 
plied Sam,  "  but  they've  painted  vnn  on  'em  up,  on  the 
door  o'  the  coach."  As  Sam  spoke,  he  pointed  to  that 
part  of  the  coachrdoor  on  whidi  the  proprietor's  name 
ngoaQy  appears ;  and  there,  sure  enough,  in  gilt  letters 
of  a  goodly  size,  was  the  magic  name  of  Pickwick  I 

"  Dear  me,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  quite  staggered 
by  the  coincidence ;  "  what  a  very  extraordinary  thing  1" 

"  Tes,  but  that  a'n't  all,"  said  Sam,  again  directing  his 
master's  attention  to  the  coach-door ;  "  not  content  vith 
VOL.  m.  10 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


146"  POSTHmcOUB  FAMBS  OF 

wAtkf  trp  Pkkwlek,  ^y  puis  *  Moses*  eAm  it,  vi^  ] 
oftll  addhi'  insult  to  injorf^  as  tlw  pairol  flftid  ran  tlisj 
not  onlj  took  him  fron  his  ntfive  land,  btrt  made  him 
tsik  tho  EngUsb  Isngwidge  orterwArds.'' 

'^  I<f 8  odd  enm^  eertaialj^  Bam,*"  snd  Mr«  Pickwick  $ 
''biit  if  wo  stand  tiding  here,  we  shaft  lose  oar  places.* 

^  Wot,  a'tt't  nothhi'  to  be  done  in  comequenoe,  sb?  ^ 
exclaimed  Sam,  perfectly  aghast  at  the  coolness  wiA 
which  Mr.  Pickwick  prepared  to  etissoneo  kvdBelf  ki- 
sUe. 

^'Done!''  smd  Mr.  Pidcwkk  ^'Whaft  should  b« 
done?" 

<<  AVt  ndbody  to  be  whopped  fbr  tddn'  this  here  Rb 
ertj,  sir?''  said  Mr.  Weller,  who* had  expeetod  tin*  at 
least  he  would  have  been  oommiSBllobod  to  dudlengs  the 
guard  and  coachman  to  a  pugilistic  encounter  on  tlio 
spot. 

"^  Certainly  not,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwiok  eagerly }  «  not 
oil  any  acsouat    Jump  op  to  your  seat  dirsetly." 

^  I'm  wery  mueh  afberd,"  mattered  Sam  to  himaalf,  aa 
he  turned  away,  '^  that  somethm'  ^oeer^s  come  OTOr  the 
gbyemor,  or  he'd  neyer  ha'  stood  this  so  c|tBet»  I  hope 
that  'ere  trial  hasn't  broke  hts  spiiit,  but  it  looka  bade 
w«ry  bad."  Mr.  Wdkr  shook  bis  head  fraYely ;  and 
It  is  wort^  of  remark,  as  an  illustration  of  the  maim^ 
in  which  be  took  this  diwuBMtaneS  to  bcArty  that  he  did 
BolspesikaBiotberwohiaiitil  the oeadi  reashed  the  Ken* 
singtoti  ttirnpike :  which  was  so  long  a  tina  §mt  him  to 
reibain  tadtaito,  that  the  &ot  may  ba  oojuiderod  wholly 
Oapreeedented* 

Nothing  worthy  of  speoial  oiention  oeourred  dining 
tiie  joomey«  Mr.  Dowler  rekted  H  rariety  of  snec- 
dotes,  all  illustrative  of  his  own  porsoaal  prowess  and 
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jkispeimtiNi,  and  af^pealed  to  Mm.  I>awler  in  conrobom^ 
tim  thereof  t  whcgi  Mrs.  Dovrler  inTauriably  brought  in^ 
in  tke  form  of  an  appendix,  some  renmrkable  fact  or  ck* 
pumstance  which  Mr.  Dowler  had  forgotten,  or  had  pe^ 
hape  through  modesty  oautted :  for  the  addenda  m  every 
instance  went  to  show  that  Mr.  Dowler  was  even  a  more 
wonderfU  fieUow  than  he  made  himself  out  to  be.  Mr. 
Pkkwhak  md  Mr.  Winkle  list^ed  with  great  admira* 
liion,  and  at  interrals  conversed  with  Mrs.  Dowler,  wha 
was  a  very  agreeable  and  fasciAating  person.  So,  what 
between  Mr.  Dowkr^s  stcuriesi  and  Mrs*  Dowler*B  efaaima^ 
and  Mr.  Pickwick's  good-humor,  and  Mr.  Winkle's  good 
Ksteaing,  the  insidea  ooatrived  to  be  wery  companionable 
all  the  way. 

The  outflides  d&d  aa  outeidea  always  do*  They  were 
very  cheerful  and  talkative  at  the  beginning  of  every 
atage»  and  very  dismal  and  aleepy  in  the  micklle,  ad! 
verj  bright  and  wafcefiil  again  towards  the  end.  There 
was  one  young  gentleman  la  an  India-rubber  cloak,  who 
smoked  cigars  all  day;  and  there  was  another  young 
gentleoiaii  ia  a  parody  upon  a  grealHcoat,  who  lighted 
a  good  many,  and  &eling  obviously  anietded  after  the 
second  whifi^  threw  them  away  when  he  thought  nobody 
was  looking  at  him*  'iHiere  was  a  third  youtig  nuu\  on 
the  box  wha  wished  to  be  learned  in  cattle ;  and  an  old 
one  behindi  who  was  ftmiliar  with  farming.  There  was 
a  constant  succession  of  Christian  names  in  amock  frocks 
and  white  coats,  who  were  invited  to  have  a  ^  lift "  by 
(he  guard,  and  who  knew  every  horse  and  hostler  on  the 
road  and  oflP  it;  and  there  was  a  dinner  which  would 
have  been  cheap  at  half  a  crawn  a  mouthy  if  any  mod« 
erate  number  of  months  could  have  eaten  it  in  the  tiail. 
And  at  senren  o^ckick  f  jc,  Mr.  Pickwlek  and  his  fitiends. 
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and  Mr.  Dowler  and  his  wife,  respecdvelj  retired  to  then 
private  fitting-rooms  at  the  White  Hart  hotel,  opposite 
the  Oreat  Pump  Boom,  Bath,  where  the  waiters,  from 
their  costume,  might  he  mistaken  for  Westminster  hoySi 
only  thej  destroy  the  illusion  hj  behaving  themselves  so 
much  better. 

Breakfast  had  scarcely  been  cleared  away  on  the  snc« 
ceeding  morning,  when  a  waiter  brought  in  Mr.  Dowler^s 
card,  with  a  request  to  be  allowed  permission  to  intio- 
duoe  a  friend.  Mr.  Dowler  at  once  followed  up  the 
delivery  of  the  card,  by  bringing  himself  and  the  friend 
also. 

The  fHend  was  a  charming  young  man  of  not  much 
more  than  fifty,  dressed  in  a  very  bright  blue  coat  with 
resplendent  buttons,  black  trousers,  and  the  thinnest  pos- 
sible pair  of  highly-polished  boots.  A  gold  eye-glass  waa 
Suspended  from  his  neck  by  a  short  broad  black  ribbon ; 
a  gold  snuff-box  was  lightly  clasped  in  his  left  hand ; 
gold  rings  innumerable,  glittered  on  his  fingers ;  and  a 
large  diamond  pin  set  in  gold  glistened  in  his  shirt-frilL 
He  had  a  gold  watch,  and  a  gold  curb  chain  with  large 
gold  seals;  and  he  carried  a  pliant  ebony  cane  with 
a  heavy  gold  top.  His  linen  was  of  the  very  whitest, 
finest,  and  stiffest;  his  wig  of  the  glossiest,  blackest, 
and  curliest  His  snuff  was  princes'  mixture  ;  his  scent 
bouquet  du  rai.  His  features  were  contracted  into  a  per- 
petual smile ;  and  his  teeth  were  in  such  perfect  order 
that  it  was  difficult  at  a  small  distance  to  tell  the  real 
ones  from  the  false. 

**Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Dowler;  **my  friend,  Angelo 
Cyrus  Bantam,  Esquire,  M.  C.  Bantam ;  Mr.  Pickwick. 
Know  each  other.** 

^  Welcome  to  Ba-'-ath,  sir.    This  is  indeed  an  acqui- 
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sltion.  Most  welcome  to  fia — ath,  sir.  It  is  long  — 
very  long,  Mr.  Pickwick,  since  yon  drank  the  waters. 
It  appears  an  i^e,  Mr.  Pickwick.     Re — markable ! " 

Such  were  the  expressions  with  which  Angelo  CTrus 
Bantam,  Esqnire,  M.  C,  took  Mr.  Pickwick's  hand; 
retaining  it  in  his,  meantime,  and  shrugging  up  his 
Bhonlders  with  a  constant  succession  of  bows,  as  if  he 
really  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  the  trial  of  letting 
it  go  again. 

^  It  is  a  very  long  time  since  I  drank  the  waters,  cer* 
tainly,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick ;  ^  for  to  the  best  of  my 
knowledge,  I  was  never  here  before." 

"  Never  in  Ba — ath,  Mr.  Pickwick  I  *  exclaimed  the 
Orand  Master,  letting  the  hand  fall  in  astonishment. 
"  Never  in  Ba — ath  I  He !  he !  Mr.  Pickwick,  you  are 
a  wag.  Not  bad,  not  bad.  Good,  good.  He !  he !  he ! 
Re — markable  I " 

"  To  my  shame,  I  must  say,  that  I  am  perfectly  seri- 
ous," rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick.  **  I  really  never  was  here, 
before.'* 

''Oh,  I  see,"  exclaimed  the  Grand  Master,  looking 
extremely  pleased;  ••Yes,  yes  —  good,  good  —  better 
and  better.  You  are  the  gentleman  of  whom  we  have 
heard.  Yes ;  we  know  you,  Mr.  Pickwick ;  we  know 
you." 

••The  reports  of  the  trial  in  those  confounded  pa« 
pers,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwick.  ••They  have  heard  all 
about  me." 

••  You  are  the  gentleman  residing  on  Clapham  Green," 
resumed  Bantam,  ••  who  lost  the  use  of  his  limbs  from 
imprudently  taking  cold  after  port-wine  —  who  could  not 
be  moved  in  consequence  of  acute  suffering,  and  who  had 
tlie  water  from  the  King^s  Bath  bottled  ^  one  hundred 
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and  tliree  degrees,  imd  sent  bj  wagon  to  bis  bedroon  la 
town,  where  he  bathed,  snewedi  and  same  da j  raoovered, 
Very  remarkable  I  ** 

Mr.  Pickwick  acknowledged  the  conxpliment  wiach 
tlue  supposition  implied,  bat  had  the  selfnlemal  to  re- 
pudiate it,  notwithstanding ;  and  taking  advantage  of  « 
moment's  silence  on  the  part  of  the  M.  CX,  begged  to 
introdnce  his  iriends,  Mr.  Tupman,  Mr.  Winkle,  and 
Mr.  Snodgrass  —  an  introduction  which  of  course  0¥ei^ 
whelmed  the  M.  C.  with  delight  and  honor. 

<"  Bantam,"  said  Mr.  Dowlec,  ^  Mr.  Pickwick  and  hia 
friends  are  strangers.  They  mas|  pat  their  aainea  down* 
Whwe's  the  book  ?^ 

"  The  register  of  the  distinguished  vidtors  in  Bft  ath 
will  be  at  the  Pump  Boom  this  morning  at  two  o'dock," 
replied  the  M.  CL  "  Will  you  gaide  our  friends  to  that 
splendid  building,  and  enable  me  to  procure  their  auto- 
graphs?" 

"  I  will,"  rejoined  Dowler.  "  This  is  a  long  call  It'a 
time  to  go ;  I  shall  be  here  again  in  an  hour.     Come**^ 

"^  This  is  a  ball  night,"  said  the  M.  C,  again  taking 
Mr.  Pickwick's  hand,  as  he  rase  to  go.  ''The  ball* 
nights  in  Ba — ath  are  moments  snatched  from  Paradiaai 
i^^ndered  bewitching  by  music,  beau^,  elegance,  faduoop 
etiquette,  and — and — above  all,  by  the  absence  of  tradee- 
people,  who  are  quite  inconabtent  with  Paradise,  and 
who  have  an  amalgamation  of  themselves  at  the  GKiild- 
hall  every  fortnight,  which  is,  to  say  the  least,  remarka- 
ble. Good-by,  good-by  I "  and  protesting  all  the  way 
down-stairs  tliat  he  was  most  satisfied,  and  most  de- 
tighted,  and  most  overpowered,  and  most  flattered,  Aa* 
gelo  Cyras  Bantam,  Esquire,  M.  C^ntepped  into  a  veif 
elegant  chariot  that  waitod  at  the  door,  and  rattled  off. 
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At  th«  tppeiatsd  boor,  Mr.  Piek#iek  and  Us  iVtends, 
iseerted  by  Dowler,  repaired  to  the  Asaem^lj  RoooMy 
flsd  wrote  their  names  down  in  the  book  —  an  instance 
of  condescension  at  which  Angelo  Bantam  was  eves 
m»re  evtrpowered  than  beibrs.  Tickels  of  admi8aE<»i 
to  that  er^ifaig^s  assembl j  were  to  hate  been  prqparc^ 
lor  tlie  wluile  partf ,  but  as  tbej  were  not  readj,  Mr. 
PMwick  anderlook,  daspite  all  the  |yroleeta6oM  to  fto 
eontraiy  of  Angelo  Bantam,  to  send  Sam  for  tliam  at 
fear  &d!iKk  in  (he  afternoon,  to  the  M.  G's  hoose  in 
Queen  Sqaare.  Ua/mg  taken  a  short  walk  throi^ 
the  eity,  aad  arrived  at  the  nnaaimoas  oondusion  that 
Park  Street  was  very  moch  like  the  perpendicnlar 
streets  a  man  sees  in  a  dream,  which  he  cannot  get  np 
for  the  life  of  him,  they  retomed  to  fhe  White  Hart, 
and  despatehed  Sam  on  the  errand  to  which  his  matter 
had  pledged  him. 

Sam  Waller  pat  on  bis  hat  in  a  very  easj  and  grace- 
ful  manner,  and  thrusting  his  hands  in  his  waistcoat 
podoetB,  walked  witb  great  deliberation  to  Qneen  Square, 
whistling  as  he  went  along,  several  of  the  most  popnlat 
airs  of  the  day,  as  arranged  with  entirely  new  move- 
nants  for  tiuit  noble  instrument  tiie  organ,  ekher  month 
or  barreL  Arriving  at  the  numi^er  in  Qoeen  Square  to 
whidh  he  had  been  directed,  he  left  off  whisttingy  and 
gave  a  AeerM  knoek,  wkidi  was  instantmeously  an* 
ftwerod  by  a  powdered-headed  footman  in  yr|feao6  lir* 
ery,  and  of  afmmetrieal  ttatore. 

««Is  this  here  Mr.  Bantam's,  old  foUer?"  inquired 
Sam  W^er,  nothhig  abashed  by  the  blaaa  of  splen- 
dor which  burst  upon  his  «ght,  in  the  person  of  the 
powdered-headed  footman  with  the  gorgeous  livery. 

*^  Why,  young  man  ?"  was  tiie  haughty  inquiry  of  tba 
powdered-headed  footman. 
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^  'Cos  if  it  is,  jist  70a  step  into  him  with  that  'ere 
eard,  and  say  Mr.  Teller's  a-waitin',  will  you?"  said 
Sam.  And  sajing  it,  he  very  cooUj  walked  into  the 
hally  and  sat  down. 

The  powdered-headed  footman  slammed  the  door  Tery 
hard,  and  scowled  very  grandly  ;  but  both  the  slam  and 
the  scowl  were  lost  upon  Sam,  who  was  regarding  a  ma^ 
hogauy  umbrella-stand  with  every  outward  token  of  crit* 
ictA  approval 

Apparently,  his  master's  reception  of  the  card  had 
impressed  the  powdered-headed  footman  in  Sam's  favor, 
for  when  he  came  back  from  delivering  it,  he  smiled  in 
a  friendly  manner,  and  said  that  the  answer  would  be 
ready  directly. 

«  Wery  good,"  said  Sam.  <^  Tell  the  old  genTm'n  not 
to  put  himself  in  a  persperation.  No  hunry,  six-foot. 
I've  had  my  dinner." 

^  You  dine  early,  sir,"  said  the  powdered-headed  foot- 
man. 

^  I  find  I  gets  on  better  at  supper  when  I  does,"  relied 
Sam. 

^Have  you  been  long  in  Bath,  sir?"  inquired  the 
powdered-headed  footman.  ^  I  have  not  had  the  pleaa- 
ure  of  hearing  of  you  before." 

^  I  haven't  created  any  wery  surprisin'  sensation  here, 
as  yet,"  rejoined  Sam,  ^  for  me  and  the  other  &sh'nable8 
only  come  last  night" 

^  Nice  place,  sir,"  said  the  powdered-headed  footman. 

^  Seems  so,"  observed  Sam. 

**  Pleasant  society,  sir,"  remarked  the  powdered-headed 
footman.    "  Very  agreeable  servants,  sir." 

**I  should  think  they  wos,"  replied  Sam.  ^  AfiaUe, 
unafiected,  say-nothin'-to-nobody  sort  o'  fellers." 
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^  Oh,  verj  much  so,  indeed,  sir,"  said  the  powdered- 
headed  footman,  taking  Sam's  remark  as  a  high  compli- 
ment. ^  Very  much  so  indeed.  Do  you  do  anjttung 
in  this  way,  sir?**  inquired  the  tall  footman,  produc- 
ing a  small  snuff-box  with  a  fox's  head  on  the  top  of 

it.  ,i 

<*  Not  without  sneezing,"  replied  Sam. 

*"  Why  it  i$  difficult,  sir,  I  confess,"  said  the  tall  foot- 
man. *'  It  may  be  done  by  degrees,  sir.  Coffee  is  the 
best  practice.  I  carried  coffee,  sir,  for  a  liHig  time.  It 
looks  very  like  rappee,  sir." 

Here,  a  sharp  peal  at  the  bell,  reduced  the  powdered- 
headed  footman  to  the  ignominious  necessity  of  putting 
the  fox's  head  in  his  pocket,  and  hastening  with  a  hum- 
ble countenance  to  Mr.  Bantam's  ^  study.'*  By-the-by, 
who  ever  knew  a  man  who  never  read  or  wrote  either, 
who  hadn't  got  some  small  back  parlor  which  he  would 
call  a  study! 

"  There  is  the  answer,  sir,"  said  the  powdered-headed 
footman.  '*I  am  afraid  you'll  find  it  inconveniently 
large." 

<<  Don't  mention  it,"  said  Sam,  taking  a  letter  with  a 
small  enclosure.  **  If  s  just  possible  as  exhausted  natur* 
may  manage  to  surwive  it" 

^^  I  hope  we  shall  meet  again,  sir,"  said  the  powdered^ 
headed  footman,  rubbing  his  hands,  and  foUowing  Sam 
out  to  the  door-step. 

"  You  are  wery  obligin',  sir,"  replied  Sam.  *  Now, 
don't  allow  yourself  to  be  fatigued  beyond  your  powers ; 
there's  a  amiable  bein'.  Consider  what  you  owe  to  so- 
ciety, and  don't  let  yourself  be  injured  by  too  much 
work.  For  the  sake  o*  your  feller-creeturs,  keep  your- 
self as  quiet  as  you  can;  only ^ink  what  a  loss  you 
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would  bel**  With  these  patlwde  words,  Sam  WeHer 
departed. 

^A  rerj  singular  young  man  that,**  said  the  pow- 
dered*headed  footman,  looking  after  Mr.  Welter,  wiH^ 
a  countenance  wWch  dmAf  f^ko/woA  he  eoold  make  aotliF' 
ing  of  him. 

Sam  said  nothing  at  i^  He  winked,  shook  his 
head,  smiled,  winked  again)  and  with  an  expression 
of  countenance  whidt  seemed  to  denote  that  he  wat 
gh<eatly  amused  with  something  or  other,  walked  mer^ 
rily  away. 

At  precisely  twenty  mhrates  heibre  eight  o'clock  that 
night,  Angelo  Gyrus  Bantam,  Esquire,  the  Master  of 
the  Ceremonies,  emerged  fiom  his  chariot  at  the  door 
of  the  Assembly  Rooms  in  the  same  wig,  the  same  teeth, 
the  same  eye-^ass,  the  same  watch  and  seals,  the  same 
rings,  the  same  shirt^pin,  and  the  same  cane.  The  only 
observable  alterations  in  his  appearance,  were,  that  he 
wore  a  brighter  blue  coat,  with  a  white  silk  lining: 
black  tights,  black  silk  stockings,  and  pumps,  and  a 
white  wustcoat,  and  was,  if  possible,  just  a  thought 
moore  scented. 

Thus  attired,  the  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  in  strict 
discharge  of  the  important  duties  of  his  all-important 
office,  planted  himself  in  the  rooms  to  receive  the  eom- 
paiy. 

Bath  being  full,  the  company,  and  the  sixpences  for 
tea,  poured  in,  in  shoals.  In  the  ball-room,  the  long 
card-room,  the  octagonal  card-room,  the  staircases,  and 
the  passages,  the  hum  of  many  voices,  and  the  sound  of 
many  feet,  were  perfectly  bewildering.  Dresses  rusfled, 
feathers  waved,  lights  shone,  and  jewels  sparkled.  There 
was  the  music  — ^  not  o^the  quadrille  band,  for  it  had  not 
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yet  oommenoed  |  but  the  mum  #f  6oft  du/  footbtepB, 
with  now  and  then  a  dear  merrj  laugh  —  low  and  geo- 
tle,  but  very  pleasant  to  bear  m  a  female  voice,  whether 
m  Bath  or  elaewbere.  Brilliant  eyes,  lighted  up  with 
pleasurable  ezpectatioD,  gleamed  from  every  side ;  and 
look  where  you  would,  some  exquisite  form  glided  grace- 
fully through  the  throng,  and  was  no  sooner  lost,  than  il 
was  veplaoed  by  another,  as  dainty  and  bewitching. 

In  the  tea-room,  and  hovering  rooad  the  card-tables^ 
were  a  vast  number  of  queer  old  ladies  and  decrepit  M 
gentlemen,  discossing  all  the  small  talk  and  scandal  of 
the  day,  with  ah  evident  relish  and  gusto  irhioh  suffi- 
ciently bespoke  the  intensity  of  the  plei^ure  they  de- 
rived from  the  occupation.  Mingled  with  these  groups^ 
were  three  or  four  matchmaking  mammas,  appearing  la 
be  wholly  absoibed  by  the  conversation  in  which  they 
were  taking  part,  but  failing  not,  from  time  to  time,  ta 
cast  an  anxious  riddcDg  glance  upon  their  danghtera, 
who,  remembering  the  maternal  injunction  to  make  the 
best  use  of  their  youth,  had  already  commenced  indpl* 
ant  flirtations  in  the  mialaying  of  scarves,  putting  on 
gloves,  setting  down  cups,  and  so  forth ;  slight  mattens 
apparently,  bat  whidi  may  be  tamed  to  surprisingly 
g^Dod  account  by  expert  practiti<mer8. 

Lounging  near  the  doors,  and  in  remote  comers,  wavi 
various  knots  of  silly  young  men,  displaying  various  vap 
rietias  of  puppyism  and  stupidity ;  amusing  all  sensible 
people  near  them  with  their  tiXfy  and  conceit ;  and  hap- 
pily thinking  themselves  the  objects  of  general  admira- 
tion —  a  wise  and  merciful  dispensation,  which  no  good 
man  will  qnarrel  with. 

And  lastly,  seated  on  the  some  of  the  back  benches 
where  they  had  already  tdien  up  their  positions  for  the 
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erening,  were  divers  unmarried  ladies  past  their  grana 
climacteric,'  who,  not  dancing  hecause  there  were  no 
partners  for  them,  and  not  playing  cards  lest  they  should 
be  set  down  as  irretrievably  single,  were  m  the  favorable 
situation  of  being  able  to  abuse  everybody  without  re- 
flecting on  themselves.  In  short,  they  could  abuse  every- 
body because  everybody  was  there.'  It  was  a  scene  of 
gayety,  glitter,  and  show ;  of  richly-dressed  people,  hand- 
some  mirrors,  chalked  floors,  girandoles,  and  wax-can- 
dles ;  and  in  all  parts  of  the  scene,  gliding  from  spot 
to  spot  in  sil^dt  softness:  bowing  obsequiously  to  this 
party,  nodding  familiarly  to  that,  and  smiling  compkir- 
cently  on  all ;  was  the  sprucely  attired  person  of  An- 
gelo  Cyrus  Bantam,  Esquire,  the  Master  of  the  Cere- 
monies. 

^Stop  in  the  tea-room.  Take  your  sixpenn'orth. 
They  lay  on  hot  water,  and  call  it  tea.  Drink  it,"  said 
Mr.  Dowler,  in  a  loud  voice,  directing  Mr.  Pickwick,  who 
advanced  at  the  head  of  the  little  party,  with  Mrs.  Dow- 
ler on  his  arm.  Into  the  tea-room  Mr.  PidLwick  turned; 
and  catching  sight  of  him,  Mr.  Bantam  corkscrewed  his 
way  through  the  crowd,  and  welcomed  him  with  ecstasy. 

^  My  dear  sir,  I  am  highly  honored.  Ba — ath  is  fit- 
vored.  Mrs.  Dowler,  you  embellish  the  rooms.  I  con- 
gratulate you  on  your  feathers.     Re — markable ! " 

"  Anybody  here  ?  "  inquired  Dowler  suspiciously. 

"Anybody!  The  Mte  of  Ba— «th.  Mr.  Pickwick, 
do  you  see  the  lady  in  the  gauze  turban?" 

"The  fat  old  lady?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwidk,  inno- 
cently. 

"  Hush,  my  dear  sir  —  nobody's  fat  or  old  m  Ba— «th. 
That's  the  Dowager  Lady  Snuphanuph." 

"  Is  it  indeed  ?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
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^  No  less  a  person,  I  assure  you,"  said  the  Master  of 
the  Ceremonies.  ^  Hush.  Draw  a  little  nearer,  Mr. 
Pickwick.  You  see  the  splendidly  dressed  young  man 
coming  this  way?" 

^The  one  with  the  long  hair,  and  the  particularly  smaB 
forehead  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  The  same.  The  richest  young  man  in  Ba — ath  at 
this  moment     Young  Lord  Mutanhed." 

"  You  don't  say  so  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

'*  Yes*  You'll  hear  his  voice  in  a  moment,  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. Hell  speak  to  me.  The  other  gentleman  with 
him,  in  the  red  under-waistcoat  and  dark  moustache,  is 
the  Honorable  Mr.  Crushton,  his  bosom  friend.  How  do 
you  do,  my  lord  ?  ** 

**  Veway  hot,  Bantam,"  said  his  lordship. 

"  It  is  very  warm,  my  lord,"  replied  the  M,  C. 

"  Confounded,"  assented  the  Honorable  Mr.  Crush- 
ton. 

"Have  you  seen  his  lordship's  mail-cart,  Bantam?" 
inquired  the  Honorable  Mr.  Crushton,  after  a  short 
pause,  during  which  young  Lord  Mutanhed  had  been 
endeavoring  to  stare  Mr.  Pickwick  out  of  countenance, 
and  Mr.  Crushton  had  been  reflecting  what  subject  his 
lordship  could  talk  about  best. 

"  Dear  me,  no,"  replied  the  M.  C.  "A  mail-cai t ! 
What  an  excellent  idea  !     Re — ^markable  I " 

"  Gwacious  heavens  I "  said  his  lordship,  "  I  thought 
evewebody  had  seen  the  new  mail-cart ;  it's  the  neatest, 
pwettiest,  gwacefullest  thing  that  ever  wan  upon  wheels 
—  painted  wed,  with  a  cweam  piebald." 

"With  a  real  box  for  the  letters,  and  all  ccMnplete,*' 
said  the  Honorable  Mr.  Crushton. 

"  And  a  little  seat  in  fwont,  with  an  iwon  wail,  for  the 
dwiver,"  added  bis  lordship.     "  I  dwove  it  over  to  Bwis- 
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Col  the  other  morning,  ih  a  cwimsoh  coat,  tvitH  two  servanti 
iddidg  a  quarter  of  a  nrile  behind ;  and  confound  me  if 
the  people  didn't  wush  out  of  their  cbttages,  and  aweat 
Diy  pwogwess,  to  know  if  I  wasn't  the  post  Glorwi* 
ous,  glorwious!'* 

At  this  anecdote  his  lordship  laughed  very  heartity, 
AS  did  the  listeners,  of  course.  Then,  drawing  his  arm 
through  that  of  the  obsequious  Mr.  Chidhton,  Lord  Mii^ 
anhed  walked  away. 

"  Delightful  young  man,  his  lordship,''  said  the  Master 
of  the  Ceremonies. 

"  So  I  should  think,*  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick  dryly. 

The  dancing  having  commenced,  the  necessary  int?o»- 
ductions  having  been  made,  and  all  preliminaries  ar- 
ranged, Angelo  Bantam  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  led 
him  into  the  card-room. 

Just  at  the  very  moment  of  their  entrance,  the  Dow- 
ager Lady  Snuphanuph  and  two  other  ladies  of  an  toh 
cient  and  whist-like  appearance,  were  hovering  over  an 
unoccupied  card-table ;  and  they  no  sooner  set  eyes  upon 
Mr.  Pickwick  und6r  the  convoy  of  Angelo  Bantam,  than 
they  exchanged  glances  with  each  other,  seeing  that  he 
was  precisely  the  very  person  they  wanted,  to  makd  Ofp 
the  rubber. 

«*  My  dear  Bantam,*^  said  the  Dowager  Lady  Sftapha- 
nuph,  coaxingly,  **  find  us  some  nice  creature  to  make 
up  this  table  ;  there's  a  good  soul."  Mr.  Pickwick  hap- 
pened to  be  looking  another  way  at  the  moment,  so  h^ 
ladyship  nodded  her  head  towards  him,  and  frowned  es* 
pressively. 

"  My  friend  Mr.  Pickwidi,  my  lady,  will  be  most  hap- 
py, I  am  sure,  re — ^markably  so,**  said  the  M.  C,  taking 
the  hint  "Mr.  Pickwick,  Lady  Snuphanuph  —  Mrs 
Colonel  Wugsby  —  Miss  Bolo." 
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Mr.  Pii^wiek  bowed  to  each  <^  the  ladies,  and,  findr 
ing  escape  knpossibley  cat  Mr.  Pickwick  aod  Miss  Bolo 
against  Ladj  Snophanaph  and  Mrs.  CcAooel  Wugsbj. 

As  the  tramp  card  was  turocd  up,  al  the  eommeoce- 
flMot  of  the  aecood  deal,  tm^  7H*^  ladies  hurried  iato 
the  room,  and  took  their  stations  on  either  side  of  Mrs. 
Odbnel  Wugsb/s  chair,  ^hdte  thej  watted  patiently 
OBtil  die  hand  was  over. 

^  Now,  Jane,'*  said  Mrs.  Cobnel  Wuggbj,  taming  to 
one  of  the  girls,  ^  what  is  it?** 

^  I  came  to  ask,  ma,  whether  I  might  dance  with  the 
joangest  Mr.  Crawlej,"  whispered  the  prettier  and 
joanger  of  the  twob 

^  Good  God,  Jane,  how  can  you  think  of  such  things  I** 
replied  the  mamma,  indignantly.  '^  Haven't  you  repeats 
edly  heard  thi^  his  Either  has  eight  hundred  aryear, 
which  dies  wilh  him?  I  am  ashamed  of  you.  Not  on 
«ny  accoont." 

^  Ma,"  whispered  the  otfier,  who  was  much  older  than 
her  sister,  and  very  insipid  and  artificial,  '^  Lord  Mutan- 
hed  has  been  introduced  to  me.  I  said  I  thought  I  wasn't 
engaged,  ma." 

^  You're  a  sweet  pet,  my  Iotc,"  replied  Mrs.  Colcmel 
Wugaby,  tapf^ng  her  danghtex's  cheek  with  her  fiuii 
^  and  %re  always  to  be  trusted.  He's  imm^isely  riohi 
my  dear.  Bless  you  I "  With  these  w<Nrds,  Mr^  Col* 
onel  Wagsby  kissed  her  eldest  daughter  most  afieotion* 
ately,  and  frowning  in  a  warning  manner  upon  the  others 
sorted  her  cards. 

Poor  Mr.  Pidcwick  I  he  had  nerer  played  with  three 
thorougfaf^ced  female  card-players  before.  They  were 
so  desperately  skarp,  that  th^  quite  fUg^tened  him.  If 
he  played  a  wrong  eard,  Miss  Boik>  kK)ked  a  small  annory 
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of  daggers  ;  if  he  stopped  to  consider  which  was  the 
right  one,  Lady  Snuphannph  would  throw  herself  hack 
in  her  chair,  and  smile  with  a  mingled  glance  of  impa- 
tience and  pity  to  Mrs.  Colonel  Wugshj :  at  which  Mrs. 
Colonel  TVugsby  would  shrug  up  her  shoulders,  and 
cough,  as  much  as  to  saj  she  wondered  whether  he 
ever  would  begin.  Then,  at  the  end  of  every  hand. 
Miss  Bolo  would  inquire  with  a  dismal  countenance  and 
reproachful  sigh,  why  Mr.  Pickwick  had  not  returned 
that  diamond,  or  led  the  club,  or  roughed  the  spade,  or 
finessed  the  heart,  or  led  through  the  honor,  or  brought 
out  the  aee,  or  played  up  to  the  king,  or  some  such 
thing;  and  in  reply  to  all  these  grave  charges,  Mr. 
Pickwick  would  be  wholly  unable  to  plead  any  justifi- 
cation whatever ;  having  by  this  time  forgotten  all  about 
the  game.  People  came  and  looked  on,  too,  which  made 
Mr.  Pickwick  nervous.  Besides  ail  this,  there  was  a 
great  deal  of  distracting  conversation  near  the  table, 
between  Angelo  Bantam  and  the  two  Miss  Matinters, 
who,  being  single  and  singular,  paid  great  court  to  the 
Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  in  the  hope  of  getting  a  stray 
partner  now  and  then.  All  these  things,  combined  with 
the  noises  and  interruptions  of  constant  comings  in  and 
goings  out,  made  Mr.  Pickwick  play  radier  badly ;  the 
cards  were  against  him,  also ;  and  when  they  lefi  off  at 
ten  minutes  past  eleven.  Miss  Bolo  rose  from  the  table 
considerably  agitated,  and  went  straight  home,  in  a  flood 
of  tears,  and  a  sedan  chair. 

Being  joined  by  his  friends,  who  one  and  all  protested 
that  they  had  scarcely  ever  spent  a  more  pleasant  even- 
ing, Mr.  Pickwick  accompankd  them  to  the  White  H»r% 
and  having  soothed  his  feehngs  with  something  hot,  went 
to  bed,  and  to  sleep,  alrooet  simultaneoasly. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVL 

TH8  CHIEF  FBATUBBS  OF  WHICH,  WILL  BE  FOtTNll 
TO  BE  AH  AUTHENTIO  VERSION  OF  THE  LEGEND 
OP  PRINOB  BLADUD,  ANI>  ▲  MOST  EXTRAORDINART 
CALAMITT  THAT   BEFELL  MB*  WINKLE. 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  contemplated  a  stay  of  at  least  two 
months  in  Bath,  he  deemed  it  adyisable  to  take  private 
lodgings  for  himself  and  fnends  for  that  period ;  and  as 
a  favorable  opportunitj  offered  for  their  securing,  on 
moderate  terms,  the  upper  p(Hrtlon  of  a  house  in  the 
Royal  Crescent,  whidi  was  larger  than  thej  required, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dowler  offered  to  relieve  them  o£  a  bed- 
room and  sitting-room.  This  proposition  was  at  once 
accepted,  and  in  three  days*  time  they  were  all  located 
in  their  new  abode,,  when  Mr.  Pickwick  b^an  to  drink 
the  waters  with  the  utmost  assiduity.  Mr.  Pickwick 
took  them  systonaticaUy.  He  drank  a  quarter  of  a  ymt 
before  breakfost,  and  then  walked  up  a  hill ;  and  another 
quarter  of  a  pint  after  breakfast,  and  then  walked  down 
a  hiU ;  and  after  every  fresh  quarter  of  a  pint,  Mr.  Pick- 
wick declared,  in  the  most  solemn  and  emphatic  terms, 
that  he  folt  a  great  deal  better :  whereat  his  friends  were 
vesry  much  delighted,  though  they  had  not  been  pre- 
▼ioudy  aware  that  there  was  anything  the  matter  with 
him. 

VOL.  m.  11 
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Hie  great  pump-room  is  a  spacious  saloon,  ornamented 
with  Corinthian  pillars,  and  a  mudio-gallerj,  and  a  Toin- 
pion  clock,  and  a  statue  of  Nash,  and  a  golden  inscrip- 
tion, to  which  all  the  water-drinkers  should  attend,  for  it 
appeals  to  them  in  the  cause  of  a  deserving  charitj. 
There  is  a  large  bar  with  ^  marble  vase,  out  of  which 
the  pumper  get»  the  water ;  and  diere  are  a  number  of 
yellow-looking  tumblers,  out  of  which  the  company  got 
it;  and  it  is  a. most  edifying  and  latiBfiRtorf  sight  to 
behold  the  perse^reranoe  and  gravHj  with  which  tikey 
swallow  it.  There  sere  baths  near  at  hand,  in  wlach  a 
part  of  the  company  wasb  themsrtves ;  and  a  band  plays 
afterwards,  to  congratulate  the  remainder  on  their  hav- 
ing done  so.  There  is  another  pumpHroom,  ink)  which 
infirm  ladies  and  gentlemen  are  wheeled,  is  sadb  an 
astonishing  variety  of  chairs  and  chaises,  tiiat  any  ad- 
venturous individual  who  goes  in  with  the  regidar  duoh 
ber  of  toes,  b  in  nnminent  danger  of  ooming  out  with- 
out them ;  and  there  is  a  third,  into  whicAi  the  qmiet  peo- 
ple go,  for  it  is  less  noisy  than  either.  There  is  an  im- 
mensity of  promenadSng,  on  crutches  and  off:  with  BtidoB 
and  without :  and  a  great  deal  of  conversation,  and  live- 
liness, and  pleasantry. 

Every  morning,  the  regular  watCT^^rinkers,  Mr.  Pidi- 
wick  among  the  number,  met  each  other  m  the  pmm^ 
room,  took  their  quarter  of  a  pint,  and  walked  coastita- 
ttonally.  At  the  afternoon's  promenade.  Lord  Mntaa- 
hed,  aiid  die  Honorable  Mr.  Crushton,  the  Dowager 
Lady  Snuf^ianuph,  Mn.  Golonet  Wugsby,  and  «U  the 
great  people,  and  all  the  morning  water-driakerB,  met  in 
grand  assemblage.  After  tine,  they  walked  out,  or  cbuiw 
out,  or  were  pushed  o«t  hi  bath-chairs,  and  met  one 
another  again.     After  this,  the  gentlemen  went  ta  the 
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mdk^roottft  and  met  AvisToa*  of  the  masa.  After 
thisy  they  went  home.  If  it  w«re  theatre  night,  perhaps 
thej  met  at  the  theatre ;  if  It  were  assembly  ni^t,  they 
met  at  the  rooms ;  and  if  it  were  neither,  they  met  die 
next  day— i-a  very  pleasant  routine,  with  perhaps  a  slight 
tinge  of  sameness. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  sitting  up  by  himself,  afler  a  day 
spent  in  lktt»  maanei^  making  entrieff  in  his  journal :  liis 
firiends  having  retired  to  bed :  when  he  was  roused  by  a 
gentle  tap^  at  the  room-door. 

**  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,''  said  Mrs.  Craddock,  the  laud* 
lady,  peeping  hi ;  ^  but  did  you  want  anythmg  more, 
sir?" 

**  Nothing  more,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  My  young  girl  is  gone  to  bed,  sir ;  **  said  Mrs.  Crad- 
dodt,  *^  and  Mr.  Dowler  is  good  enough  to  say  that  hell 
sit  up  for  Mrs.  Dowler,  as  the  party  isnt  expected  to  be 
orer  till  late ;  so  I  was  thinking  that  if  yon  wanted 
nothing  mm^  Mr.  Pickwick,  I  would  go  to  bed." 

^  By  all  meims,  ma'iam,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Wish  you  goodnight,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Craddock. 

"  Good-night,  ma'am,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick. 

Mrs.  Craddock  closed  the  door,  and  Mr.  Pickwidc 
resumed  hisr  writing: 

In  half  an  hour's  time  the  entries  were  concluded. 
Mr.  Pickwick  carefully  rubbed  the  last  page  on  the  blot- 
ting-paper, shut  up  the  book,  wiped  his  pen  on  the  bot- 
tom of  the  inside  of  his  coat-tail,  and  opened  the  drawer 
of  the  inkstand  to  put  it  carefhlly  away.  There  were  a 
couple  of  sheets  of  writing-paper,  pretty  closely  written 
over,  in  the  inkstand  drawer,  and  they  were  folded  so, 
that  the  title,  which  was  m  a  good  round  hand,  was  fblly 
fij^losed  to  hint    Seeing  fit>m  this  that  it  was  no  private 
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documcmt :  and  as  it  seemed  to  relate  to  Bath,  and  was 
very  short :  Mr.  Pickwick  unfolded  it,  lighted  his  hed- 
room  candle  that  it  might  bum  up  well  by  the  time  he 
finished ;  and  drawing  his  chair  nearer  the  fire,  read  aa 
follows : 


THE  TRUE  LEGEND  OF  PRINCE  BLADUD. 

^  Less  than  two  hundred  years  agone,  on  one  of  the 
public  baths  in  this  city,  there  appeared  an  inscription  in 
honor  of  its  mighty  founder,  the  renowned  Prince  Bladud. 
That  inscription  is  now  erased. 

"  For  many  hundred  years  before  that  time,  there  had 
been  handed  down,  from  age  to  age,  an  old  legend,  that 
the  illustrious  Prince  being  afflicted  with  leprosy,  on  his 
return  from  reaping  a  rich  harvest  of  knowledge  in  an- 
cient Athens,  shunned  the  court  of  his  royal  father,  and 
consorted  moodily  with  husbandmen  and  pigs.  Among 
the  herd  (so  said  the  legend)  was  a  pig  of  grave  and 
solemn  countenance,  with  whom  the  Prince  had  a  fel- 
low feeling —  for  he  too  was  wise  —  a  pig  of  thoughtful 
and  reserved  demeanor ;  an  animal  superior  to  his  fel- 
lows, whose  grunt  was  terrible,  and  whose  bite  was 
sharp.  The  youi^  Prince  sighed  deeply  as  he  looked 
upon  the  countenance  of  the  majestic  swine ;  he  thought 
of  his  royal  father,  and  his  eyes  were  bedewed  with 
tears. 

^  This  sagacious  pig  was  fond  of  bathing  in  rich  moist 
mud.  Not  in  summer,  as  common  pigs  do,  now,  to  cool 
themselves,  and  did  even  in  those  distant  ages  (wliich  is 
a  proof  that  the  light  of  civilization  had  already  begun  to 
dawn,  though  feebly),  but  in  tlie  cold  sharp  days  of  win- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


#r.  His  cmt  mm  ev«t  so  tAetky  aand  hw  m&^Biplead&A  m 
dear,  th$A  the  Prince  reeol^e^  to  esmj  the  purifying 
qoaHties  of  the  same  water  that  Us  friend  resorted  to. 
He  made  the  trial  Beneath  that  bhick  mad,  bulliled 
the  het  springs  of  Bath.  He  washed,  and  was  cured. 
Ktttentng  to  his  fiHiher^  court,  he  paid  his  best  respects, 
and  retomed  quickly  hither,  founded  this  ci^,  and  its 
fiunous  batlis. 

^  He  sought  the  pig  with  all  the  ardor  of  their  early 
IHeiidshi|>-— but,  alas!  the  waters  had  been  his  death* 
He  had  imprudently  taken  a  bath  at  too  high  a  tempera- 
ture, and  the  ndtoral  phUosopher  was  no  more!  H^ 
was  succeeded  by  PHny,  who  also  Ml  a  yietim  to  his 
thirst  far  knowledge. 

^  This  wa$  the  legend.    Listen  to  the  true  one. 

^A  great  many  centuries  since,  there  flourished,  in 
great  state,  the  fkmons  and  renowned  Lttd  Hudibras, 
king  of  Britain.  He  was  a  mighty  monardi.  The  earth 
shook  when  he  walked:  he  was  so  very  stout  His 
people  basked  hi  the  light  of  hfs  countenance :  it  was  so 
red  and  glowing.  He  was,  indeed,  every  inch  a  king. 
And  there  were  a  good  many  inches  of  him,  too,  for 
although  he  was  not  very  tall,  he  was  a  remarkaUe  si^e 
round,  and  the  inches  that  he  wanted  in  height,  he  made 
up  in  circumference.  If  any  degenerate  monarch  of 
modem  times  could  be  in  any  way  compared  with  him,  I 
should  say  the  venerable  Sing  Cde  would  be  (hat  illus- 
trious potentate. 

^  Tilts  good  king  had  a  queen,  who,  eighteen  yean 
before,  had  had  a  son,  who  was  called  Bladud.  He  was 
sent  to  a  preparatory  seminary  in  his  father's  dominions 
vnttl  he  was  ten  years  old,  and  was  dien  despatched,  in 
charge  of  a  trusty  messenger,  to  a  finishing  scho(^  al 
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^tbientt  j  ^.as  A^iise  wga  no  extra.eharge  for  retnainkig 
daring,  the  bo^dajs,  aii4  no  notice  required  preyious  to 
(be  removal  of  a  pvpil*  there  he  remainied  for  eigfal 
loi^  jearst  at  the  expiration  of  which,  tiioe,  the  king 
his  father  sent  the  lord  chfunherWn  over,  to  settle  tha 
bill,  and  4o  bring  him  hoBie;  whioh*  th^  krd  cbamhof 
lain  doing,  was  received  with  shouts,  and  pensioi^  iJi^ 
mediately.  *  j 

^  Whei^  King  Itud  sftw  th^iPrinoe,  iifi  ^m^  and  fcmnd 
be  had  grown  up  auch  a  fine,  yomig  mrnh  ^  peroeivoi 
at  onoe  Mifhat  a  grand  thing  \^  would  he  to  bfvve  him  m^f- 
jifd  without  delajv  so  that  his;  chil(jliQQn  onighi  be  th^ 
.means  of  perpetifniing  ^e  glorious  <face{  of  Jl^ud,  down  0 
the  very  latest  ages  of  the  world.  With.  thi$  vieWy  hp 
sent  a  special  embaspy,  composed  of  gfeat  noblemen  who 
had  nothing  particular  to  do,  and  wanted  lucrative  em- 
ployment^ to  fi  neig^iboring  king^  and  deoianded  his  &ir 
daughter  in  marriage  for  his  son:  p^ting  at,|he  samp 
time  that  he  was  ^xiou9  to  be  on  ths  most  aSoctioniiAe 
terms  with  his  brother  and  £riendr  hut  that  if  they 
couldn't  agfee  in  ar^-aoging  this .  marriagi^  he  shoqld  b(B 
under  the  unpleasaat  necessity  of  inyadi^  his  kingdop, 
.  and  putting  his  eyps  onf.  To  thi;?,  the  other  kj^  (wbp 
was  the  w<;aker  of  the  two)  replied^  that  h^  was  very 
much  obliged  to  his  friend  and  brother  for  aUhis  good- 
,ness  and  magnanimity^  and  th^t  his  daughter  was  quit|S 
ready  to  be  nftarriedt^  whenever  Prince  Bladud  l^h^  to 
come  and  fetch  her. 

**This  answer  no  sooni^r  reached  Britain,  tbflp  tlie 
whole  nation  were  trajqspprted  with  jpy*  Nothing  wns 
heard,  on  all  sides,  but  tfie  sounds  of  feasting  and  revelry, 
^except  the  chinking  of  mon^y  a«  it  was  p^d  in  by  tl^ 
people  to  the  collector  of  t)ie  Boy^d  Trea«ufe%.to  defin^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


^  THE  PfCKWKat  OLXTB.  Wt 

tii^  expenses  ef  tke  Imppy  cefemotiy.'  It  was  upon  tiiis 
ecdaaioD  ^at  Xing*  Lad,  eesited  on  the  top  of  bis  timme 
fall  All!  council,  roBe,  in  the  exuberanee  of  bis  feelings^ 
■ad  oomniiAnded  Ihe  loid  chief  justice  to  erder  in  die 
fkhost  winee'.and  ttib  oourt-ioinslTeli t  ahi  act  of  gra^ 
eiousness  wMdilMs  bee^,  tfarough  ^  ignorance  of  tra* 
didonaiy  faistorilins,  attitbuced  to  King  Cole,  in'ihose 
Meteited  Ines  in  wbich  big  majesty  is  represented  as 

'  Odling  ftr  lis  pipe,  Ahd  calling  fbr  bis  pot, 

And  oolUn^  4ir  hi»  fl<id1ei««lire«. 

Wbicb  is  an  oIN^rfous  fnjastice  to  tbe  memorj  of  King 
Lod,  and  a  di^ihonest  exaltation  of  tbe  virtues  of  King 
Cole. 

'  <«  But,  in  the'  midst  6t  aH  tbfe  festivity  and  rejoicing, 
there  was  one  individual  present,  who  lasted  not  when 
the  sparkling  Wines  were  poured  forth,  and  who  danced 
not,  wbeir  the  minstrels  played.  This  was  no  other  than 
Prince  Bladud  himself,  in  honor  of  whose  happiness  a 
nyfiole  people  were  at  that  very  moment  straining  alilte 
their  thi^ats  and  purse-strings.  The  truth  was,  that  the 
Print?e,  forgetting  the  undoubted  right  of  the  minister 
ftyr  foreign  aff^rs  to  fall  bi  love  on  his  behalf,  had,  con- 
tilary  to- every  preo^ent  of  policy  and  diplomacy,  already 
fi^en  in  lovd  on  bis  own  account,  and  privately  con* 
mtcted  biniself  unto  tbe  Mr  daughter  of  a  noble  Athe- 
nian. 

**Here  we  have  a  striking  example  of  one  of  the 
manifold  advantages  of  civilization  and  refinement  If 
tie  Prince  had  lived  in  later  days,  he  might  at  once 
bave  married  tbe  object  of  his  fbther's  choice  and  then 
•e<  hinself  ^Honily  to  work,  to  tefieve  himself  of  tbe 
burden  wbkh  rested  heavily  upon  bim.  He  might  have 
endeavored  to  break  her  heart  by  a  systematic  course  of 
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iMnU  and  neglectt  oiv  if  4li«  cpitfit  ^  ker  sex^  aad  a 
pvoni  coDsciousBesB  of  her  mabj  wit>iig8  had  upbeU  her 
Wider  Ibis  Ul-treaimeia,  i»  migfal  have  sbagii^  to  ttke 
bN>  Itfe^  ml  00  get  rid  0f  her  effbctatlly.  But  neithflr 
BMde  af  relief  sqggesled  kaelf  to  IVinee  Bladod ;  so  ho 
fiolidted  a  private  aiadieiioe  abd  tM  hiB  fa&mn 

*<  It  IB  an  aid  pk^rogative  of  kings  to  goif^era  eweiy^ 
thiiig  hoi  their  passion^.  King  Lad  flew  isto  a  fiighlfiil 
rage,  tossed  his  crown  up  to  the  ceiling,  and  caught  it 
again  —  for  in  those  dajs  kings  kept  their  crowns  on 
their  heads^  and  not  in  the  Tower — stamped  the  grottnd^ 
rapped  his  forehead,  wondered  why  his  own  flesh  and 
hlood  rebelled  against  him,  and,  finally,  calling  in  his 
guards,  ordered  the  Prince  away  to  instant  confinement 
in  a  lofty  turret ;  a  course  of  treatment  which  the  kings 
of  old  very  generally  pursued  towards  their  sons,  when 
their  matrimonial  inclinations  did  not  happen  to  point  to 
the  same  quarter  as  their  own. 

f<  When  Prince  Bladud  had  been  shut  up  in  the  lolly 
turret  for  the  greater  part  of  a  yeais  with  no  better  pros* 
pect  before  his  bodily  eyes  than  a  stone  wall^  or  before 
his  mental  yision  than  prolonged  imprisonment,  he  nat* 
urally  began  to  ruminate  on  a  plan  of  esei^e,  whioh^ 
after  months  of  preparation,  he  managed  to  aiscompliih; 
considerately  leaying  his  dinner  knifo  in  the  heart  of  his 
jailer,  lest  the  poor  fellow  (who  had  a  family)  should  be 
considered  privy  to  his  flight,  and  punished  acoorlingly 
by  the  infuriated  king. 

^The  monaiTch  was  frantic  at  the  lose  of  his  son.  He 
knew  not  on  whom  to  vent  his  grief  and  wmth,  until  for^ 
tunately  bethinking  himself  of  the  Loid  ChamJ^eriaia 
who  had  brought  him  home»  he  stivck  off  his  peilsioa 
and  his  head  together. 
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'^  Meaawhile,  the  jouag  Prinoe^  efieotm^^r  disgnised, 
wandered  on  foot  tkroagh  his  futher'B  donioions,  cheered 
and  supported  in  «dl  his  hardships  bj  9weel  thoughts  of 
the  Athenian  maid,  who  was  the  ionoeent  cause  of  his 
weary  trials.  One  day  he  sto|i|^  to  rest  in  a  oouirtry 
village;  and  seeing  that  th^re  were  gay  danoes  going 
forward  on  the  green,  and  gay  foees  passing  to  aad  fi% 
ventured  to  inquire  of  a  reveller  who  slood  near  him,  the 
i*ea8on  for  this  rejoicing. 

"  *  Know  you  not,  O  aMnger,'  was  the  reply,  *  of  the 
recent  proclamation  of  our  gsacioue  king  ? ' 

"  *  Proclamation  !  No.  What  proclamation  ? '  re- 
joined the  Prince  —  for  he  had  travelled  along  the  by 
and  littler-frequented  ways,  and  knew  nothing  of  what 
had  passed  upon  the  public  roads,  such  as  they  were. 

"  *  Why,'  replied  the  peasant,  *  the  fi>reign  lady  that 
our  Prince  wi^ed  to  wed,  is  married  to  a  foreign  noble 
o(  her  own  country ;  and  the  king  proclaims  the  fact, 
and  a  great  puUic  festival  besides ;  for  now,  of  course. 
Prince  Bladud  will  come  back  and  marry  the  lady  his 
father  chose,  who  they  si^  is  a»  beautiful  as  the  bochv* 
day  sun.     Your  health,  sir.     Grod  save  the  King  I ' 

^  The  Prince  remained  to  hear  no  more.  He  fled 
from  the  spot^  and  plunged  into  the  thickest  recesses  of 
a  neighboring  wood.  On,  on,  he  wandered,  night  and 
day  :  beneath  the  blazing  sun,  and  the  cold  pale  moon  2 
through  the  dry  heat  of  noon,  and  the  damp  cold  of 
night :  in  the  gray  light  of  mom,  and  the  red  glare  of 
eve.  So  heedless  was  he  of  time  or  c^ject,  that  being 
bound  for  Athens,  he  wandered  as  far  out  of  his  way  as 
Bath. 

^  There  was  no  city  where  Bath  stands,  then.  There 
was  no  v(!stige  of  human  habitation,  or  sign  of  man's 
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resorty  to  bear  the  name ;  bat  there  was  the  same  nobk 
ooantrj,  the  same  broad  expanse  of  hill  and  dale,  the 
same  beaatifbl  channel  stealing  on,  far  away :  the  same 
loHy  mountains  whicfa,  like  the  troubles  of  life,  viewed 
at  a  distanoe,  and  partialfy  obscured  hf  the  bright  mist 
of  its  morning,  lose  their  roggedness  and  asperity,  and 
seom  all  ease  and  sdtness.  Moved  by  the  gentle  beauty 
of  the  scene,  the  Prince  sank  upon  the  green  turf,  and 
bathed  his  swollen  feet  in  his  tears. 

^  '  Oh  I '  said  the  unhappy  Bladud,  clasping  his  hands, 
and  mournfully  raising  his  eyes  towards  the  sky, '  wouM 
that  my  wanderings  might  end  here ;  would  that  these 
grateful  tears  with  which  I  now  mourn  hope  misplaced, 
and  love  despised,  might  flow  in  peace  forever ! ' 

*^  The  wish  was  heard.  It  was  in  the  time  of  the 
heathen  deities,  who  used  occasionally  to  take  people  at 
their  words,  with  a  promptness,  in  some  cases,  extremely 
awkward.  The  ground  opened  beneath  the  Prince's 
feet ;  he  sunk  into  the  chasm  ;  and  instantaneously  it 
closed  upon  his  head  forever,  save  where  his  hot  tears 
welled  up  through  the  earth,  and  where  they  have  oon« 
tinued  to  gush  forth  ever  since. 

**  It  is  observable  that,  to  this  day,  large  numbers  of 
ekieriy  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  have  been  disappointed 
hi  pixKuiring  partners,  and  ahnost  as  many  young  ones 
who  are  anxious  to  obtain  them,  repair,  tomually,  to 
Buih  to  drink  the  waters,  from  which  they  derive  much 
strength  and  comfort  This  is  most  complimentary  to 
Che  virtue  of  Prince  Bladud*s  tears,  and  strongly  co^ 
roboRitive  of  the  veracity  of  this  legend.'* 

Mr.  Pick  wide  yawned,  several  times,  when  he  had 
arrived  at  the  end  of  this  little  manuscript :  carefully 
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resided,  and  rej^soed  it,  in  the  inkstand  drawer:  and 
then,  with  a  conntenanoe  expressiTe  of  the  ntmost  weari^ 
ness,  lighted  his  chamber  candle,  and  went  np-etairs  to 
hed. 

He  stopped  at  Mr.  Bowler's  door,  according  to  costonii 
and  knocked  to  say  good-night 

"  Ah  I**  said  Dowler,  " going  to  bed  P  I  wish  I  was. 
Dismal  night.     Windy  5  isn't  it  ?  " 

«  Very,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.    «  Good-nighi." 

«  Good4right." 

Mr.  Pickwii^L  went  to  his  bedchamber^  and  Mr.  Dew- 
ier resumed  his  seat  before  the  fire,  in  fidfilment  6f  his 
tash  ptxHnlse  to  sit  tip  till  his  wife  came  home. 

There  are  few  things  more  worrying  than  sitting  op 
f»r  somebocty,  especiaHy  if  that  somebody  be  at  a  party. 
Ton  cannot  help  thinking  how  quickly  the  time  passes 
with  them,  which  drags  so  heavfly  with  yoa ;  and  the 
more  you  think  of  this,  the  more  yonr  bopeff  of  their 
speedy  arrival  decline.  Clocks  tick  so  loud,  too,  when 
you  are  sitting  up  alone,  and  yoa  seem  as  if  jcn  had  an 
undeT'-garmeni  of  cobwebs  on.  First,  something  tickles 
yonr  right  knee,  a&d  then  the  same  sensatkm  irritate^s 
yonr  left.  Tou  have  no  sooner  changed  your  position, 
than  it  comes  again  in  the  arme ;  and  when  you  have 
fidgeted  your  limbs  into  all  sorts  of  odd  shapes,  yon  have 
a  sudden  relapse  in  the  nose,  which  you  rub  as  if  to  rub 
it  off  •^—  as  there  is  no  doubt  you  would,  if  you  oonld. 
Eyes,  too,  are  mere  personal  inconveniences ;  and  the 
wick  of  one  candle  gets  an  inch  and  a  half  long,  while 
you  are  snufiing  the  other.  These,  and  various  other 
little  nervous  annoyances,  render  sHfiag  up,  for  a  length 
ef  time,  af^r  everybody  ^Ise  has  gone  to  bed,  anythiag 
but  a  cheerful  amusement 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


172  PQSTHUifioirt  ruEjm  of 

This  wftfl  j«8t  Wp.  IhmWs  fSptsiM^  M  be  sal  befim 
the  fire,  tmd  felt  hcBeafJj  in^jgiHint  w]4^  aU  tbe  mhtwnw 
people  at  the  partj,  wbo  were  keeping  him  op.  He  wae 
not  put  into  better  humor  either,  bj  the  reflection  that 
he  had  takeit  it  into  his  head,  t$x\f  in  the  eveniog,  to 
think  he  had  got  an  ache  there,  and  so  stopped  at  home. 
At  lengthy  after  several  droppings  adeep»  and  fallings 
forward  towards  the  bars,  and  catchings  backward  soon 
enough  to  prevent  being  branded  ki  the  fiioe,  Kr.  Dow- 
ler  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  throw  hanself  on  the 
bed  in  the  back-room  and  CAAiA^-^net  ^leep,  ct  oourse. 

**  Tm  a  hea^  sleeper,**  said  Mr,  Dowlen  as  he  flqng 
himself  on  the  bed.  ^  I  must  keep  awake ;  I  suppose  I 
shall  hear  a  knock  here.  Yes.  I  tkoQgbt  sa  I  can 
hear  the  watchman*  Thare  be  goes.  Fainter  now 
though.  A  little  ikinter.  He's  turning  the  comer. 
Ahl"  When  Mr.  Dowler  arrived  at  this  point,  ie 
turned  ^e  comer  at  which  he  had  been  long  hesitating^ 
and  feU  fast  asleep. 

Just  as  the  dofk  stmek  threes  there  was  Mown  into 
the  Crescent  a  sedan^hair,  witk  Mrs*  Dowler  iBside: 
borne  by  one  ^ort  hki  chairman,  and  one  long  thin  one, 
who  had  had  moeh  ado,  all  the  waj,  to  keep  their  bodies 
perpendicular :  to  saj  nothing  of  the  diair ;  bat  on  timt 
hi^  ground,  and  in  the  Gresoent,  iThiek  the  wind  swept 
round  and  round  as  if  it  were  going  to  tear  the  paiyinfK- 
stones  up,  its  &kTj  was  tremendous*  They  were  veiy 
glad  to  set  the  chair  down,  and  give  a  good  round  low! 
double  knock  at  the  street-door. 

They  wttted  some  time,  but  nobody  ^une. 

<<  Servants  is  m  the  artns  e'  Porpua,  I  think,"  wid  the 
short  chairman,  wanmng  his  hands  at  the  attendant  HA 
bojr's  torch. 
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^  I  wiA  kke*d  giv«  '«in  a  aqueece  and  wake  'ero>''  ob« 
nWed  llie  loag  one. 

^  Ejiock  agaia»  will  joa,  if  you  please,''  cried  Mm 
Dowler  fbam  the  chair.  ^  Knock  two  or  throe  times,  if 
yon  please." 

'  The  short  man  was  quite  willing  to  get  the  job  over, 
as  soon  as  possible ;  so  he  stood  on  the  step,  and  gave 
fimr  or  five  mmt  staitling  donble  knocks,  of  eight  or  ten 
knocks  apiece :  while  the  long  man  went  into  the  road, 
md  kK>ked  opjil  the  windows  lor  a  light. 

Nobodj  came.    It  was  all  as  alent  and  as  dark  as 


<" Dear  me  1"  said  Mrs.  Dowler.  ''Toa  mast  knock 
agani,  if  7011  please." 

^  Iliere  aVt  a  bell»  is  there,  ma'am?  "  said  the  short 
chairman. 

"*  Yes,  there  is,"  interposed  the  liakboy,  "^  Fve  been 
a-ringing  at  it  ever  so  long." 

^Ifs  onlj  a  handk,"  said  Mra.  Dowler,  ""the  wire's 
broken." 

^  I  widi  the  servantU'  heads  was,"^  growled  Ike  long 


^  I  mnsi  troable  jrou  to  knock  again,  if  joo  piease,'* 
said  Mrs.  Dowier  with  te  ntmost  politeness. 

The  short  uaan  did  knock  again  several  times,  without 
producing  the  smallest  effect  The  tall  man,  growing 
verj  impa^ent,  then  reliered  hkn,  and  kept  on  perpet* 
uaUy  knocking  dooble-kBOcks  of  two  iond  knacks  each, 
tike  an  Insane  postiuui. 

At  length  Mr.  Winkle  began  to  dream  that  he  was  al 
a  ohib,  and  that  the  members  being  verj  refractorj,  the 
chairman  was  obliged  to  haauaer  the  table  a  good  deal 
)D  preserve  order ;  tiMn,  he  bad  a  eonfosed  notioa  af  an 
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adotion*roam  where  thefe  were  no  biddetiB,  juid  the  aiio 
tioneer  was  buying  eveiything  in ;  and  ultimatelj  ho 
began  to  think  it  just  within  the  bounds  of  posfiibifitj 
that  somebody  might  be  knocking  at  the  streetpdoor*  To 
make  quite  certain,  however,  he  remained  quiet  in  bed 
for  ten  minutes  or  so,  and  listened ;  and  when  he  had  - 
counted  two  or  three  and  thirty  knocks,  he  felt  quite  satp 
bfied,  and  gave  himself  a  great  deal  of  evedit  for  being 
so  wakefuL 

"Rap  rap  —  rap  rap  —  rap  rap*— ra,ra,  ra,  im,  i% 
rap  I "  went  the  knocker. 

Mr.  Winkle  jumped  out  of  bed,  wondering  very  modi 
what  could  possibly  be  the  matter,  and  hastily  pnltitig  on 
his  stockings  and  slippers,  folded  his  dretsin^-gown  round 
him,  lighted  a  flat  candle  ^m  the  rash  light  that  was 
burning  in  the  fireplace,  and  hurried  down-stairs. 

"  Here's  somebody  oomin'  at  last,  ma'am,''  said  the 
short  chairman. 

"  I  wish  I  W08  behind  him  Tith  a  brad-awl/'  mattered 
the  long  one. 

<«  Who's  there?"  cried  Mr.  Winkle,  undoing  the  chain. 

"  Don't  stop  to  ask  questions,  cast-iron  head,"  replied 
the  long  man,  with  great  disgust ;  taking  it  fbr  granted 
that  the  inquirer  was  a  footman  ;  ^  but  open  the  ddor/* 

"  Comey  look  sharp,  timber  eydids,"  added  the  other, 
encouragingly. 

Mr.  Winkle,  being  .half  asleep,  obeyed  the  command 
mechanically,  opened  the  door  a  little,  and  peeped  out. 
The  first  thing  he  saw,  was  the  red  glare  of  the  link* 
boy's  torch.  Startled  by  the  sudden  fear  that  the  bcmse 
might  be  on  fire,  he  hastily  threw  the  door  wide  opeoi 
and  holding  the  candle  above  his  head,  stared  eagerly 
before  him,  not  quite  certain  whether  what  he  sam  wa^  m 
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aedau-cfaair  or  a  fire-engine.  At  tide  instant  tihere  came 
a  violent  gust  of  wind ;  the  light  was  blown  out ;  Mr* 
Winkle  felt  himself  irresistiblj  impelled  on  to  the  steps ; 
and  the  door  blew  to,  with  a  loud  crash. 

*^  Well,  jonng  man,  now  jou  have  done  it  !*  said  the 
short  ehairmaii« 

Mr.  Winkle,  eatohmg  sighi  of  a  lady's  &oe  at  Iba 
window  of  the  aadan,  ton&ed  hastUj  round,  plied  the 
knocker  wilih  all  his  migh£  and  main,  and  ealled  iraiv 
lieally  upon  the  ebairmaa  to  ttike  the  ohair  away  again* 

**Take  it  away,  take  it  away,**  cried  Mr.  Wiakle* 
^Here's  somebody  oomiag  out  oi  another  house;  put 
me  into  the  chair*  Hide  me—* do  something  with 
ner 

All  this  time  he  was  shiyedng  with  cold;  and  every 
time  he  laieed  IriB  hand  to  the  knocker,  the  wind  look  the 
dressing-gown  in  a  most  nnpleaeapat  manner. 

'^The  people  are  coming  down  the  Crescent  now. 
There  are  ladies  with  'em ;  cover  me  up  with  something. 
Stand  beibre  me  1  **  roared  Mr.  Winkle.  But  the  chair*' 
mien  were  too  much  exhausted  with  lathing  to  afford  him 
the  slightest  assistance,  and  the  ladies  were  every  moment 
appmaching  nearer  and  nearer. 

Mr.  Winkle  gave  a  last  hopeless  knoob;  the  ladies 
were  only  a  lew  doors  <^.  He  threw  away  the  extin« 
gnished  candle,  which,  «H  this  time»  he  had  held  above 
his  head,  and  fairly  bdted  into  the  sedan-diair  where 
Mrs.  Dowler  was. 

Now,  Mrs.  ChreuUoek  had  heard  the  knocking  and  tlie 
voices  at  last;  and,  only  waiting  to  put  something  smarter 
on  her  head  than  her  mghtcap,  ran  down  into  the  fi^nt 
drawing-room  to  meke  sare  that  it  was  the  right  party. 
Throwing  up  the  winibw-eawh  aa  Mr*  W^lo  was  rgah* 
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ing  into  lihe  chair,  she  no  soMier  eaagbt  siglit  of  wbal 
WM  going  forward  below,  than  she  raised  a  vehement 
and  dismal  shriek,  and  implored  Mr.  Dowler  to  get  up 
directly,  for  his  ¥n£&  wat  running  awaj  with  anotiier 
geatleiBan. 

Upon  this,  Mr.  Dowler  bounced  off  the  bed  aa  «b* 
mptly  as  an  India*rubber  ball,  and  rushing  into  the 
frant  loom,  arrivied  at  one  window  just  as  Mr.  Piekwick 
threw  np  the  other :  when  the  fliPtt  objeol  limit  met  the 
gaze  of  both,  was  Mr.  Winkle  boltiag  into  the  sedhm* 
chair. 

^Watchman,*  shouted  Dowler  ftirionslys  ^stop  Urn 
— -  hold  him  —  keep  him  tight  —  shut  him  in,  till  I  come 
down.  I'll  cut  his  throat  —  give  me  a  knife  —  from  ear 
to  ear,  Mrs*  Oaddoek.  1  will ! "  *  And,  breaking  fttmi 
the  shrieking  landlady,  and  ft-om  Mr.  Prekwidi,  the  in« 
dignant  husband  seized  a  small  supper4ni4^  and  tore 
into  the  street. 

But  Mr.  Winkle  didn't  wait  for  hhn.  He  no  sooner 
heard  the  horrible  threat  of  tiie  ralorons  Dowler,  than 
he  bounced  o«t  of  the  sedan,  qnite  as  quickly  as  he 
had  bounced  in,  and  throwing  off  his  slippers  into  tiie 
road,  took  to  his  heels  and  tore  round  the  Orescent,  hotly 
pursued  by  Dowler  and  the  watchman.  He  kept  ahead; 
the  door  was  open  as  be  came  ronnd  tlie  second  tkne; 
he  rushed  i%  slacnmed  it  In  Dewier^  faoe!,  mounted  tm 
his  bcdrooitt,  lodged  the  door,  piled  a  wasMiand-atand^ 
chest  of  drawers,  and  table  against  it^  and  padced  ni>  a 
few  necessaries  ready  fer  flSgIrt  widi  tfie  first  ray  of 
monring. 

Dowler  came  np  to  Hie  outside  of  the  door ;  avowed, 
through  the  key^iole,  his  steaM»t  determinatk>B  of  out- 
ting  Mr  WULki*s  Hiroat  next  dby  r  and,  after  a  great 
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oonfusion  of  voices  in  the  drawing-room,  amidst  wluch 
that  of  Mr.  Pickwick  was  distinctly  heard  endeavoring 
to  make  peace,  the  inmates  dispersed  to  their  several 
bedchambers,  and  all  was  quiet  once  more. 

It  is  not  unlikely  tiiiat  the  inquiry  may  be  made,  where 
Mr.  Weller  was,  ail  this  time?  We  will  state  where  he 
was,  in  the  next  <Afl|>M^ 
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CHAPTER  XXXVa 

BOMORABLT  ACCOUNTS  FOR  MR.  WBLLBR'b  ABBBVOI, 
BT  DBSORIBnfG  ▲  80IRBB  TO  WHICH  HB  WAS  IK- 
YITED  AND  WENT;  ALSO  RBLATBS  HOW  HB  WAS 
INTRUSTBD  BT  MR.  PICKWICK  WITH  A  PRIYATB 
MISSION   OF   DBLICACT  AND   IMPORTANCE. 

^  Mr.  Weller,"  said  Mrs.  Craddock,  upon  tlie  morn- 
ing of  this  very  eventful  day,  "  here's  a  letter  for  you." 

*^  Wery  odd  that,"  said  Sam,  "^  Fm  afeerd  there  must 
be  somethm'  the  matter,  for  I  don't  recollect  any  genTm'n 
in  my  circle  of  acquaintance  as  is  capable  o'  ?mtin'  one." 

^  Perhaps  something  ancommon  has  taken  place,"  ob- 
served Mrs.  Craddock. 

^It  must  be  somethin'  weiy  uncommon  indeed,  as  could 
perduce  a  letter  out  o'  any  friend  o'  mine,"  replied  Sam, 
shaking  his  head  dubiously ;  ^  nothin'  less  thui  a  naf  ral 
conwulsion,  as  the  young  genTm*n  observed  ven  he  ^os 
took  with  fits.  It  can't  be  from  the  gov'ner,"  said  Sam, 
looking  at  the  direction.  ^  He  always  prints,  I  know, 
'cos  he  learnt  writin'  from  the  large  bills  in  the  bookin' 
offices.  It's  a  wery  strange  thing  now,  where  this  here 
letter  can  ha'  come  from." 

As  Sam  said  this,  he  did  what  a  great  many  people 
do  when  they  are  uncertain  about  the  writer  of  a  note, 
•»k>oked  at  the  seal,  and  then  at  the  frx>nt,  and  then  at 
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ibriplioii ;  «Bd^  M  a  last'  veM>tirc6|  tkmght  perhaps  he 
might  aa  wett  kok  at  the  infiid^  and  try  ta  find  out  ffooi 
that. 

^Ift  wimts  CD'  giUnedged  papeiv^savd  Sam,  as  be  ta^ 
folded  it,  *aoi  sealed  m  bron^  ^ax^ith  ttetop  of  d 
doerhtof.  -IJlo^  Mt  if  Ahi,  wkh  a  >rwj  grave  faoe 
Hr;  WeH^^  slowfy  read  asibil6^. 
:  '^  'A  select  eompanjcf  Ihe  Bath  ilbotitien  pves^ts  their 
eompliments  to  Mr.  Weller,  and  requests  the  pleasure  of- 
Mb  ^mp^y  tiris  eveaittg,  io  »  BHeadly  ewarry,  emitting 
ef  a  boiled  l^of  tiMttontfvth  the  usQritriflamings.  TM 
gwany  to  b^oo  table^  at  hal^past  nine  o^;k>ok  pimoN 
tually." 
V  This  HM^ddbtpd  inaaoHiepaiote^  whirii  ran  thus  -^ 


<<Mr.  John  SuAnfaevv  <he  gehtieinan  whe  had  the 
pleasure 'ef'ineeing'l^i  WcJller  at  the  hoase  of  their 
aratual  asqpaiallaace^  Mr.  fiantaro,  a.  few  ditys  sinee; 
beg9* tb>'enol(»e<Mr^  Welle^  liheheiointh  invilAtlett.  If 
Mr.  Weller  will  call  on  Mr.  John  Smauker  at  nine 
^^bck^  Vn  John  SknadKewSU  hove  the  pleasu^  of 
ktrdduoidg- Mr.  Weller.  < 

(Signed)  ^John  Stfiunonu'^  • 

The  envelope  was  directed  to  blank  Welter,  Esq^  at 
Mr.  Pid£w26k?BV'aad  in  a  parentiwsis,  in  the  left  hand 
eomer,  were  the  words  ^airy.bell,^«8  an  itistructlon  te 
the  bearer. 

**  Tdl^**  sfiiid  8am,  <<  this  is  oonin'  it  rayther  pewerful, 
this  is.  I  neiteP' heefda  Viled  lego"*  mutton  called ?i 
Bwarry  afore.  I  wonder  wot  tfaej^d  call  a  tioast  one.** 
.   However,  wlthett  Iwaiting.to  dehate.the  peint,  Saitf  at 
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mmt  hehoA  h\mma£mk>  the  pi«BeiKe  nt  Miw  Plekwidg 
aod  ra^60ted  leate  of  idMence  ibr  Ihai  e^wiog^  wkddk 
mm  reiidUj  gfaBted.  Wi&  tfds  penaiBfllDO)  and  the 
street^oor  kej,  Sam  Weller  issued  forth  a  little  be-* 
hrt  die  appoinlied  time^  and  strofled  lebure^  totrardt 
Qoeem  Square^  whidi  he  b6  eoooer  gined  than  ha 
had  the  sattsfiMtion  of  hehelding  Mi^  Mbi  Smankar 
leaning  hb  powdered  head  ag»Btt  a  hunp-fkwt  at  A 
aibart  distaace  e^  smoldiig  a  (^gar  thnwgh  an  alnbei 


«] 


£b«r  do  yoa  do,  Mo.  W£lkg?''  said  Mn  Mm 
8infetaka%  laaiog  Us  hat  gnioaAilfy  with  one  faaad,  whila 
ha  gentfy  iraved  the  other  in  m  oondesoeDdiag  wauomatk 
**  How  do  you  do>  sir  ?  *• 

<^  Why,  wcammMj oon nnlw— t^*^  tapBfcd  flaai*  ^Htiw 
do  you  find  yourself,  my  dear  feller  ?  ** 

<^  Oaly  80  80,"  said  Mr«  Join  SwAnlnHr. 

"<  Ah^  yoo'^  boon  a-wofe4ik/  toO  havA,**  obflttrrod  Satfu 
f^I  was  iearfid  you  would;  k  wob'A  da^  yo«  knowi 
ytu  oaast  fliiit  gite  wa^^  to  Aat  tea  tmoob^MOmiBin'  ^wk 

O'  fOWM." 

^'Jtra  Mt  a*  BMiob  *at^  Md.  WeltoT  x«|ili6i  Kiu 
John  Smaaker,  <<as   bad  wine;  lU  afrild  Tte  boflK 


<<OhI  thafsityisit?**  said  Sam;  << that* s  a  wery  bad 
wmfUkiU  that^ 

^  And  yet  th«  teB4)(aii0a^  yon  sbe^Mr.  WoUor"  ob» 
ionred  Mn  John  Saa&uket.  i« 

^  Ah,  to  be  sure,"  said  Sam. 

^  Pta^ged  into  the  Tory  Toitex  of  aod^,  yon  Imow, 
Wh.  Wolloiv''  8«d  Mr.  John  Smaakor^  wii^  a  afgh. 

<"  Dreadful  ifldeedt''  nejoiaed  Sam^ 

«BMt  ife  aHmji  tko  way,"  sMd  Mr«  Jelm  Smanbsrt 
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'Ht  fOfoap  iksiny  leads  you  &ti>  pvMe  life,  «ld  public 
flttOioA,  you  mast  expect  to  be  snbfeeled  to  temptetion 
which  other  people  is  free  from,  Mr.  WeUer." 

**  Prebteely  what  wnj  uncle  eaid^  Ten  he  went  into  the 
pnkfie  Kae,"  Tonaifad  8am,  <^aiid  i^mrj  right  the  oU 
genTm'n  wos,  for  he  drank  hissdf  te  death  in  «omelUii' 
lata  tlian  a  ^xmtt&tJ' 

Ifr.  Jolm  Smttokar  looked  deeply  iadignant  at  any 
pilfcallel  hang  drawn  between  hineelf  and  the  decelMed 
gsnUeman  in  quasdoB ;  but  as  Sam's  ^uob  Was  in  tlw 
most  immovable  state  of  ealmneas,  ha  OiQiiigbl  bettor  of 
k,mA  k»ked  t^BAU  agdn. 

^Poiiaps  we  had  better  be  waftRBg^"  aaii  Mr.  SautH 
ker,  consulting  a  copper  timepiece  which  dwelt  at  tha 
bottom  of  a  deep  watclnpoeket,  and  wad  raked  to  the 
sUiiiwaJby  raiiw  of  a  bkvdc  string,  aritkii  oapper  key  at 
the  other  end. 

.  ^  P^^qps  we  kai,"  r^Kad  8am^  ^br  A^/iB  omenta  the 
Bwarry,  and  thatfU  spile  it." 

<^  Have  yon  drank  the  waters,  Mv«  Wettar ?**  ku|aired 
Us  obmiMmkm,  aa  tkey  wialkad  towards  ffi^  Street 
.  ^Once^"  repliad  Sma^ 

<<  What  did  you  think  flf*em,  air  ?  ** 

^  I  thought  they  wos  pardddeiy  imi^easaBt,*  M|ilini 
Sam. 

"^Ah,"  aaM  Mk.  Join  Smandcer,  '^yaa  didikad  Ilia 
UUtbeate  tiBta,  petfhiqps  ?  " 

""Idon't  know  maoh  about  tiiai  ^ere,"  mid  Sam.  ^I 
thoQght  they'd  a  wery  strong  flavor  o'  warm  flat-irons*" 

*<Tbat  M  the  kiilibei^  Mr.  W^leiv"  observed  Mr. 
JcAm  Smauker,  contemptuously. 

^Well,  if  it  is,  kfs  «  iMy  iA^xpreasiTe >ord,  Ihafs 
aU^"  teid  Sam.    *U  may  be^  fast  I  u'm^  modi  in  th» 
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ehfatuoal  Mne  myself  n  I  cWt  aaf ."  And  htore^  to  (htf 
gBtU  iMHiror  of  Mr.  John  Smauker,  Sam  Weller  begm 
to  whistle. 

^<I  beg  joar  pardon,  Mr.  WeUsr/'  aaid  Mr«  John 
Sauiuker,  agonised  at  the  eaooeedin^  imgenleel  sodtt^ 
<<  Will  yon  take  my  ann  ?  " 

^ Thankee,  you're  wery  good,  but  I  wonl  depriire  jMr 
of  k,**  replied  Sam.  ^Ft6  raylher  a  way  o'  pnttin'^ftiy 
hands  in  my  pockets,  if  if  s  all  tka  same  to  yen.**  Am 
Sam  said  iAm,  he  suited  the  actioB  to  the  irotd,  ani 
whistled  far  loader  than  before. 

^This  way,"  said  his  new  ^rieady  afqiereatiy  sracli 
relieved  as  ibay  tomed  down  a  by-stt«el;  ^ we  shall 
soon  be  dwre." 

**  Shal  we?**  said  8am^  qaite  namored  by  the  anw 
douneemeot  of  hit  cfese  Tieinity  to  4he  seieet  foateen  of 
Bath. 

*<  t^es,"  sand  Mr.  John  fimaok^.    « IXih't  foe  jdattned, 
Mr.  Weller." 
:  ^OhBo,"said8Am. 

<"  YouH  see  sdm^  very  handsome  anHbrms,  Hn  Wd«^ 
ler,"  continued  Mr.  John  Smauker;  ** and  perhaps  yonll 
find  some  of  the  gentlemen,  radittr  hig^  at  ini,  you  kiiow, 
boi  theyH  soon  «ome  vonbdi" 

**  That* 8  wery  kind  on  'em,"  replied  Sam. 

**  And  you  know,"  resmned  Mr.  John  Smauker,  with 
an  air  of  sublime  protection;  *^j€m  know,  as  you're  4 
stranger,  peihaps  dieyli  be  rather  hard  upon  yon  at 
firet" 

^Tliey  won't  be  wery  cruel,  though,  will  they?**  hi- 
quired  Sam. 

^No,  BO,''  rcfrfied  Mr.  John  Smauker,  pHUkig  forth 
the  fcoc's  hMd,  aad  taking  a  gentlemanly  piaolL    ^Theifa 
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Ao  Bome  fu.mj  dogs  among  oBy  a&d  th^  mH  hatsre  tiieitf 
jike,  yoa  know ;  bat  700  msstn't  Mind  'em,  joa  muita't 
mind  'enu" 

^111  trj  and  bear  uf^ag^in'  sueh  a  roglar  knock  down 
o'  talent,**  replied  Sam. 

^Thalfs  lA^"*  said  Mr.  Joba  Smacdrar,  potting  up 
tbe  foz'a  bead,  and  ekvating  bis  own ;  ^FU  stand  by 

Bj  tbis  time  they  bad  readied  a  small  greengroeer^a 
flbopf  wbicb  Miv  Jobn  Bi— iler  entered,  followed- by 
Sam :  wbo^  the  moment  be  got  beUnd  bim,  xelapacd  inle 
a  seriOB  of  tbe  rtvj  broadest  and  most  namltigated  griasi 
and  maaiftsted  otber  demonstiatidiMi  c£  being  in  a  lughly 
enviaMe  state  of  inwaadmenimwit. 

Crossing  the  greengroeer's  ebop^  and  patting  tbeir  bals 
on  tbe  stairs  in  tbe  litde  passage  hgebind  it,  dbcy  walked 
into  a  small  parlor;  and  bere  tbe  full  sj^cndor  of  the 
scene  bniet  apon  Mr.  Wetter's  v'wtt* 

A  oouple  of  tables  were  pot  ti^getber  in  tbe  middle  of 
tbe  parksr,  eovered  with  thoee  or  four  dotbs  of  difibioat 
ages  and  dales  of  washings  anraaged  to  look  as  macb 
Kke  one  as  tbe  drtmmstances  of  tbe  case  wotdd  allow. 
Upon  these,  were  laid  kniTea  and  ibrks  fbr  six  or  eig^ 
people.  Some  of  tbe  kni&  handles  were  green,  olben 
M^  and  a  few  yellow;  and  as  all  the  foika  were  black, 
the  combination  of  oolers  was  exoeedinglj  strikbig. 
nates  Ibr  a  oerrespoadfaig  aomber  of  guests  wern  warm- 
ing bebhid  the  feader ;  and  tbe  gtiette  tbeeaselTes  weM 
a'arming  before  it:  the  chief  and  most  impottaiil  of 
whom  appealed  to  be  a  stoo^  gentkiam  in  a  bright 
erimson  ooal  with  long  tails,  vitidfty  red  breeobes,  and  a 
eodced  bat,  who  was  standing  with  bis  back  ta  the  fire, 
and  had  apparent^  jost  eatered,  ht  besides  retaining 
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1m»  ^otkmd.  haft  on  Ms  head^  he  oanried  in  hia  hand  a  hi|^ 
•liok,  Mioh  aa  genlkwan  of  iaa  pmfeadoa  «6oal\f  clofaia 
in  a  sloping  position  over  the  roofe  of  carriages. 

^SiaiNiker)  mj  lad^^yoar  fio,"  aaidl  tha  gentteman 
with  the  cocked  hat 

Mr^  Smaoker  dovetailtd  fthe  tcqi  joint  of  hm  rig^t 
hand  little  finger  into  ^ai  of  tiie  geatlmnatt  idtk  tktt 
cocked  hat,  and  said  he  was  diarmed  to  see  him  looking 
•o  weU. 

<<  Wall,.  tfaejF  tell  ma  I  an  looking  piet^  bloonung;' 
Mid  dM  maawiftb  Hkt  eoobed  hat,  <<«Dd  ifamwondaiv 
tea.  Fva  bee»  fcUowiaf  one  oU  manan  abont,  tara 
^oore  t^^jf  for  tha  lait  foitiMgiif  ^  and  if  ii  ooaatani  ooa* 
templation  of  the  mnaafg  in  which  she  hooka-aad-ejea 
that  infomal  laiFender^fofarad  old  gown  of  hera  hahkid, 
ImH  enon^  to  thno^r  anjbodj  into  a  low  state  af  da* 
spondenoy  for  lifo,  stop  my  c^iartiar's  salarf.'* 

At  this,  the  assembled  s^eetiana  ktu^ied  veiy  heart 
i^ ;  and  one  gentleDoian  in  a  jallaw  waii»tcoat»  wilb  a 
ooadi  trimnnag  border,  whispered  a  neighbor  ia  ggoait' 
foil  aaEMdls,  that  TaekW  was  in  spiiits  taHiighl. 

^By  tha  byy**  said  Mr.  Tniakle,  <«Sniaok«,  my  bo^v 
yon  ^^'-^'^  The  remaiadfir  af  tJbMt  seotamea  waa  km- 
wacdad  into  Mn  John  Smaukei^i  ear,  bf  wbispor.. 

^'Oh^dear  aie,  I  quite  forgot,"  oaid  M^  John  Snaankaa 
«^  eendemea.  iny  Mend  Mr.  WeUer," 

^BoTTj  to  keep  the  flea  aff  yon,  Wetter,''  aaU  Mf. 
Taekle^  witb  %  fiuailiar  M>d.  <<  A|i»  yait!r«i  aoi  Q^ 
Woikw.*- 

«'lfotbyBoaMan8,Blabe%''raidi0dSani<  <<It'adba 
a  wery  ohifly  subject  as  fek  oold  wen  yon  slaad  appoait 
You'd  sarre  ooals  if  tfaey  put  yau  behini  the  fonder  ia 
^tb  wa'tin'  room  at  a  paMifi  affiea^  yon  wanld*^ 
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A»  Mb  retort  appeared  to  ooniwy  nMiier  t  {>er8onal 
rikdion  to  "Ma  Tuckle*6  orimsoti  Utoj^  that  gontlemaa 
looked  majestic  for  a  few  seconds,  but  gradiiaUj  edgiag 
away  fron  the  finy  broke  lato  m  fovoed  smile^  and  said  it 
wfiaa'ibad. 

*^  Wery  mnch  obliged  for  your  good  opinion^  sur^**  re* 
pKed  Sam.  ^  We  shaE  gel  ob  by  degmea,  I  dea^aj. 
Well  try  a  better  oae^  by  and  byJ* 

At  thia  point  the  eonvwraatim  ww  iatertapted  by  tira 
MtiTal  of  a  g^sUemaa  in  ovange-eoknod  plsBh,  acoom* 
panied  by  another  seleelion  im  purple  ebch,  with  »  graal 
extent  of  stocking.  The  new  comers  hvH»g  been  vmU 
corned  by  the  eU  ones,  9fir.  Tnckle  put  the  <|iMStion  that 
supper  be  ordered  in,  i|4iich  was  carried  unaniatouBly. 

The  gre^groear  imd  his  mSe  them  arranged  upon  the 
table  a  boiled  leg  of  mutton,  hel,  with  caper  sauce,  tur« 
nips,  and  petetoea.  Mr.  T^cUe  look  the  clMdis  and  was 
supported  at  the  other  end  of  the  board  by  the  gentle* 
man  b  orange  pkislt  The  greengiocer  pal  en  a  pair 
of  wash-leather  gloves  to  hand  the  platea  wid^  and  sta^ 
tioned  hiauelf  behmd  Mr.  Tuckle^  ckakr. 

«  Harris,"  said  Mr.  Tackle,  in  a  cammaadibg  lane. 

**  8bC  nid  the  gieeiigR)eer. 

^  Have  yoQ  got  ymnr  gbves  on  ?  ** 

-Yesjsm" 

^  Then  take  the  kirer  off." 

«  Yes,  sir.** 

The  greengrooer  did  as  be  was  toH  wHh  a  show  of 
yreat  hnaulMy,  and  ohaeqwoasly  handed  Mn  Tackle 
the  carving  knife ;  in  doing  whieh^  he  aooidentaiy  g»ped 

^  What  A>  you  laeaa  by  thati  ^?^  said  Miv Tackle, 
with  great  asperity. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


l%%  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

^I  b^yourpardoBt  nr^"  ref^ed  tke  crest4dlen  gr^en- 
gvooet)  ^  I  didn'l  DMan  to  do  it,  sir ;  I  was  up  very  fate 
last  lughty  sir." 

^  I  tell  yott  what  my  ^Mnion  of  70a  is,  EUurts^"  said 
Mr.  Tackle,  with  a  most  impressive  air,  **  you're  a  wvlgiv 
beast" 

^^  I  hope,  gwtleiiien,''  eaid  Harris,  **  that  you  won't  be 
•evere  with  me,  gentlemeiL  Tm  very  much  obliged  to 
yon  iadeedi  geatlemeiii  lor  your  paftronlige,  and  also  for 
your  recoratteiidatioBs,  geatlemeiiy  whenever  addKtioiud 
aflsjataaoe  in  walking  k  required*  I  hope,  gentlemen^ 
I  give  satisfocttoa." 

«"  No,  you^  dOB%  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tackle.  ^Yery  fitf 
from  it»  sir."  *% 

"  We  consider  you  ati  iniUitentive  seikel,''  s^  the  gen- 
tleman in  the  orange  plush. 

^  And  a  hm  Unef,"  added  the  gentleman  hi  the  green- 
fikilsoiallsb 

^  And  an  nnreelaiiBi^^  blaygurd,"  added  the  gentle* 
man  in  purple. 

The  poor  greengiooer  bowed  very  humbly  ^Huie  tiiese 
little  efMihets  were  bestowed  upon  him,  in  the  true  sphit 
of  the  very  smallest  tyrani^ ;  and  when  everybody  had 
said  something  to  show  his  superioritj,  Mr.  Tuc^e  pro- 
ceeded to  carve  the  leg  of  mutton,  and  to  help  the  com- 
pany. 

This  important  business  of  the  evening  had  haitUy 
commenced,  wheft  the  door  was  Arown  briskly  open, 
and  another  gentleman  ia  a  lig^t-blue  suit,  and  leades 
buttons,  made  his  appearance. 

""Affunst  the  rules,"  said  Mr.  IMde.  "<  Tbo  late,  too 
late." 
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^No,  no ;  potitivdy  I  e(H]dd«^  help  it,''  said  tke  gen- 
deman  in  blue.  "  I  appeal  to  the  eompan j  — '  an  wAk 
of  gaUantrj  now  —  an  appointment  at  the  theaTter." 

^  Oh,  tliat  indeed,''  said  the  gentleman  in  the  orange 
pluah. 

^  Tea ;  ralf  now,  honor  bright,"  said  the  man  in  b]iie» 
'^I  made  a  piomise  to  fbtch  oar  yoangest  daughter  nib 
half-past  tan,  and  she  is  suoh  an  vBcaominlj  fine  galv 
that  I  raly  hadn't  the  art  to  disapplnt  her.  No  oAence 
to  the  present  company,  air,  but  a  petticut,  sii^-^a  petti-^ 
ent,  «r,  ia  tmyokable*" 

**  I  begin  to  suspect  there's  something  in  that  quarter," 
•aid  Tuckle,  as  the  new  oomer  took  his  seat  next  Sam. 
«rye  remaiiLed,  once  «r  twice,  that  she  leans  Ttary 
heavy  oa  joor  shoulder  when  she  gets  in  and  out  of 
the  carnage." 

^  Oh  raly,  raly,  Tuckle,  jou  shouldn't,''  said  tiw  man 
hi  blue.  ^IfsBo€iair.  I  aaj  hatve  said  to  one  or  two 
friends  that  she  was  a  very  diTine  oreechore,  and  had 
refused  one  or  two  offers  without  any  hobvus  cause,  but  — 
noy  no,  no,  indeed,  Tuckle-^ before  strangers,  too — ifs 
not  ng|ht*^}rou  shouldn't  Delioacy,  my  dear  IHend, 
Mitety  I "  And  Ihe  umb  in  blue,  palUDg  up  his  Mibker^ 
chief,  and  a^usting  his  coat  cuffs,  nodded  and  frowned 
aa  if  theve  w^^  more  behmd,  wUoh  be  could  say  if  he 
liked,  but  was  bound  in  honor  to  suppress. 

The  man  in  blue  being  a  light-haired,  stiff-necked,  free 
akid  easy  sort  of  footman,  with  a  swaggering  air  and  pert 
face,  had  attracted  Mr.  Weller's  especial  attention  at  first, 
but  when  be  began  to  come  out  in  this  way,  Sam  fblt 
more  than  ever  di^osed  to  eidlivflte  his  acqoaintanoe ; 
to  he  launched  himself  into  the  oonyersation  al  ooeot 
vdth  ehanicteristie  independence. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


188  porrauHovB  papers  of 

^  Your  hdaldi,  siiv''  Bald  Sum.  ^  I  like  your  ooflurer* 
BAlioB  much.    I  think  it's  werj  pretty." 

At  this  the  man  in  blue  smikd,  as  if  it  were  a  compU-^ 
m&Qi  he  was  well  used  to ;  hot  looked  appnmngly  oo 
Sam  at  the  same  time,  and  said  he  hoped  he  should  be 
better  aoquAinted  with  him,  for  without  aoj  flattery  at 
tU  be  seeiaed  to  have  the  makings  of  a  Tery  niee  ^ow 
about  him  -^  just  tke  laan  afber  his  own  heart 

^You're  wery  good, sic,"  said  Sam.  '< What  a  kisky 
£d)er  you  are  I " 

'^How  do  you  mean?"  inquired  tiM  geatknwi  itt 


*^  That  'ere  yoimg  lady,"  relied  Sam.  "^  She  knows 
wWs  wot,  she  does*  Ah,  I  see."  Mn  ^Weller  dosed 
one  eye,  and  shook  his  head  ftom  nde  to  side,  m  a  nmw 
ner  which  was  highly  gratifying  to  the  personal  vaniiy 
of  the  0sntlemftn  ill  blue. 

^Tm  afraid  you're  a  evmmg  felWw,  Mr.  WeUer^" 
said  that  iadiridnaL 

''No, no,"  said  fiam.  ''I  leave  all  Aat  'on  to  you. 
It's  a  great  deal  mem  in  your  w«y  tkan  mine,  as  the 
0snTsi'n  oa  the  right  dds  of  the  ganlen  vaH  saoA  to  Htm 
man  oa  the  wtoie^  ^  ts*  the  bmhI  kail  wte  a  conin'  nf 
Ibe  lane." 

'<  W«U,  wellf  Mrv  Weller,"  said  the  gendemaa  m  blue^ 
''I  think  she  has  remarked  my  air  and  aianner,  !(&« 
WeUer." 

"^  I  sfaeald  think  ^heoooldnt  wery  well  be  off  o'  that,^ 
said  SaoL 

'^  Have  yea  any  little  thing  of  that  kmd  In  kand,  sirf  * 
inquiDsd  lihe  fisvored  gentiemaa  in  bhns,  drawing  a  lootk^ 
pic^  from  his  waiatooat  pocket 

'<  Not  exactly,"  said  Sam.     ^  Thos's  no  daughters  at 
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WKy  pkoe,  eke  o^  eoane  I  thoM  h$f  made  vp  to  rwrn  on 
'em.  As  it  is,  I  don't  think  I  can  do  vith  an3rthin'  tmdet 
a  Ibmale  matkis.  I  mi^  take  np  with  a  yoong  oomao 
o'  large  iin^)^^^  at  badn't  a  title,  if  fke  laade  wery 
fierce  love  to  me  —  not  else." 

<^0f  oonne  not,  Mn  Wdletv**  said  the  gentlenan  in 
bhMt  ^one  can^t  he  tronbled,  you  knew  ;  and  we  know, 
Mr.  WeUer — we»  who  are  men  of  the  wtarld  —  that  a 
good  naifoFm  mxmt  worii  its  way  with  tiie  women, 
aooaer  or  later.  In  &ot,  thafa  the  only  tUng,  b&- 
Ipween  yon  aad  bm,  that  makes  the  aerviee  worth  e»> 
iering  into." 

"<  Just  so,**  said  Sam.    "^Tbalfa  it,  t*  eonrae." 

When  thifl  coafidential  dialogae  had  gone  thus  far, 
glasses  were  placed  round,  and  erery  gentleman  ovdered 
what  he  liked  beat,  befbre  tibe  public  houee  shut  up. 
The  gentleaiai)  in  blue,  aad  die  man  in  orange,  who 
were  the  chief  exipiisitea  of  the  party,  ordered  **  cold 
srnb  jond  water,"^  bat  widi  the  others,  gin  and  wiUer, 
sweet,  appeared  to  be  the  favorite  beverage.  Sam  called 
4ib&  greei^precer  a  ^  desperate  wiUin,"  and  ordered  a  large 
bowl  of  ptmoh— *<two  chtramslanoea  whiefa  seemed  to 
•raise  him  very  much  in  the  opinion  of  the  selections. 

^  Gentlemen,**  said  the  man  ia  Uue,  with  an  air  of  the 
meet  consummate  dandjdsmy/^Fll  give  yea  the  ladies  i 
cwnc." 

^  Hear,  hear  I  "*  said  Sam.    ^  Hie  yoang  missides.'' 

Hera  thera  was  a  kmd  cry  of  ^  Order,''  and  Mr.  John 
Sawoker,^  as  the  gendenian  who  had  intredioeed  Mr. 
Welter  ints  that  oonnpany,  begged  to  infi>fm  him  that  the 
weid  he  had  just  made  use  of,  was  unparliameatary. 

^  Whidt  word  was  that  ^re,  sir  ^^  inquired  Sam. 

'^Missises,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  John  Smauker,  with  an 
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ahuniiig  fifonm.  ^  W6  dWi  r^bognise  8q<^  diatiaeiioM 
here*" 

'^Oh,  wery  good,"  said  Sam;  ^tken  111  amend  die 
obsorwation,  and  call  'em  the  dfear  creetan,  if  Biases  viH 
allow  me." 

Seme  doobt  appeared  to  exist  in  the  mind  ef  the  gen- 
doman  in  the  green-foil  smalls^  wbelher  ^e  diainnaii 
eoold  be  legallj  appealed  to,  as  ^  Bkaee,"  but  as  the 
eompanj  eeemed  moce  disposed  to  stand  upon  their  own 
rights  than  hiS|  the  question  was  n^t  raised^'  The  mas 
with  the  codLed4iat,  breathed  slMirt,  and  -looked  long  at 
Sam,  but  apparently  thought  it  as  well  to  say  nolhing^  m 
case  he  shoidd  get  ihe  worst  =of  it 

After  a  short  stknee^  a  genlleman  in  an  embroickred 
eoat  reaohing  down  to  his'  heels,  and  a  waistcoat  of  Ihe 
same  which  kept  one  half  of  his  legs  warm,  stirred  his 
gin  and  water  wi(^  great  energy,  and  pulling  himaeV 
upon  his  feet*  all  at  onee,  by  a  violent  eflbrt,  said  he  was 
desirous  of  offering  a  few  remarks  to  the  tqmfsaj: 
whoreupon  the  person  in  the  oocked-hat,  had  no  doubt 
that  the  oonlpany  would  be  very  happy  to  hear  any  re- 
marks'that  the  man  in  tho'long  coat  might  wish  to  offer. 

^I  feel  a  great  deKoacy,  gentlemen,  in  coming  iM^ 
'ard,"  said  the  man  in  the  long  coat,  ^  having  the  niislbr- 
chune  to  be  a  coachman,  and  be&ag  only  admitted  as  a 
honorary  member  of  these  agreeable  swarrys,  but  I  do 
feel  myself  bound,  g^ilemen  —-'  drove  Into  a  comer,  if  I 
may  uas  the  expression  •«->  to  make  known  an  afflieting 
cfatumslaiiee  whkh  has  come  to  my  knowledge ;  whMi 
has  happened  I  may  say  within  the  soap  of  my  every-day 
contemplation*  Gentlemen,  our  friend  Mx^  Whiffen 
(everybody  hmked  at  the  individual  in  orange),  ooi 
fiaend  Mr*  Whilfers  has  resigned*" 
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Univeni^  Mtonisliiiient  ML  upon  the  heftrers.  Eadi' 
gtentleman  looked  in  his  ndgbbor's  face,  and  then  tran»- 
fenrei  his  glance  to  the  upstanding  coaehman. 

^^ToQ  may  well  he  sapparised,  gentlemen,''  said  the 
eoaehman.  ^  I  will  not  wenefaure  to  state  the  reasons  of 
this  irrepldrahel  loss  to  the  service,  hnt  I  wiB  heg  Mr. 
Wyffers  to  state  them  himself,  for  the  improvement  and 
imitation  of  his  admiring  friends.'' 

The  suggestion  h^g  londlj  approved  of,  Mr.  Whiff*' 
era  explained.  He  said  he  eertainfy  could  have  wished 
to  harre  contmiied  to  hold  die  appointment  he  had  jnsi 
resigned.  The  uniform  was  extremelj  rich  and  expen* 
sive,  Uie  females  of  the  ikmily  was  most  agreeable,  and 
^e  duties  of  the  sitaation  was  not,  he  was  bound  to  say, 
too  heavy :  the  prineip^  service  that  was  required  of 
him,  being,  that  he  should  look  out  of  the  hall^window  as 
much  as  possible,  in  company  with  another  gentleman, 
who  had  also  resigned.  He  could  have  wished  to  have 
spared  that  company  the  painM  and  disgusting  detail  on 
which  he  was  about  to  enter,  but  as  the  explanation  had 
been  demanded  of  him,  he  had  no  alternative  but  to  state, 
bddly  and  distinctly,  that  he  had  been  required  to  eat  coM 
aMSt 

It  is  impossible  to  conceive  the  disgust  which  thi» 
ttvowal  awakened  in  the  bosoms  of  the  hearers.  Loud 
eriea  of  "  Shame ! "  mm^ed  with  groans  and  hisses,  pre« 
^'Ailed  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Mr.  Whifibrs  then  added  that  he  f^red  a  portion  of 
this  outrage  might  be  traced  to  his  own  forbearing  and 
accommodating  disposition.  He  had  a  distinct  recollec- 
tion of  having  once  consented  to  eat  salt  butter,  and  he 
had,  moreover,  on  an  occasion  of  sudden  sickness  in  the 
bouse,  so  far  forgotten  himself  as  to  carry  a  coal  scuttle 
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op  to  the  aeoond  floor.  Hei  ttustod  be  had  Hoi  loirefed 
himself  m  the  good  opimon  o£  his  friends  hy  this  fivnk 
confession  of  his  fisiiiUs ;  and  he  hdped  the  prampliieBS 
with  wfuch  he  had  resented  the  last  unmanlj  «atrage  on 
h]3  feelings,  to  which  h^  had  referr^,  would,  rahiatate 
him  in  theicr  good  opinion^  if  he  had. 

Mr.  Whififecs's  address  was  pespondtod  to  wUh  a  dioiit 
of  admiration,  and  the  health  of  the  interesthig  martyr 
\ms  drunk  in  a  moat  enthusiaslie  manner ;  for  this,  Che 
majrtjr  returned  Uiaaka,  and  {UrofKNied  their  visitor,  Mr« 
Wdler  ->-  a  gentleman  whom  he  had  not  the  pleasmre  of 
an  indmftte  acquaintance  with,  but  who  was  th^  friend 
of  Mr.  John  Snuudcer,  which  was  «  suffictent  letter  of 
reoommendation  to  any  soeiei^  of  gentlemen  whatever, 
or  wherever.  On  this  aooounH,  he  should  have  been 
disposed  to  have  given  Mr.  WelWs  health  with  all  the 
honors,  if  his  fnends  had  been  driddng  wine;  but  as 
thej  were  taking  spirits  by  wa^r  of  a  change :  and  as  it 
might  be  inccmvenient  to  empty  a  tumUer  at  efvery  toast  i 
he  should  propose  that  the  honors  be  understood. 

Ai  the  conclusion  of  this  ^leecfti,  everybody  look  a  sq» 
in  honor  of  Sam;  and  Sam  having  ladled  oat,  and  drunk, 
two  full  glasses  of  punch  in  honor  of  himself,  retumei 
thanks  in  a  neat  speech. 

^  Wery  much  oWiged  to  you,  old  feUers,"  said  Sam, 
ladling  away  at  the  punch  in  the  most  anembarrassed 
manner  possible,  ^'  for  this  here  eomplUnenl ;  wiefa 
comin'  from  sich  a  quarter,  is  wery  overvelmin*.  Pve 
beerd  a  good  deal  on  yoa  as  a  body,  but  I  will  say, 
that  I  never  thought  you  was  sich  uncommon  nice  men 
as  I  find  you  air.  I  only  hope  yoall  tidce  care  o'  yoor^ 
selves,  and  not  compromise  nothin'  o*  your  dignity,  whioh 
is  a  wery  chaxmin'  thing  to  aee,  when  one's  out  anindkiaV 
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«id  has  ahmy^  iMuIe  ttoeweiy  ba^pjrto  Idok  at,  evct 
vnoe  I  was  a  boy  bbovtt  half  as  high  as  the  bress-headed 
4ti^  xx^  my  werf  respectable  flieftd,  Blazes,  there.  As 
10  the  itictln  «f  oppiiMsi^n  fa  the  suit  e*  brims^me,  al 
I  can  s^f  of  hka,  is,  that  I  hope  be^  get  jkt  as  good  a 
berth  as  he  deserves :  in  vieh  case  it's  mrf  little  coM 
iwarry  as  ever  bell  be  troabled  with  a^/* 

Here  Sam  sat  down  with  a  pleasaat  smtle,  tttid  hfe 
speech  lumng  been  vecifbroaciy  applauded,  the  company 
-bn^ke  np. 

"  Wy,  you  don't  mean  to  say  yoa'je  a-ge$n^  old  ftsK 
ler  ?  **  said  Sam  WeOer  to  hfis  friend  Mr.  John  Smauker. 

^I  must  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Saiauker;  ^1  promised 
Bantam." 

"Oh,  wery  weU,**  said  Sam;  <<tiiat's  another  iMng. 
Fraps  he'd  reaign  if  you  disi^pinted  hhn.  You  ft'n^ 
a-goin'.  Blazes  ?  " 

^  Yes,  I  am,"  said  the  man  wfch  the  cocked-hat 

^  Wot,  and  leave  three  quarters  of  a  bowl  of  punch 
behind  you  I "  said  Sam ;  ^  nonsense,  sit  down  ag^" 

Mr.  Tackle  was  not  proof  against  this  invitation.  He 
laid  aside  the  cocked-hat  and  stick  whidi  he  had  just 
rtidccn  up,  ami  said  he  would  have  one  glass,  fbr  good* 
fellowship's  sake. 

As  the  gentiemaii  in  bhie  went  home  the  same  way  as 
Mr.  Tuckle,  he  was  prevailed  upon  to  stop  toa  When 
Uie  pua^h  was  about  half  gone,  Sam  ordered  in  some 
ojTsters  from  tbe  greengrooer^s  shop ;  and  the  eflbot  of 
both  was  so  extremely  exhilarating,  that  Mr.  Tuekie, 
llriBssed  out  with  die  eocked-hat  and  stick,  danced  the 
(tog  hornpipe  among  tiie  shells  on  the  table  i  while  tiie 
gentleman  in  blue  played  an  accompaniment  upon  an 
ing^uoafi  musical  instrament  formed  of  a  luar^eomb  and 
VOL.  m.  is 
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•  ourV^apen  At  laal,  whan  the  unmck  was  all  gona^ 
and  Uie  night  near]^  00,  thej  sailied  forth  lo  see  each 
olher  home.  Mr*  Tackle  no  soever  got  into  the  opaa 
air,  than  he  was  seized  with  a  sodd^  desite  to  lie  on 
Ihe  ciirb*etone ;  Saai  thought '  it  would  be  a  pity  to  con- 
Iradiet  him,  and  so  let  him  have  his  own  wajr.  As  the 
cocked-hat  would  have  bees  spoilt  if  left  there^  Sata 
T617  consideratelj  flattened  xt  down  oa  the  head  of  the 
fentlemaa  in  blue,  and  patting  the  big  slidt  fn  his  haad, 
propped  him  up  against  his  own  street-door, .  rang  Ihfe 
JMl,  and  walked  quietly  home. 

At  a  muefa  earNer  hour  next  mcmifig  than  1ms  nsiiid 
time  of  rising,  Mr«  Pickwick  walked  down^stairs^com- 
pletely  dressed,  and  rang  the  belL 

^Sam,"  said  Mr.  Piekwick,  when  Mr.  WeUer  ap- 
peared in  reply  to  the  summons,  ^ahui  the  door*'' 

Mr.  Waller  did  so. 

'^  There  was  an  unfortunate  occurrenoe  here,  last  night, 
8am,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  whkh  gave  Mr.  Winkle  some 
cause  to  apprehend  violence  from  Mr.  Dowlec'' 

*^  So  I've  heerd  6*om  the  old  lady  down-etaifs,  sir/*  re- 
plied Sam. 

"<  And  I'm  sorry  to  say,  Sam,"  cOntmued  Mi;.  Pieb- 
wick,  with  a  most  perplexed  countenance,  ^  that  in  dreai 
of  this  violence,  Mr.  Winkle  has  gone  away;" 

^  Gone  avay  I "  said  Sam* 

"  Left  the  house  early  this  moitimg,  without  the  slight- 
est previous  communication  with  me,"  replied  Mn  Pick^ 
wick.    **  And  is  gone,  I  know  not  where." 

^  He  should  ha'  stopped  and  fought  it  out,  an^"  replied 
Sam,  contemptuotttly.  ^  It  wouldn't  take  mnch  to  settle 
that  'ere  Dowier,  sir/' 

"^  Well,  Sam,"  aaid  Mr.  Pidcwicky  ^l  may  4wve  arf 
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doubts  of  hia  gnat  bmnry  and  determinifHMi,  Also.  But 
kowtev^r  thai  maj  be^  Mr«  Winkle  is  gone.  He  must  be 
found,  Sam  —  found  and  brought  baek  to  nu.. 

^  And  ^poee  be  wen- 1  oome  back,  sir,"  said  San. 

<<  He  must  be  made,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwi^ 

«  WboTs  to  do  it,  sii*?"  inqaired  l3am  with  a  smile. 

**  You,**  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

«  W^good,  sir* 
7  Wk^  iheae  words  Mr.  WeUer  kft  the  room,  and  itt- 
medifttolj  aAerwards  was'  heard  to  shtit  the  street-4oor. 
In  two  hours'  time  he  returned  with  as  much  eoolness  as 
4f  he  bad  been  deapatched  on  &e  most  ordinary  message 
possible,  and  bfcrugbC  ^e  information  t^Mb  an  individual, 
ki  ervery  respect  answering  Mr.  Winkle's  description,  had 
gone  over  to  Bristol  that  morning,  by  ^e  branob  coach 
from  the  Royal  Hotel. 

^  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick>  grasping  his  band,  ^  you're 
•9i  csipital  Wlo^ ;  an  inrakable'feloiir.  Ton  must  fellow 
him,  Sam." 

«  Cerf  nly,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  WeHen 

*<  The  iikdtant  yam  disoover  kiui,  write  to  me  imtn^- 
ately.  Sun,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  IP  be  attempts  to  run 
alray  from  you,  knock  him  do#n,  or  lock  him  up.  You 
bwv^  my  full  anthority,  Sam." 

''  I'll  be  wery  oareftrl,  sb*,"  rtjoined  Sam. 
I    "<  Youll  teU  bim,^  said  Mr.  Piokwick,  *"  Hiat  I  am 
highly  excited,  highly  displeased,  and  naturally  indig- 
nant, at  the  very  extraordinary  course  he  has  thought 
proper  to  pursue." 

"  I  will,  sir,"  replied  Sam. 

«  You'd  tell  him,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  « that  if  he 
does  not  oome  back  to  this  very  house,  with  you,  he 
will  oome  back  with  me,  for  I  will  come  and  fetch  him." 
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«ni  «ieB«2oB  dun  ^ete  sir,''  rejoined  Sank 

^Ym  think  70a  can  And  him^  Sam?"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, I  •  u.^^  eamestlj  ia  his  fSaoe. 

«"  Oby  III  find  him  if  Mb  aoTTan,''  N§<»Md  Sani,  with 
great  Qo&jtdenoe. 

*"  Yety  welV"  said  Mr.  PickwicL  ^  Hien  tbe  aoODor 
you  go  the  better.** 

With  these  instructions,  Mr.  Pickwick  placed  a  sum 
u£  mooej  in  the  haads  of  hia  fiitUil  •erritor,  aad  or- 
dered him  to  start  £or  Brialel  iamefiatol  j,  im  ponnit  of 
the  fugitive. 

Sam  put  a  few  aeceaBanes  in  a  eaipet4Mig)  and  was 
ready  for  startia^  He  stopped  when  ha  had  got  to  the 
end  of  the  pa$8age>  and  wdking  quielly  baok^  thrast  hw 
head  ia  at  the  parbr^loor^ 

"  Sir,"  whispered  Sara. 

"^  WeU,  Sam,*'  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  I  ful^  understaais  my  iaatnicitioBs,  do  I,  air?"  !«• 
quired  Sam. 

''I  hope  80,**  said  Mr.  PidkwSek* 

*"  It's  r^flavly  usdersiaod  about  tlM  knockki'  down,  k 
it,  sir?  "  ia<inire<i  Sam. 

^'Perfe^,"  repKed  Mr.  Pickwick  "^  Thopoughif . 
Do  what  you  think  necessary.    Yon  hare  my  ordenu^ 

Sam  gave  a  nod  of  Intelligeneet  and  withdrawing  his 
head  fi»m  tha  doer»  let  fiirth  an  hia  pilgrwnage  with  a 
ii|^  heait 
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CHAPTER  XXXVnL 

now  MB.  WINKLB9  WHEN  HE  STEPPED  OUT  OF  THB 
VRTDIOHPAlf,  WALKED  OBNTLT  ▲»»  0OMVOBTA.BLT 
DTTO   THB   FIBS. 

The  31-etarred  gentleman  who  bad  been  the  naibrtii- 
oate  cause  of  the  unnsual  noise  aad  disturtiance  whidi 
alarmed  the  inhabitants  of  the  Royal  Oeseent  kk  man- 
ner and  form  already  described,  after  pasmng  a  night  of 
great  ocmfusion  and  anxiety,  left  the  roof  beneath  which 
his  ftiends  still  slumbered,  boond  he  knew  not  whither. 
The  excellent  and  considei^ate  feeMngs  whieh  prompted 
Mr.  Winkle  to  take  this  step  can  never  be  too  highfy 
appreciated,  or  too  warmly  extolled.  ^  If,"  reasoned  Mr. 
Winkle  with  himself,  "^  if  this  Dowler  attempts  (as  I  have 
•no  doubt  he  will)  to  carry  mto  execution  his  threat  of 
personal  violence  against  myself  it  will  be  incumbent  on 
me  to  call  him  out  He  has  a  wife ;  that  wife  is  attached 
lo,  and  dependent  on  him.  Heavens !  if  I  should  kffl 
him  in  the  l^ndness  ot  my  wrath,  what  would  be  my 
feelings  ever  afterwards!"  This  pahifid  consideration 
0|)erated  so  powerfully  on  the  feelings  of  the  humane 
young  man,  as  to  cause  his  knees  to  knock  together,  and 
his  countenance  to  exhibit  alarming  manifestations  of  in- 
ward emotion.  Impelled  by  such  reflections,  be  grasped 
his  earpe^4>ag,  and  creeping,  stealthily  down-stairs,  shut 
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the  detestable  street-door  with  as  little  noise  as  possible, 
and  walked  off.  Bending  his  steps  towards  the  Bojal 
Hotel,  he  found  a  coach  on  the  point  of  starting  for  Bris- 
tol ;  and  thinking  Bristol  as  good  a  place  for  his  purpose 
as  any  other  he  could  go  to,  he  mounted  on  the  box,  and 
reached  his  place  of  destination  id  such  time  as  the  p:p  r 
of  horses,  who  went  the  whole  stage  and  t^ack  again  twic- 
a  day  or  more,  could  be  reasonably  supposed  to  arrive 
diero, 

1  ,  He  .took  up  hia  quartara  at  The  Bosh  y  and  deaigaing 
to  postpone  any  communication  by  letler  with  Mr.  Pick- 
wick  until  it  was  probable  that    Mr.  Dowler^s  wrath 

.migbt  have  in  some  degree  evapemited,  w«lkod  fcnrtli  to 
view  (he  ciiyi  whieh. struck  him  as  being  a  shade  more 

-diiHy  ttian  any  pfeee  be  had  erer  seen.  Having  inspected 
the  docks  and  shippings  luid  viewed  the  cathedr^  he  in- 

.  quired  bis  way  to  CliAoUf  and  being  directed  thither^  took 

.the  route  whkh  was  pointed  out  to  him.  But,  aa  the 
pavements  of  Bristol  are  not  the  widest  or  eleaaest  upon 
^ard»9  so  its  streets  are  not  altogether  the  straigliXest  <lr 

.  least  intricate ;  and  Mr.  Winkle  b^ng  greatly  pusszlad 
by  their  manifold  windings  and  twistinga,  looked  aboot 
jbim  fyt  a  decent  shop  m  whifih  he  oould  apply  afresh* 

t/br  counsel  and  instruction. 

liio  eye  fell  upop  a  newj^-painled  teoemeat  which  had 

;fyien  recently  converted  into  somethii^  between  a  shop 
and  a  private  housi^i  and  which  a  red  lamp,  prqjecting 
over  the  fanlight  of  thq  street*door,  WHMild  have  suffi- 
cieotiy  announced  as  the  residence  of  a  medical  prao- 

Jitioner,  even  if  the  word   "Surgery"  had  not  been 

.inscribed  in  golden  charHCters  on  a  wainscot  ground, 

.above  the  window  of  what,  in,  times  bygone^  had  bean 
the  front  parkxr.    Thinking  this  an  eligible  pkoe  whereip 
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Id  mdke  his  inqmriea,  Mr.  Winkle  stepped  into  the  IMn 
•hop  where  the  giltr]id>elled  drawers  and  bottles  were ; 
mad  findmg  nobody  there,  knocked  with  a  ha]f*crown  oo 
iho  counter,  to  attract  the  attention  of  anybody  who 
Kii^  happen  to  be  in  the  baek-parior,  whieh  he  judged 
to  be  the  inneraiost  and  peculiar  sanctum  of  the  estab^ 
lishment,  from  the  repetition  of  the  word  snidery  on  the 
door  —  painted  in  white  letters  this  time,  by  way  of 
taking  off  the  monotony. 

At  the  first  knock, »  soiwd,  as  of  persons  fendng  with 
Cre^rons,  which  bad  ontil  now  been  Tery  audible,  sud*- 
denly  ceased  ;  and  at  the  second,  a  stodioas-looking 
young  gentleman  in  green  speetedes,  with  a  very  large 
book  in  his  hand,  glided  quietly  into  the  shop,  and,  step* 
ping  behind  the  counter,  requested  to  know  the  visitor's 
pleasure. 

•  ^  I  aai  sorry  to  trouble  you,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Wtnkk, 
**  but  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  direct  me  to  ^  ■<■  ■■■ 

"  H(^  I  ha  !  ha  I "  roared  the  studious  young  gentle- 
man, throwing  the  large  book  up  into  the  air,  and  catching 
ii  with  great  dexterity  at  the  very  moment  when  it  threat- 
.ened  to  smash  to  atoms  all  the  bottles  on  the  counter. 
"  Here's  a  start ! " 

There  was,  without  doubt ;  for  Mr.  Winkle  was  so 
very  .much  astonished  at  the  ctstiaordinary  behavior  of 
the  medical  gentleman,  that  he  invokmtarily  retreated 
towards  the  door,  and  looked  very  nHi6h  disturbed  at  his 
strange  reception^ 

*^  What,  don't  you  know  nae  ?  "  said  tiie  medical  gen- 
tleman. 

Mr.  Winkle  murmured,  in  repLy,  tJii^  he  had  not  that 
pUsasure^ 

^  Why  then,'*  said  the  medical  gentleman,  ^  thertn  aHi 
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hopes  for  me  yet ;  I  may  attend  h^  the  old  women  im 
^fistol  if  Pve  decent  luck*  Get  out,  jam  raoaldj  old 
.filkin,  get  out  I  **  With  ting  adjaraUon,  which  was  m^ 
dtessed  to  the  large  book,  the  medical  gentleman  kidded 
Ihe  Toluiae  with  remarkable  a^tj  to  the  further  end  of 
tlie  shop,  and  pulling  off  his  green  spectades,  grinned 
Ihe  identical  grin  of  Robert  Sawjer,  Esquire,  formeriy 
of  G«3r's  Hospital  in  the  Boroagh,  with  a  private  resi- 
dence in  Lant  Street 

^  Yon  don't  mean  to  say  you  werenH  down  npon  me !" 
said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  shaking  Mr.  Winkle's  hand  witk 
friendly  warmth. 

**  Upon  my  word  I  was  not,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle,  Pft» 
taming  the  pressure. 

**  I  wonder  you  didn't  see  the  name,*'  said  Bob  Saw- 
yer, calling  his  friend's  attention  to  the  outer  doOT;  oa 
which,  in  the  same  white  paint,  were  traced  the  words 
**  Sawyer,  late  Nockemorf." 

"  It  never  caught  my  eye,"  returned  Mr.  Winkle. 

"  Lord,  if  I  had  known  who  you  were,  I  should  have 
ntshed  out,  and  caught  you  in  my  arms,"  said  Bob  Saw- 
yer ;  "^  but  upon  my  life,  I  thought  you  were  die  Eing^s^ 
taxes." 

**Ife!"8aidMr.Wrakl©. 

<«I did,  indeed,"  responded  Bob  Sawyer,  <<and  I  waa 
just  going  to  say  that  I  wasn't  at  home,  but  if  you*4 
k>ave  a  message  Fd  be  sure  to  give  it  to  myself;  for  he 
don't  know  me :  no  more  does  the  Lighting  and  Paving. 
•I  think  the  Church-rates  guesses  who  I  am,  and  I  know 
the  Water-works  does,  because  I  drew  a  tooth  of  hia 
when  I  first  catne  down  here.  -—  But  oome  in,  come  in  I  * 
Chattering  in  this  way,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  pushed  M«. 
Winkle  into  ihe  back  room,  where,  amusing  himself  by 
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boring  little  circular  caverns  in  the  chimney-piece  with 
n  red-hot  poker,  sat  no  less  a  person  than  Mr.  Benjamin 
Allen. 

**  Well,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  <<  this  is  indeed  a  pleasore 
Ifaat  I  did  not  expect  What  a  very  nice  place  yon  have 
herer 

«*  Pretty  well,  pretty  well,**  replied  Bob  Sawyer.  «  I 
pastedy  8oon  alter  that  precious  party,  and  my  friends 
came  down  with  the  needful  for  this  business ;  so  I  put 
«n  a  bhiok  suit  of  clothes,  and  a  paSr  of  spectacles,  and 
eame  here,  to  look  as  solemn  as  I  could." 

"  And  a  very  snug  little  business  you  have,  no  doubt  ?" 
aaid  Mr.  Winkle,  knowingly. 

"  Very,**  replied  Bob  Sawyer.  **  So  snug,  that  at  the 
end  of  a  few  years  you  miglit  put  all  the  profits  in  a 
wine-glass,  and  cover  'em  over  with  a  gooseberry  leaf." 

"You  cannot  surely  mean  that?"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 
«  The  stock  iteelf"  — 

"  Dummies,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Bob  Sawyer  ;  "  half 
the  drawers  have  got  nothing  in  'em,  and  the  other  half 
don't  open." 

"  Nonsense ! "  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

"  Fact  —  honor  I "  returned  Bob  Sawyer,  stepping  out 
into  the  shop,  and  demonstrating  the  veracity  of  the 
assertion  by  divers  hard  pulls  at  the  little  gilt  knobs  oa 
the  counterfeit  drawers.  "  Hardly  anything  real  in  the 
shop  but  the  leeches,  and  Me^  are  second-hand." 

"  I  shouldn't  have  thought  it  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Winkle^ 
much  surprised. 

"  I  hope  not,"  replied  Bob  Sawyer,  "  else  where's  tlie 
use  of  appearances,  eh  ?  But  what  will  you  take  ?  Do 
AS  we  do  ?  —  that's  right  Ben,  my  fine  fellow,  put  your 
hand  into  the  cupboard,  and  bring  out  the  patent  digester." 
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Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  smiled  his  readiness,  and  pro 
duoed  from  the  closet  at  his  elbow  a  black  bottle  half  loll 
of  brandy. 

**  You  don't  take  water,  of  coarse  ?  "  said  Bob  Sawyer. 

"  Thank  you,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle.  « It's  rather  early: 
1  should  like  to  qualify  it,  if  you  have  no  objection." 

**  None  in  the  least,  if  you  can  reconcile  it  to  your  con- 
Ecience,*'  replied  Bob  Sawyer ;  tossing  off,  as  he  spoke,  a 
glass  of  the  liquor  with  great  relish.    **  Ben,  the  pipkin  I  '* 

Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  drew  forth,  from  the  same  hiding^ 
place,  a  small  brass  pipkin,  which  Bob  Sawyer  observed 
he  prided  himself  upon,  particularly  because  it  looked  so 
business-like.  The  water  in  the  professional  pipkin  hav- 
ing been  made  to  boil,  in  course  of  time,  by  various  little 
shovelfuls  of  coal,  which  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  took  out  of 
a  practicable  window-seat,  labelled  "  Soda  Water,"  Mr. 
Winkle  adulterated  his  brandy;  and  the  conversation 
was  becoming  general,  when  it  was  interrupted  by  the 
entrance  into  the  shop  of  a  boy,  in  a  sober  gray  livery 
and  a  gold-laccd  hat,  with  a  small  covered  basket  under 
his  arm :  whom  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  immediately  hailed 
with,  "  Tom,  you  vagabond,  come  here." 

The  boy  presented  himself  accordingly. 

*'  You've  been  stopping  to  over  all  the  posts  in  Bristol, 
you  idle  young  scamp ! "  said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer.  ^ 

"  No,  sir,  1  haven't,"  replied  the  boy. 

"  You  had  better  not ! "  said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  with  a 
tllr^ateIling  aspect.  "Who  do  you  suppose  will  ever  em- 
ploy a  professional  man,  when  they  see  his  boy  playing 
at  marbles  in  the  gutter,  or  flying  the  garter  in  the 
horse-road  ?  Have  you  no  feeling  for  your  profession^ 
you  groveller  ?     Did  you  leave  all  the  medicine  ?  " 

"Yes  sir." 
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^  The  powders  for  the  child,  at  tiie  large  house  with 
the  new  fiusilj,  and  the  pills  to  he  taken  four  times  a 
day  at  the  ill-tempered  old  gentleman's  with  the  gouty 
leg?" 

«  Yes  sir." 

^  Then  shut  the  door,  and  mind  the  shop." 

^  Come,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  as  the  boy  retired,  "  things 
are  not  quite  so  bad  as  you  would  have  me  believe, 
either.    There  is  same  medicine  to  be  sent  out." 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  peeped  into  the  shop  to  see  that  no 
stranger  was  within  hearing,  and  leaning  forward  to  Mr. 
Winkle,  said,  in  a  low  tone  : 

"  He  leaves  it  all,  at  the  wrong  houses." 

Mr.  Winkle  looked  perplexed,  and  Bob  Sawyer  and 
his  friend  laughed.   . 

"  Don't  you  see  ?  "  said  Bob ;  "  he  goes  up  to  a  house, 
rings  the  area  bell,  pokes  a  packet  of  medicine  without  a 
direction  into  the  servant's  hand,  and  walks  off.  Servant 
takes  it  into  the  dining-parlor ;  master  opens  it,  and 
reads  the  label,  *  Draught  to  be  taken  at  bedtime—  pilb 
as  before  —  lotion  as  usual  —  the  powder.  From  Saw- 
yer's, late  Nockemorf 's.  Physicians'  prescriptions  care- 
fully prepared  :'  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  Shows  it  to  hie 
wife  —  she  reads  the  label ;  it  goes  down  to  the  servants 
—  ihey  read  the  label.  Next  day  the  boy  calls :  '  Very 
sorry  —  his  mistake  —  immense  business  —  great  many 
parcels  to  deliver  —  Mr.  Sawyer's  compliments  —  late 
Nockemorf 's.*  The  name  gets  known;  and  that's  the 
thing,  my  boy,  in  the  medical  way ;  bless  your  heart,  old 
fellow,  it's  better  than  all  the  advertising  in  the  world. 
We  have  got  one  four-ounce  bottle  that's  been  to  half  the 
houses  in  Bristol,  and  hasn't  done  yet" 

**  Dear  me,  I  see,"  observed  Mr.  Winkle;  "  what  an 
exi^llent  plan  1 " 
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^  Oh,  Ben  and  I  have  hit  upoo  a  dozen  such,**  replied 
Bob  Sawyer,  with  great  glee.  ^The  lamplighter  has 
eightoenpence  a  week  to  poll  the  night-bell  for  ten  min- 
utes, every  time  he  comes  round ;  and  my  boy  always 
rushes  into  church,  just  before  the  psalms,  when  the  peo- 
ple have  got  nothing  to  do  but  look  about  'em,  and  calls 
me  out,  with  horror  and  dismay  depicted  on  his  counte- 
nance. 'Bless  my  soul,'  everybody  says,  'somebody 
taken  suddenly  ill !  Sawyer,  late  Nockemor^  sent  fl»; 
What  a  business  that  young  man  has ! '" 

At  the  termination  of  this  disclosure  of  some  of  the 
mysteries  of  medicine,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  and  his  friend, 
Ben  Allen,  threw  themselves  back  in  their  respective 
diairs,  and  laughed  boisterously.  When  they  had  en- 
joyed the  joke  to  their  hearts'  content,  the  discourse 
changed  to  topics  in  which  Mr.  Winkle  was  more  im- 
mediatdy  interested. 

We  think  we  have  hinted  elsewhere,  that  Mr.  Benja- 
min Allen  had  a  way  of  becoming  sentimental  afier 
brandy.  The  case  is  not  a  peculiar  one,  as  we  ourself 
<san  testify :  having,  on  a  few  occasions,  had  to  deal  with 
patients  who  have  been  afflicted  in  a  similar  manner.  At 
this  precise  period  of  his  existence,  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen 
had  perhaps  a  greater  predisposition  to  OAaudlinism  than 
he  had  ever  known  before ;  the  cause  of  which  nudady 
was  briefly  this.  He  had  been  staying  nearly  three 
weeks  with  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer ;  Mr.  Bob  Sawy^*  was  not 
remarkable  for  temperance,  nor  was  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen 
for  the  ownership  of  a  very  strong  head ;  the  conse- 
quence was,  that,  during  the  whole  space  of*  time  just 
mentioned,  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  had  been  wavering  b^ 
tween  intoxication  partial  and  intoxication  complete. 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  taking  ad  van- 
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(age  of  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer's  temporary  absence  behind  the 
counter,  whither  he  had  retii-ed  to  dispense  some  of  the 
second-hand  leeches,  previoqsly  referred  to,  "my  dear 
friend,  I  am  very  miserable/* 

Mr.  Winkle  professed  his  heartfelt  regret  to  hear  it^ 
and  begged  to  know  whether  he  could  do  anything  to 
alleviate  the  sorrows  <^  the  suffering  student. 

"  Nothing,  my  dear  boy  —  nothing,"  said  Ben.  "  You 
recollect  Arabella,  Winkle  —  my  sister  Arabella —  a  lit- 
tle girl.  Winkle,  with  black  eyes  —  when  we  were  down 
at  Wardle's?  I  don't  know  whether  you  happened  to 
notice  her  —  a  nice  little  girl,  Winkle.  Perhaps  my  feat- 
ures may  recall  her  countenance  to  your  recollection  ?" 

Mr.  Winkle  required  nothing  to  recall  the  charming 
Arabella  to  his  mind ;  and  it  is  rather  fortunate  he  did 
not,  for  the  features  of  her  brother  Benjamin  would  un- 
questionably have  proved  but  an  indififcMrent  refresher  to 
his  memory.  He  answered,  with  as  much  calmness  as 
he  could  assume,  that  he  perfectly  remembered  the 
young  lady  referred  to,  and  sincerely  trusted  she  was 
in  good  health. 

"  Our  friend  Bob  is  a  delightful  fellow.  Winkle,"  waa 
the  only  reply  of  Ben  Allen. 

"Very,"  said  Mr.  Winkle;  not  much  relisliing  this 
dose  connection  of  the  two  names. 

^'  I  designed  'em  for  each  other ;  they  were  made  for 
each  other,  sent  into  the  world  for  each  other,  bom  for 
each  other,  Winkle,"  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  setting  down 
his  glass  with  great  emphasis.  "  There's  a  special  des- 
tiny in  the  matter,  my  dear  sir ;  there's  only  five  years' 
difference  between  'em,  and  both  their  birthdays  are  in 
August" 

Mr.  Winkle  was  too  anxious  to  hear  what  was  to  fol^^ 
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low,  to  express  much  wonderment  at  this  extraordinary 
coincidence,  marvellous  as  it  was ;  so  Mr.  Ben  Allen, 
aAer  a  tear  or  two,  went  on  to  saj,  that,  notwithstanding 
all  his  esteem  and  respect  and  veneration  for  his  friend, 
Arabella  had  unaccountably  and  undutiftdlj  evinced  the 
most  determined  antipathy  to  his  person. 

^  And  I  think,"  said  Mr.  Ben  AUen,  in  conclusion,  ^'  / 
think  there's  a  prior  attachment." 

^  Ilave  you  any  idea  who  the  object  of  it  may  be?* 
asked  Mr.  Winkle,  with  great  trepidation* 

Mr.  Ben  AUen  seized  the  poker ;  flourished  it,  in  a 
warlike  manner,  above  his  head ;  inflicted  a  savage  blow 
on  an  imaginary  skull,  and  wound  up  by  saying,  in  a 
very  expressive  manner,  that  he  only  wished  he  could 
guess  —  that  was  alL 

"  rd  show  him  what  I  thought  of  him,"  said  Mr.  Ben 
Allen.  And  round  went  the  poker  again,  more  fiercely 
than  before. 

All  this,  was,  of  course,  very  soothing  to  the  feelings 
of  Mr.  Winkle,  who  remained  silent  for  a  few  minutes ; 
but  at  length  mustered  up  resolution  to  inquire  whether 
Miss  Allen  was  in  Kent 

**  No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  laying  aside  the  poker, 
and  looking  very  cunning ;  "  I  didn't  think  Wardle's  ex- 
actly the  place  for  a  headstrong  girl ;  so,  as  I  am  her 
natural  protector  and  guardian,  our  parents  being  dead, 
I  have  brought  her  down  into  this  part  of  the  country  to 
spend  a  few  months  at  an  old  aunt's,  in  a  nice,  dull,  dose 
place.  I  think  that  will  cure  her,  my  boy ;  and  if  it 
doesn't^  m  take  her  abroad  for  a  little  while,  and  see 
what  that  Tl  do." 

''Oh,  the  aunfs  is  in  Bristol,  is  it?"  faltered  Mr. 
Winkle. 
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•No,  no  —  not  in  Bristol,'*  replied  Mr.  Ben  Allen^ 
jerking  his  Hhumb  over  his  right  shoulder:  '^over  that 
waj — down  there.  But,  hush,  here's  Bob.  Not  a 
word,  mj  dear  friend :  not  a  word." 

Short  as  this  conversation  was,  it  roused  in  Mr.  Win* 
kle  the  highest  degree  of  ezcitement  and  anxietj.  The 
suspected  prior  attachment  rankled  in  his  heart  "Could 
he  be  the  object  of  it  ?  Gould  it  be  for  hlra  that  the  fair 
Arabella  had  looked  scomfuUj  on  the  sprightly  Bob 
Sawyer,  or  had  he  a  successful  rival  ?  He  determined 
lo  see  her,  cost  what  it  migfat ;  but  here  an  insurmounta* 
ble  objection  presented  itself,  for  whether  the  explana- 
tory *♦  over  that  way,"  and  **  down  there,"  of  Mr.  Ben 
Allen,  meant  three  miles  ojQT,  or  thirty,  or  three  hundred, 
he  could  in  no  wise  guess. 

But  he  had  no  opportunity  of  pondering  over  his  love 
just  then,  for  Bob  Sawyer^s  return  was  the  immediate 
precursor  of  the  arrival  of  a  meatppie  from  the  baker's,  of 
which  that  gentleman  insisted  on  his  staying  to  partake. 
The  cloth  was  laid  by  an  occasiomd  charwoman,  who 
officiated  in  the  capacity  of  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer's  house- 
keeper; and  a  third  knife  and  fork  having  been  bor- 
towed  from  the  mother  of  the  boy  in  the  gray  livery  (for 
Mr.  Sawyer's  domestic  arrangements  were  as  yet  con- 
ducted on  a  limited  scale),  they  sat  down  to  dinner ;  tlie 
beer  being  served  up,  as  Mr.  Sawyer  remarked,  '^  in  its 
native  pewter." 

After  dinner,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  ordered  in  the  largest 
mortar  in  the  shop,  and  proceeded  to  brew  a  reeking 
jorum  of  rum-punch  therein :  stirring  up  and  amalgamat- 
ing the  materiab  with  a  pestle  in  a  very  creditable  and 
apothecary-like  manner.  Mr.  Sawyer,  being  a  bachelor, 
had  only  one  tumbler  in  the  house,  which  was  assigned 
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to  Mr.  \innkle  as  a  compliment  to  the  visitor :  Mr.  Ben 
Allen  being  accommodated  with  a  ftinnel  with  a  oork  in 
the  narrow  end:  and  Bob  Sawyer  contenting  himself 
with  one  of  those  wide-lipped  crystal  vessefe  inscribed 
with  a  variety  of  cabalistic  characters,  in  which  diemists 
are  wont  to  measure  out  their  liquid  drugs  in  oomponnd* 
ing  prescriptions.  These  preliminaries  adjusted,  the 
pundi  was  tasted,  and  pronounced  excellent;  and  it 
having  been  arranged  that  Bob  Sawyer  and  Ben  Allen 
should  be  considered  at  liberty  to  fill  twice  to  Mr.  Win- 
kle's once,  they  started  fisur,  with  great  satisfaction  and 
good-fellowship. 

There  was  no  singing,  because  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  said 
it  wouldn't  look  professional;  but  to  make  amends  for 
this  deprivation  there  was  so  much  talking  and  laughing 
that  it  might  have  been  heard,  and  very  likely  was,  at 
the  end  of  the  street:  which  conversation  materially 
lightened  the  hours  and  in^>roved  the  mind  of  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer's  boy,  who,  instead  of  devoting  the  evening  to  his 
ordinary  occupation  of  writing  his  name  on  the  counter, 
and  rubbing  it  but  again,  peeped  through  the  glass  door, 
and  thus  listened  and  looked  on,  at  the  same  time. 

The  mirth  of  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  was  rigidly  ripening 
into  the  furious ;  Mr.  Ben  Allen  was  fast  relapsing  into 
the  sentimental;  and  the  punch  had  wellmgh  disap* 
peared  altogether ;  wh^  the  boy  hastily  running  in,  an* 
nounced  that  a  young  woman  had  just  come  over,  to  say 
that  Sawyer  late  Nockemorf  was  wanted  directly,  a  couple 
of  streets  off.  This  broke  up  the  party.  Mr.  Bob  Saw* 
yer,  understanding  the  message,  after  some  twenty  repe- 
titions, ti^  a  wet  cloth  round  his  head  to  sober  himself, 
and  having  partially  succeeded,  put  on  his  green  specta- 
oles  and  issued  finrth.    Resisting  all  entreaties  to  stay  till 
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he  came  trnck,  and  fiading  it  quite  impossible  to  engsge 
Mr.  Ben  AUen  in  aoj  intelligible  oonyersation  on  the 
8i:d>ject  nearest  bis  beart,  or  indeed  on  an j  otber^  Mr, 
Winkle  took  bis  departare,  and  returned  to  the  Busb. 

Tbe  anxietj  of  bis  mind,  and  tbe  numerous  medita- 
tieos  wbicb  Arabella  bad  awakmed,  prevent^  bis  sbare 
of  tke  mortar  of  punch  producing  that  effect  upon  him 
which  it  would  have  bad,  under  other  circumstances, 
S0|  after  taking  a  glass  of  soda-water  and  brandy  at  the 
bar,  he  turned  into  tbe  coffee-room«  dispirited  ratW  than 
elevated  bj  the  occarrences  of  tbe  evening. 

Sitting  in  fnmt  of  tbe  fire,  with  his  back  towards  him, 
was  a  talUsh  gentleman  in  a  great-coat :  tbe  onlj  other 
occupant  of  the  room.  It  was  rather  a  cool  evening  for 
the  season  of  the  year,  and  the  gentleman  drew  his  chair 
aside  to  afford  the  new-comer  a  sight  of  ihe  fire.  What 
were  Mr.  Winkle's  feelings  when,  in  so  doing,  be  dis- 
closed to  view  tbe  face  and  4gure  of  the  vindictive  and 
sanginnarj  Dowler  1 

Mr.  Winkle's  first  impulse  was  to  give  a  Tiolent  puU 
at  the  nearest  bell-handle,  but  that  unfortunately  hap- 
pened to  be  immediately  behind  Mr.  Bowler's  head.  He 
had  made  one  step  towards  it,  before  be  checked  liimaAH; 
Ab  be  did  so^  Mr.  Dowler  very  hastily  drew  back. 

^Mr.  Winkle,  nn  Be  csjm.  Don't  strike  me.  I 
won't  bear  it  A  blow  I  Never  I"  said  Mr.  Dowler, 
looking  meeker  than  Mr.  Winkle  bad  expected  in  a  gan- 
tleman  of  bis  foroeity. 

^  A  blow,  sir  ?  "  stammered  Mr.  Winkle. 

^  A  blow,  sir,"  replied  Dowler.  ^  Compose  your  feel* 
iigs.    Sit  down,    Hearme." 

<"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  tremUing  from  bead  to  fbo^ 
^  before  I  consent  to  sit  down  beside,  or  opposite  yoq, 
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irkhoat  the  presence  of  a  waiter,  I  must  be  Eeeured  hj 
some  fiirCher  understanding.  Yoa  ttsed  a  threat  against 
me  last  night,  sir  —  a  dreadfhl  threat,  sir.**  Here  Mr. 
Winkle  turned  very  pale  indeed,  and  stopped  shoit. 

^I  did,**  said  Dowler,  with  a  countenance  almost  as 
white  as  Mr.  Winkle's.  *^  Circmnstanoes  were  soi^iciotis. 
They  have  been  explained.  I  respect  your  bravery. 
Tour  feeling  is  upright.  Conscious  innocence*  There*a 
my  hand.     Grasp  it.-" 

^  Really  sk,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  hesitating  whether  to 
give  his  hand  or  not,  and  almost  fearii^  that  it  waa 
d^anded  in  order  that  he  might  be  taken  at  an  advan- 
tage, "really  sir,  I  "^ 

"  I  know  what  you  mean,"  interposed  Dowler.  "  Yoa 
feel  aggrieved.  Very  natural.  So  should  I.  I  was 
wrong.  I  beg  your  pardon.  Be  friendly.  Forgive 
me."  With  this,  Dowl^  fairly  forced  his  hand  upon 
Mr.  Winkle,  and  shaking  it  with  the  utmost  vehemencey 
declared  he  was  a  fellow  of  extreme  spirit,  and  he  had  a 
higher  opinion  of  him  than  ever. 
*  "  Now,"  said  Dowler,  "  sit  down.  Relate  it  alL  How 
did  you  find  me?  Wlien  did  you  follow?  Be  frank* 
Tell  me." 

"  It's  quite  accidental,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle,  greatly 
perplexed  by  the  curious  and  unexpected  nature  of  the 
interview,  *•  Quite." 

^  Glad  of  it,"  said  Dowler.  <"  I  woke  this  mommf^ 
I  had  forgotten  my  threat.  I  lau^ied  at  the  acddaot. 
I  felt  friendly.     I  said  so.** 

«  To  whom  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Winkle. 

"^  To  Mrs.  Dowler.  *  You  made  a  vow/  said  she.  ^  I 
£d,'  said  I.  ^It  was  a  rash  one/  said  she.  'It  waa^ 
laid  I.    « 111  apologize.     Where  is  he  ? ' " 
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"^  Who  ?  "  mqnred  Mr.  Wmkfe. 

"  You,"  replied  Dowler.  "  I  went  down-^telnu  Tom 
were  not  to  be  found.  Pickwick  looked  gloomy.  Shook 
bis  head.  Hoped  no  yioknoe  would  be  committed.  1 
law  it  alL  You  felt  yourself  insulted.  You  had  gono^ 
for  a  friend  perbi^)s.  Possibly  for  pistols.  '  High  i^irit, 
fiiicl  I.    « I  admune  him.' " 

Mr.  Winkle  coaled,  and  begmning  to  see  how  tha 
Irad  lay,  assumed  a  look  of  imfortanoe. 
-  '*  I  left  a  note  fear  you,"  resumed  Dowler.  "  I  said  I 
was  sorry.  So  I  was.  Pressing  business  called  me 
here.  You  were  not  satisfied.  You  felk>wed.  'Ifon 
required  a  verbal  expfamatiODL  Yon  were  right  if  s 
all  over  now.  My  business  is  finished.  I  go  btek  tor 
morrow.    Join  me.** 

As  Dowler  progressed  in  his  explanation,  Mr.  Whir 
kle*s  ootmtenanoe  grew  more  and  more  dignffied.  The 
mysterious  nature  of  the  oommemcement  of  th«r  coin 
▼ersadon  was  espkined ;  Mr.  Dowler  had  as  great  am 
objection  to  duelling  as  himself;  in  short,  this  blustering 
and  awfiil  personage  was  one  of  the  most  egregious  cow- 
ards in  existence,  and  interpreting  Mr.  Winkle^s  absenoe 
tiirough  the  medium  of  his  own  fears,  had  takeo  the 
same  step  as  himself,  and  prudently  retired  until  aB 
excitement  of  feeling  should  have  subsided. 

As  the  real  state  of  the  case  dawned  upon  Mr.  Win- 
kle's ramd,  he  looked  very  terrible,  md  said  he  was  per^ 
feetly  satisfied ;  but  a(  the  same  time,  said  so,  with  aa 
air  that  left  Mr.  Dowler  no  alternative  but  to  infer  thai 
if  he  had  not  been,  something  most  horrible  and  de- 
structive must  inevitahly  have  occnired.  Mr.  Dowler 
appeared  to  be  impreai>ed  Mrith  a  becomiBg  9emf9  of  Mr. 
Winkle's  magnanimity  and  condescension ;  and  the  tme 
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belligerents  parted  for  t&e  nighty  ^th  nanj  pR>tetl«tioii8 
if  eternal  fHendsldp. 

About  bidf-pasi  twelve  o'clock^  wben  Mr.  Winkle  had 
been  rerelHng  some  twenty  mknites  in  the  ftiU  luxury 
of  his  first  sleep,  he  was  suddenly  awakened  by  a  loud 
knocking  at  his  ehamber^door,  whidi,  being  repeated 
with  increased  vehemence,  caused  him  to  start  op  in  bed* 
and  inquire  who  was  tiiere,  and  what  tiie  matter  was. 

^^  Please,  sir,  here's  a  young  man  which  says  he  mnaC 
iee  you  direeUy,"  responded  the  voioe  of  the  chamber- 
audd. 

*  A  yotmg  man ! "  excknmed  lir«  Winkle. 

*  No  mistake  about  that  'ere^  sir,**  replied  another 
T«lce  throiq;h  the  k^-hole ;  ^  and  if  that  wery  aame 
interestin'  young  creetur  a'n*t  let  in  vithbat  delay,  itfa 
wery  possible  as  his  legs  vill  Muter  afore  his  coonte- 
nance."  The  young  man  gave  a  gentle  ktdc  at  one  of 
die  lower  pands  of  the  docv,  alter  he  had  given  utter- 
ance to  tys  faint,  as  if  to  add  feroe  and  pmnt  to  the 
lemark. 

^  Is  diat  yoQ,  Sam ?"  iaqaned  Mr.  Widde,  sprin^png 
out  of  bed. 

<'  QoHe  unpossiUe  to  identify  any  graTm'n  vith  any 
degree  o'  m^ital  satisfaction,  vithout  lookin'  at  him,  dr," 
replied  the  voice,- dogmatkally. 

Mr*  Winkle,  not  much  doubting  who  the  young  man 
was,  unlocked  the  door ;  which  he  had  no  sooner  done» 
Chan  Mr.  Samuel  Weller  entered  with  great  predfHta* 
don,  and  carefully  relocking  it  on  the  inside,  deliberately 
put  the  key  in  his  waistcoat  pocket :  and,  after  sulnreying 
lb*.  Winkle  from  head  to  foot,  said  — 

'^  You're  a  wery  huuKnious  young  genTm'a,  yoo  ab^ 
ifarr 
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'  ^  WliM  do  joa  mean  bj  this  oondoet, Sam?**  inqiiirod 
Mr.  Winkle,  mdignaiHlj.  ^  Get  out,  sir,  this  instant 
What  do  yon  mean,  sir  ?  ** 

^  What  do  /mean,''  retorted  Sam ;  "  come,  sir,  this  is 
mother  too  rich,  as  the  yoim^  lady  said,  wen  she  remon- 
strated with  the  pastry-oook,  arter  he'd  sold  her  a  pork* 
pie  as  had  got  nothin'  but  fat  inside.  What  do  /  mean  ! 
Well,  that  aVt  a  bad  'mi,  that  a'n't" 

**  Unlock  that  door,  and  leave  this  n>om  immediately, 
sir,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

**  I  shall  leave  this  here  room,  sfa*,  j«st  precisely  at  the 
wery  same  moment  as  you  teares  it,"  responded  Sam, 
speaking  in  a  forcible  manner,  and  seating  himself  with 
perfect  gravity.  ^  If  I  find  it  *\  vsessary  to  carry  you  away, 
pick-a-back,  o'  course  I  shall  leave  it  the  least  bit  o'  time 
possible  afore  you ;  bat  allow  me  to  express  a  h<^  as 
you  won't  reduce  me  to  ez-tremities :  in  saying  wich,  I 
merely  quote  wot  the  nobleman  said  to  the  fractious  pen- 
ny winkle,  veiv  he  vonldn't  come  out  of  his  shell  by  means 
of  a  pin,  and  he  conseqvently  began  to  be  afeerd  that  he 
should  be  obliged  to  crack  bim  in  the  parlor-door."  At 
the  end  of  this  address,  which  was  unusually  lengthy  for 
faim,  Mr.  Weller  planted  his  hands  on  his  knees,  and 
looked  full  in  Mr.  Winkle's  £bk»,  with  an  expression  of 
countenance  which  showed  that  he  had  not  the  remotest 
intention  of  being  trifled  with. 

^  You're  a  amiably  disposed  yomig  man,  sir,  I  don't 
think,"  resumed  Mr.  WeUer,  in  a  tone  of  moral  reprOof, 
*^  to  go  inwolving  our  precious  governor  in  all  sorts  & 
fimtoegs,  wen  he's  made  up  his  mind  to  go  through 
everythink  for  principle.  You're  fiir  worse  nor  Dodsoo, 
sir;  and  as  for  Fo^,  I  consider  hna  a  born  angel  to  yoo!'^ 
Mr.  Weller  having  accompanied  this  last  sentiment  wilh 
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an  emphatie  alap  cm  each  knee,  folded  hk  ainv«  w^  a 
look  a[  great  disgust,  and  threw  himself  badk  m  hit 
cliair,  as  if  awaiting  the  criminal's  defence. 

^^Mj  good  fellow/'  said  Mr.  Winkle,  extending  his 
hand;  his  teeth  chattering  all  the  time  he  spoke,  finr 
he  had  been  standing,  during  the  whole  <^  Mr.  Welki^t 
lecture,  in  his  night-gear,  <^  My  good  fellow,  I  reaped 
jour  attachment  to  my  exoeUent  friend,  imd  I  am  verjr 
sorry  indeed,  to  have  added  to  his  causes  for  disquiet. 
There,  Sam,  there  I** 

*^  Well,"  said  Sam,  rather  sulkily,  bat  giving  the  prof* 
f^red  hand  a  respectful  shake  at  the  same  time :  ^  Well, 
BO  you  ought  to  be,  and  I  am  weiy  glad  to  find  yon  air  ; 
for,  if  I  can  help  it,  I  won't  have  him  put  i^oa  by  no* 
body,  and  that's  all  about  if 

''  Certainly  not,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Winkle.  <"  Th^el 
Now  go  to  bed,  Sam,  and  we'll  talk  fiirther  about  thvi 
in  the  morning." 

^I'm  wery  sorry,'-  said  Sam,  ^but  I  can't  go  to 
bed." 

"<  Not  go  to  bed  I "  repeated  Mr.  Winkle. 

^  No^"  said  Sam,  shaking  his  head,  ^  Can't  be  done." 

<' You  don't  mean  to  say  you're  going*  back  to^ug^t^ 
Sam ; "  uiged  Mr.  Winkle,  greatly  surprised. 

^Not  unless  you  partickleily  wish  it,"  replied  Sam; 
^but  I  mustn't  leave  this  here  room.  The  governor^* 
orders  wos  peremptory." 

'*  Nonsense,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  ^I  most  sto( 
here  two  or  three  days ;  and  more  than  that,  Sam,  yoo 
must  stop  here  too,  to  assist  me  in  gaining  an  interview 
with  a  young  lady  —  Miss  Allen,  Samt  you  remember 
her  —  whom  I  most  and  will  see  before  I  leave  Bris- 
tol" 
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But  in  repij  to  eaeh  of  these  poaidonsy  Sam  shook  hit 
head  with  great  firmness,  and  energetically  relied*  '*  It 
can't  be  done." 

Aiier  a  great  deal  oi  argiunent  and  representation  on 
the  part  of  Mr.  Winkle,  however,  and  a  full  diadoanra 
of  what  had  passed  in  the  interview  with  Dowler,  Sam 
began  to  waver;  and  at  length  a  ccmpromise  was  effected, 
of  which  the  following  were  the  main  and  principal  con- 
ditions : 

That  Sam  should  retire,  and  leave  Mr.  Winkle  in  the 
undisturbed  possession  of  his  apartment,  on  condition 
that  he  had  permission  to  lock  the  door  on  the  outside, 
and  carry  off  the  key;  provided  always,  that  in  the 
event  of  an  alarm  of  fire,  or  other  dangerous  contin- 
gency, the  door  should  be  instantly  unlocked.  That  a 
letter  should  be  written  to  Mr.  Pickwick  early  next 
morning,  and  forwarded  per  Dowler,  requesting  his 
consent  to  Sam  and  Mr.  Winkle's  remaining  at  Bristol, 
for  the  purpose  and  with  the  object,  already  assigned, 
and  begging  an  answer  by  the  next  coach ;  if  favorable, 
the  aforesaid  parties  to  remain  accordingly,  and  if  not, 
to  return  to  Bath  immediately  on  the  receipt  thereof. 
And,  lastly,  that  Mr.  Winkle  should  be  understood  as 
distinctly  pledging  himself  not  to  resort  to  the  window, 
fireplace,  or  other  surreptitious  mode  of  escape  in  the 
mean  while.  These  stipulations  having  been  concluded, 
Sam  locked  the  door  and  departed. 

He  had  nearly  got  down-stairs,  when  he  stopped,  and 
drew  the  key  from  his  pocket 

^  I  quite  forgot  about  the  knockin'  down,**  said  Sam, 
half  turning  back.  ^The  governor  distinctly  said  it 
wos  to  be  done ;  amazin'  stupid  o'  me,  that  'ere !  Never 
mind,"  said  Sam,  brightening  up,  ^  it's  easily  done  to- 
morrow, anyvays." 
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Apparently  maoh  consoled  by  this  reflectioii,  Mr.  Wel- 
kr  osee  more  deposited  the  kej  in  his  pocket,  and  de- 
scended the  remainder  fif  the  stairs  without  anj  fresh 
visitations  of  conscieooey  was  soon,  in  oominon  with  the 
odMT  inmates  o£  the  hoose,  bnriod  in  profimnd  repose. 
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CaaAPTEB   XXXTX. 

-m.  SAMITBL  WBLLKB,  BBIKO  mTBXTSTKD  WITH  ▲ 
HISSION  OF  LOTS,  PBOCKBDS  TO  BKBOUTB  IT; 
WITH  WHAT   8X700B8S  WILL  HBBBIKAPTBB  APPBAB. 

DuBiNO  the  whole  of  next  day,  Sam  kept  Mr.  Winkle 
Bteadilj  in  »ght,  fiiUj  determined  not  to  take  his  ejes 
off  him  for  one  instant,  nntil  he  should  receive  express 
instroctionfl  from  the  foontam^head.  However  disagree- 
able Sara's  very  close  watch  and  great  vigilance  were  to 
Mr.  Winkle,  he  thongfat  it  better  to  bear  wiUi  them, 
than,  hj  any  act  of  violent  opposition,  to  hazard  being 
carried  awaj  by  force,  which  Mr.  WcUer  more  than 
once  strongly  hinted  was  the  line  of  conduct  that  a  strict 
sense  of  duty  prompted  him  to  pnrsne.  There  is  little 
reason  to  doubt  that  Sam  would  very  speedily  have 
quieted  his  scruples,  by  bearing  Mr.  Winkle  back  to 
Bath,  bound  hand  and  foot,  had  not  Mr.  Pickwick's 
prompt  attention  to  the  note,  which  Dowler  had  nnder^ 
taken  to  deliver,  forestalled  any  such  proceeding.  In 
short,  at  dght  o'clock  in  the  evening,  Mr.  Pickwick  him- 
self walked  into  the  coffee-room  of  the  Bush  tavern,  and 
told  Sam  with  a  smile,  to  his  very  great  relief,  that  he 
had  done  qnite  right,  and  it  was  nnnecessary  for  him 
to  mount  guard  any  longer. 

*^  I  thought  it  better  to  come  myself,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
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wick,  addres-sing  Mr.  Winkle,  bs  Sam  disencombered  him 
of  his  great-coat  and  travelling  shawl,  **  to  ascertain,  be- 
fore I  gave  my  consent  to  Sam's  employment  in  this  mat- 
ter, that  you  are  quite  in  earnest  and  serious,  with  lespedt 
to  this  young  lady." 

"  Serious,  from  my  heart  —  from  my  soul!"  retuinod 
Mr.  Winkle,  with  great  energy. 

^  Remember,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwick,  with  beaming  eyes, 
^  we  met  her  at  our  excellent  and  hospitable  friend% 
Winkle.  It  would  be  an  ill  return  to  tamper,  It^ly, 
and  without  due  consideralion,  with  this  yoong  lady's 
affections.  Fll  not  allow  that,  sir  —  111  not  aDow 
it" 

^I  have  no  sndi  intention,  indeed,"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Winkle  warmly.  <*I  have  considered  the  matter  wdl, 
for  a  long  time,  and  I  feel  that  my  hapiMness  is  bound 
up  in  her." 

^  That's  wot  we  call  tying  it  up  in  a  smaU  p«rcel,  sir* 
interposed  Bir.  Weller,  with  an  agreeable  smile. 

Mr.  Winkle  looked  somevrhat  stem  at  this  interrup- 
tion, and  Mr.  Pickwick  angrily  requested  hb  attendant 
not  to  jest  with  one  of  the  best  feelings  of  our  nature  ; 
to  which  Sam  replied,  "^That  he  wouldn't,  if  he  was 
aware  on  it;  but  there  were  so  numy  on  'em,  that  he 
hardly  know'd  which  was  the  best  ones  wen  he  heerd 
'em  mentioned." 

Mr.  Winkle  th^i  recounted  what  had  passed  between 
himself  and  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  relative  to  Arabdla ;  stated 
that  his  object  was  to  gain  an  interview  with  the  young 
lady,  and  make  a  formal  disclosure  of  his  passion ;  and 
declared  his  conviction,  founded  on  certain  dark  hints  and 
mutterings  of  the  aforesaid  Ben,  that,  wherever  she  was 
at  present  immured,  it  was  somewhere  near  the  Dovma. 
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And  this  was  his  whole  slock  of  knowledge  or  saspidoii 
gn  the  sobject 

With  this  very  slight  chie  to  guide  him,  it  was  deter- 
mined that  Mr.  Weller  should  start  next  morning  on  an 
expedition  of  discovery ;  it  was  also  arranged  that  Mr. 
Pickwick  and  Mr.  Winkle,  who  were  less  confident  of 
their  powers,  should  parade  the  town  meanwhile,  and 
aoeidontally  drop  in  upon  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  in  the  course 
of  the  day,  m  the  hope  of  seeing  or  hearing  something 
of  the  young  lady's  whereabout. 

Accordingly,  next  morning,  Sam  Weller  issued  fi>rth 
upon  his  quest,  in  no  way  daunted  by  the  very  discour- 
aging prospect  before  him ;  and  away  he  walked,  up  one 
street  and  down  another  —  we  were  going  fo  say,  up  one 
hill  and  down  another,  only  if  s  idl  up-hill  at  CliAon  ^ 
without  meeting  with  anything  or  anybody  that  tended 
to  throw  the  faintest  light  upon  the  matter  in  hand. 
Many  were  the  colloquies  into  which  Sam  ent^^  with 
grooms  who  were  airing  horses  on  roads,  and  nursemaids 
who  were  airing  children  in  lanes;  but  nothing  could 
Sam  elicit  from  either  the  first  mentioned  or  tiie  last, 
which  bore  the  slightest  refer^ioe  i»  the  object  of  his 
artfully  prosecuted  inquiries.  There  were  a  great  many 
young  ladies  in  a  great  many  houses,  the  greater  part 
whereof  were  shrewdly  suspected  by  the  male  and  fe^ 
male  domestics  to  be  deeply  attached  to  somebody,  or 
perfectly  ready  to  become  so,  if  opportunity  offf;red« 
But  as  none  among  these  young  ladies  was  Miss  Ara- 
bella Allen,  the  information  left  Sam  at  exactly  the  old 
point  of  wisdom  at  which  he  had  stood  before. 

Sam  struggled  across  the  Downs  against  a  good  high 
wind,  wondering  whether  it  was  always  necessary  to  hold 
four  hat  on  with  both  hands  in  that  part  of  the  country. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


220  POSTHUMIH^  PAPEB8  OF 

and  came  ta  a  ehadj  bjT-plaoe,  about  which  were  sprinkled 
several  little  villas  of  quiet  and  secluded  appearance. 
Outside  a  stable-door  at  Hie  boKom  d  a  long  Uacfc  lane 
without  a  thoroughfare,  a  groom  in  undress  was  idling 
about,  apparently  persuading  himself  that  he  was  doing 
something  with  a  spade  and  a  wheelbarro.w.  We  maj  re- 
mark, in  this  place,  that  we  have  acaroelj  ever  seen  a 
groom  near  a  stable,  in  his  lazj  moments,  who  has  sot 
been,  to  a  greater  er  less  extent,  the  victim  of  this  sin- 
gular  delusion* 

Sam  thought  he  might  as  well  talk  to  this  groom  as  to 
any  one  else,  especially  as  he  was  very  tired  with  walk- 
ing, and  there  was  a  good  large  stone  jtist  opposite  the 
wheelbarrow ;  so  he  strolled  down  the  lane,  and,  seating 
himself  on  the  stone,  opened  a  conversation  with  the  ease 
and  freedom  for  which  he  was  remarkable* 

"  Momin',  old  friend,"  said  Sam. 

'<  Artemoon,  you  mean,"  replied  the  groom,  casting  a 
sorly  look  at  Sam. 

^  You're  wery  rights  M  friend,"  said  Sam;  ^I  do  mean 
artemoon.    How  are  you?" 

^  Why,  I  don't  find  myself  much  the  better  for  seeing 
of  you,"  replied  the  ill-tempered  groom. 

"That's  wery  odd  —  that  is,"  said  Sam,  "for  you  k)ok 
80  uncommon  cheerful,  and  seem  altogether  so  lively,  thai 
it  does  vun's  heart  good  to  see  you." 

The  surly  groom  looked  surlier  still  at  this,  but  not 
sufficiently  so  to  produce  any  effect  upon  Sam,  who  im- 
mediately  inquired,  with  a  countenance  of  great  anzietyt 
whether  his  master's  name  was  not  Walker. 

"  No  it  a'n't,"  said  the  groom* 

"  Nor  Brown,  I  s'pose  ?  "  said  Sam. 

•«  No,  it  a'n't." 
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«NorVila(m?'' 

**  No ;  ftor  that  neitlicr/'  said  the  groom. 

'^Ydly"  replied  Sam,  ''then  Pm  mistakeOy  and  he 
hasn't  got  the  honor  o'  my  acquaintance,  which  I  thought 
he  had.  Don't  wait  here  out  o'  compliment  to  me,"  said 
Sam,  as  the  groom  wheeled  in  the  harrow,  and  prepared 
to  shut  the  gate.  ^  Ease  afore  ceremixij,  old  boy ;  HI 
excuse  you." 

^  Fd  knock  your  head  off  for  half  a  crown,"  said  the 
surly  groom,  bolting  one  half  of  the  gate. 

^  Couldn't  afford  to  have  it  done  oo  those  terms,"  re- 
joined Sam.  ''  It  'ud  be  w<Mrth  a  lifis^s  board  vages,  at 
least,  to  you,  and  'ud  be  cheap  at  that  Make  my  com- 
pliments in-doors.  Tell  'em  not  to  vait  dinner  for  me, 
and  say  they  needn't  mind  puttia'  any  by,  for  it  '11  be  cold 
afore  I  come  in." 

In  reply  to  this,  the  groom,  Waidng  very  wroth,  mut- 
tered a  desire  to  daimage  somebody's  person ;  but  disap- 
peared without  carrying  it  into  execution  :  slamming  the 
door  angrily  after  him,  and  wholly  unheeding  Sam's  af- 
fectionate request,  that  he  would  leave  him  a  lock  of  his 
hahr,  before  he  went. 

Sara  continued  to  sit  on  the  large  stone,  meditating 
upon  what  was  best  to  be  done,  and  revolving  in  hs 
mind  a  plan  for  knocking  at  all  the  doors  witliin  five 
miles  of  Bristol :  taking  them  at  a  hundred  and  fifly  or 
two  hundred  a  day,  and  endeavoring  to  find  Miss  Ara- 
bella by  that  expedient :  when  accident,  all  of  a  sudden, 
threw  in  his  way  what  he  might  have  sat  there  for  a 
twelvemonth  and  yet  not  found  without  it 

Into  the  lane  where  he  sat,  there  op^ied  three  or  four 
garden-gates,  belooging  to  as  many  houses,  which  though 
detached  from  each  othet*,  Mrere  only  separated  .by  theur 
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gardens.  As  these  were  large  and  long,  and  well  planted 
with  trees,  the  houses  were  not  only  at  some  distance  off, 
but  the  greater  part  of  them  were  nearly  concealed  from 
view.  Sam  was  sitting  with  his  ejes  fixed  upon  the 
dust-heap,  outside  the  next  gate  to  that  by  which  the 
groom  had  disappeared,  profoundly  turning  over  in  his 
mind  the  difficulties  of  his  present  undertaking,  when  the 
gate  opened,  and  a  female  servant  came  out  into  the  lane 
to  shake  some  bedside  carpets. 

Sam  was  so  very  busy  with  his  own  thoughts  that  it . 
is  probable  he  would  have  taken  no  more  notice  of  the 
young  woman  than  just  nusing  his  head  and  remaining 
that  she  had  a  very  neat  and  pretty  figure,  if  his  feelings 
of  gallantry  had  not  been  most  strongly  roused  by  ob- 
serving that  she  had  no  one  to  help  her,  and  that  the 
carpets  seemed  too  heavy  for  her  single  strength.  Mr. 
Weller  was  a  gentleman  of  great  gallantry  in  his  own 
way,  and  he  no  sooner  remarked  this  circumstance  than 
he  hastily  rose  from  the  large  stone,  and  advanced  tow- 
ards her. 

**  My  dear,"  said  Sam,  sliding  up  with  an  air  of  great 
respect,  "  You'll  spile  that  wery  pretty  figure  out  o*  all 
proportion  if  you  shake  them  carpets  by  yourself.  Let 
me  help  you." 

The  young  lady,  who  had  been  coyly  affecting  not  to 
blow  that  a  gentleman  was  so  near,  turned  round  as  Sath 
•poke  —  no  doubt  (indeed  she  said  so,  afterwards)  to  de- 
cline this  offer  from  a  perfect  stranger  —  when  instead 
of  speaking,  she  started  back,  and  uttered  a  half-sup- 
pressed scream.  Sam  was  scarcely  less  staggered,  for 
in  the  countenance  of  the  well-^aped  female  servant,  he 
beheld  the  very  features  of  his  Valentine:  the  pretty 
housemaid  from  Mr.  Kopkins^Sr 
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^  Wjy  Mary,  mj  dear  I  **  aaid  Sam. 

«  Lauk,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  Mary,  <*  how  yon  do  frighten 
one  I" 

Sam  made  no  verbal  answer  to  this  complaint,  nor  can 
we  predsely  say  what  reply  he  did  make.  We  merely 
know  that  after  a  short  pause  Mary  said,  ^  Lor  do  adim, 
Mr.  Weller  I "  and  that  his  hat  had  fallen  off  a  few  'mo- 
ments before  —  from  both  of  which  tokens  we  should  be 
disposed  to  infer  that  one  kiss,  or  more,  had  passed  be* 
tween  the  parties. 

''Why,  how  did  you  come  here?"  said  Mary,  when 
the  conversation  to  whh^  this  interruption  had  been  o& 
fered,  was  resumed. 

**  O*  course  I  came  to  look  arter  you,  my  dariin',"  re- 
plied Mr.  Weller ;  for  once  permi^ng  his  passion  to  get 
the  better  of  his  veracity. 

"And  how  did  you  know  I  was  here?"  inquired 
Mary.  ^  Who  could  have  told  you  that  I  took  another 
service  at  Ipswich,  and  that  they  afterwards  moved  all 
the  way  here?  Who  could  have  told  you  that,  Mr. 
Weller?" 

''Ah  to  be  sure,"  said  Sam,  with  a  cunning  loc»k,  "  that*i 
the  p'lnt.    Who  couU  ha'  told  me  ?  " 

'^  It  wasn't  Mr.  Muzale,  was  it  ?  "  inquired  Mary. 

"  Oh  no,"  replied  Sam,  widi  a  solemn  shake  of  (he 
head,  "  it  warn't  him." 

"  It  must  have  been  the  cook,"  said  Mary. 

"  C  course  it  must,"  said  Sam. 

"  Well»  I  never  heard  the  Mke  of  that  I "  exclaimed 
Mary. 

**  No  more  did  I,"  said  Sam.  **But  Mary,  my  dear"  — 
here  Sara'ft  manner  grew  extremely  affectionate -^^  Mary, 
my  dear,  I've  got  another  affidr  in  hand  as  is  wery 
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pre8sin*.     There's  .one  </  my  governor's  friends  —  Mr. 
Winkle,  jou  remember  him." 

'<  Him  in  the  green  coat  ?  "  said  Mary.  ^  Oh  yes,  I 
remember  him." 

*"  Well,"  said  Sam,  ^he'a  in  a  horrid  state  o^  love 
rcglarly  oomfooded,  and  done  over  with  it" 

"Tiorl"  interposed  Mary. 

^Tes,"  said  Sam;  ''but  thafs  nothia'  if  we  conld  find 
oiit  the  yoimg  'ooman ; "  and  here  Sam,  with  many  di- 
gi'essions  upon  the  personal  beauty  of  Mary,  and  the 
unspeakable  tortures  he  had  experienced  since  he  last* 
saw  her,  gave  a  faithful  aoount  of  Mr.  Winkle's  present 
predicament 

"  Well  1 "  said  Mary,  "  I  never  did ! " 

^  0'  course  not,"  said  Sam,  *^  and  nobody  never  did« 
nor  never  vill  neither ;  and  here  am  I  a-walkin*  about 
like  the  wandering  Jew  — a  sportin'  character  you  have 
perhaps  heer^  on,  Mary  my  dear,  as  woe  alvays  doin'  a 
fnatch  ag'in'  time,  and  never  vent  to  sleep  —  looking  arter 
this  here  Miss  Arabella  Allen." 

^  Miss  who  ?  "  said  Mary,  in  great  astonishment 

^  Miss  Arabella  Allen,"  said  Sam. 

^  Goodness  gractoos  I "  said  Mary,  pointing  to  tiie 
garden-door  which  the  sulky  groom  had  locked  after  him. 
*^  Why  it's  that  veiy  house ;  she's  been  living  there  these 
six  weeks.  Their  upper  housemaid,  which  is  lady's  maid 
toO;  told  me  all  about  it  ov^  the  wash-house  palin's  befbre 
the  family  was  out  of  bed,  one  momin'." 

^  Wot,  the  wery  next  door  to  you  ?  "  said  Sam 

"  The  very  next,"  replied  Mary. 

Mr.  Weller  was  so  deeply  overcome  on  receiving  this 
intelligence,  that  he  found  it  absolutely  necessary  to  ding 
to  his  fair  informant  for  support ;  and  divers  little  lova 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


TOK  PICKWIOK  CLUB.  2J5 

passages  Lod  passed  between  them,  before  he  was  snffi- 
.dently  eollected  to  return  to  the  sulijeot. 

**  YeU,"  said  Sam  at  length,  «if  this  don't  beat  cock- 
fightin'y  Doihin'  never  Tilly  as  the  Lord  Mayor  said,  yen 
the  chief  secretary  o'  state  proposed  his  misBb's  heaHh 
arter  dinner.  That  wery  next  house!  Wy,  IVe  got 
a  message  to  her  as  Fyc  been  a-tryin*  all  day  to  de« 
HTcr." 

<^  Ah,"  said  Mary,  ^  bat  you  can't  defi  ver  it  now,  be- 
cause she  only  walks  in  the  garcten  in  the  eyening,  and 
then  only  for  a  very  little  time;  she  never  goes  oaii 
without  the  old  lady." 

Sam  ruminated  for  a  few  mmnents,  and  finally  hit  upon 
the  following  plan  of  operations ;  that  he  should  return 
just  at  dusk  —  the  time  at  whidi  Arabella  invariably 
took  her  walk  —  and  being  admitted  by  Mary  into  the 
garden  of  the  house  to  which  she  belonged,  contrive  to 
scramble  up  the  wall  beneath  the  overhanging  boughs 
of  a  large  peat-tree,  which  would  effectually  screen  him 
from  observation ;  there  deliver  his  message,  and  arrange, 
if  possible,  an  interview  on  behalf  of  Mr.  Winkle  for  ibe 
ensuing  evenhig  at  the  same  hoar.  Having  made  this 
4irrangement  with  great  despatch,  he  assisted  Mary  in  the 
long-deferred  occupation  of  shaking,  the  carpets^ 

It  is  not  half  as  innocent  a  thing  as  it  looks,  that 
shaking  little  pieces  of  carp^  —  at  least,  there  may  be 
no  great  harm  in  the  shaking,  but  the  folding  is  a  very 
iittidioas  process.  So  long  as  the  shaking  lasts,  and  the 
two  parties  are  kept  the  carpet's  length  apart,  it  is  as 
innocent  an  amusement  as  can  well  be  devised ;  bat 
when  the  folding  begins,  and  the  distance  between  them 
gets  gradaa%  lessened  Irom  one  half  its  former  length 
to  a  quarter,  and  then  to  an  eighth,  and  thei;i  to  a  siis 
VOL.  in.  15 
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teenthy  and  then  to  a  thirtj-eeoond,  if  die  carpet  bo  long 
enough :  it  becomes  dangeroua.  We  do  not  know^  to  a 
nicety,  how  many  pieces  of  carpet  were  £sAdtd  in  this 
instance,  but  we  can  venture  to  slate  that  as  many  pieces 
as  there  were,  so  many  times  did  Sam  kiss  tiie  pretty 
housemaid. 

Mr.  Weller  regaled  hloMelf  with  moderation  at  the 
nearest  tavern  until  it  was  nearly  dusk,  and  then  re« 
turned  to  the  lane  withoot  the  thoroughfiwe.  Having 
been  admitted  into  the  garden  by  Mary,  and  having 
received  from  that  lady  sundry  admonitions  oonoeming 
the  safety  of  his  limbs  and  neck,  Sam  mounted  into 
the  pear-tree  to  wait  until  Arabella  should  come  in 
sight 

He  waited  so  long  without  this  anxiously  expected 
event  occurring,  that  be  began  to  think  it  was  not  going 
to  take  place  at  all,  when  he  heard  light  footsteps  upon 
the  gravel,  and  immediately  afterwards  beheld  Arabella 
walking  pensively  down  the  garden.  As  soon  as  she 
came  nearly  below  the  tree,  Sam  began,  by  way  of  gently 
indtcaiing  hift  presence,  to  make  sundry  diabolical  nmses 
similar  to  those  which  would  probaby  be  natural  to  a 
p^*son  <^  middle  age  who  had  been  afflicted  with  a  eom^ 
bination  of  inflammatory  sore  throat,  croup,  and  hooping 
ooogb  from  his  eadiest  iitfancy. 

Upon  this,  the  yoong  lapdy  cast  a  hurried  glance  tow- 
ards the  spot  from  whence  the  dreadful  sounds  pro- 
ceeded ;  and  her  previous  alarm  being  not  at  all  ditnin^ 
ished  %vhen  she  saw  a  man  among  the  branches,  she 
would  most  certainly  have  decamped,  and  alarmed  the 
house,  had  not  fear  fbrtonately  deprived  her  of  the  power 
of  moving,  and  caused  her  to  sink  down  on  a  garden-seat  t 
whicb  happened  by  ^^ood  luck  to  bo  near  at  haad« 
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.  ''She's  a-goin'  off,**  soEloqiiised  Sam,  in  great  per- 
plexity. ^'  Wot  a  thi&g  it  is,  as  these  here  yonng  cree- 
turs  will  go  a-faintin'  avay  jnst  wen  they  oughtn't  to. 
Here,  young  'ooman,  Miss  Sawbones,  Mrs.  Yinkle, 
don't ! " 

Wlicther  it  was  the  magic  of  Mr.  Winkle's  name,  or 
the  otjolness  of  the  open  air,  or  some  recollection  of  Mr. 
Weller's  voice,  that  revived  Arabella,  matters  not  She 
raised  her  head  and  languidly  inquired  ^  Who's  that,  and 
what  do  you  want  ?  " 

^  Hush ! "  said  Sam,  swinging  himself  on  to  the  wall, 
iind  crouching  there  in  as  small  a  compass  as  he  could 
reduce  himself  to,  **  only  me,  miss,  only  me." 

^  Mr.  PickwidL's  servant  I "  said  Arabella,  earnestly. 

"  The  wery  same,  miss,"  repHed  Sam.  "  Here's  Mr. 
Yinkle  reg'larly  sewed  up  vith  desperation,  miss." 

'^  Ah  I "  said  Arabella,  drawing  nearer  the  wall. 

**  Ah  indeed,"  said  Sam.  ^  Ye  thought  ve  i^uM  ha' 
been  obliged  to  straight^veskit  him  last  night ;  he's  been 
a*ravin'  all  day ;  and  he  says  if  he  can't  see  you  afore 
to-morrow  night's  over,  he  vishes  he  may  be  somethin'- 
unpleasanted  if  he  don't  drownd  hissetf." 

"  Oh  no,  no,  Mr.  Weller  I "  said  Arabella,  clasping  her 
hands. 

*''  That's  wot  he  says;  miss,"  replied  Sam.  '<  He's  a  man 
of  his  word,  and  it's  my  opinion  he'll  do  it,  nuss.  He's 
keerd  all  about  you  from  the  Sawbones  in  barnacles." 

^  From  my  brother!"  said  Arabella,  having  some  faint 
recognition  of  Sam's  description. 

"  I  don't  rightly  know  which  is  your  brother,  miss," 
replied  Sam.  ."Is  it  the  dirtiest  vun  o*  the  two?" 

"  Yes,  yes,  Mn  Weller,"  returned  Arabella,  « go  on. 
Make  baste,  pray." 
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.  "^  Well,  miss,"  said  Sam,  "<  W&  heerd  all  about  it  fWmi 
Mm  ;  aaid  it's  the  gov'nor'a  Opinkm  that  if  jou  don't  see 
him  weiy  quick,  the  Sawbones  as  we've  been  a-speakin' 
on,  'all  get  as  much  extra  lead  in  hb  head  as  11  damage 
the  dewelopment  o'  the  orgins  if  they  eyer  put  it  ia 
spirits  artervards." 

*''  Oh,  what  can  I  do  to  prevent  these  dreadfol  quar- 
rels!'' exclaimed  Arabella. 

^  It's  the  suspicion  of  a  priory  'tadunent  as  is  the 
cause  of  it  all,"  replied  Sam.  ^  You'd  better  see  him, 
miss." 

"  But  how  ?  —  where  ?  "  cried  Arabella.  "  I  dare  not 
leave  the  house  alone«  My  brother  b  so  unkind,  so  un- 
reasonable !  I  know  how  strange  my  talking  thus  to  you 
must  appear,  Mr.  Weller,  but  I  am  very,  very  unhappy  " 
—  and  here  poor  Arabella  wef>t  so  bitterly,  that  Sam 
grew  chivalrous. 

^  It  may  seem  wery  strange  talkin'  to  me  about  these 
here  affair^,  miss,"  said  Sam  with  great  vehemence;  ^bot 
all  I  can  say  is,  that  I'n  not  only  ready  but  villin'  to  do 
.anythin'  as  'U  make  matters  agreeable ;  and  if  chuckin' 
eitiier  o'  them  Sawboneses  out  o'  winder  'uU  do  it,  Pm 
the  man."  As  Sam  Weller  said  this,  he  tacked  up  his 
wristbands,  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  falling  off  the  wall 
in  so  doing,  to  intimate  his  readiness  to  set  to  woi^  im- 
mediately. 

Flattering  as  these  professions  of  good  feeling  were, 
.Arabella  resolutely  declined  (most  unaoeoontably,  as  Sam 
thought,)  to  avail  herself  of  them.  For  some  time  she 
strenuously  refused  to  grant  Mr,  Winkle  the  interview 
Sam  had  so  pathetically  requested ;  but  at  length,  when 
the  coBvc^'sation  threatened  to  be  iateirupted  by  the  un- 
welcome arrival  of  a  third  party,  she  hurriedly  ^ve  him 
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to  understand,  with  many  professions  of  gratitudef  that 
it  was  barely  possible  she  might  be  in  the  garden  an  hour 
later,  next  evening.  Sam  understood  this,  perfectly  well; 
and  Arabella,  bestowing  upon  him  one  of  her  sweetest 
•miles,  tripped  gracefully  away :  leaving  Mr.  Weller  in 
a  state  of  very  great  admiration  of  her  charms,  both 
personal  and  mental. 

Having  descended  in  safety  from  the  wall,  and  not 
forgotten  to  devote  a  few  moments  to  his  own  particular 
basineas  in  the  same  department,  Mr.  Weller  then  made 
the  best  of  his  way  back  to  the  Bosh,  where  his  pro- 
longed absence  had  occasioned  much  speculation  and 
0ome  alarm. 

"We  must  be  careful,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  after 
listening  attentively  to  Sam's  tale,  '^  not  for  our  own 
sakes,  but  for  that  of  the  young  lady.  We  must  be 
very  cautious." 

^  Wel^  said  Mr.  Winkle,  with  marked  emphasis. 

Mr.  Pickwick's  momentary  look  of  indignation  at  the 
tone  of  this  remark,  subsided  into  his  characteristic  ex- 
pression of  benevolence,  as  he  replied  : 

"  Wi,  sir !    I  shall  accompany  you." 

«  You  1 "  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

**  I,"  replied  Mr.  I^ckwick,  mildly.  "  In  affordipg  you 
this  interview,  the  young  lady  has  taken  a  natural,  per- 
haps, but  still  a  very  imprudent  step.  If  I  am  present 
at  the  meeting  —  a  mutual  friend,  who  is  old  enough  to 
be  the  father  of  both  parties  —  the  voice  of  calumny  can 
never  be  raised  against  her,  hereafter." 

Mr.  Pickwick's  eyes  lightened  with  honest  exultation 
at  his  own  foresight,  as  he  spoke  thus.  Mr.  Winkle  was 
touched  at  this  little  trait  of  Jris  delicate  respect  for  the 
young  prat^ffie  of  his  friend,  and  took  his  hand  with  a 
feeling  of  regard,  akin  to  veneration. 
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«  You  Mhali  go,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 

**  I  will,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  "  Sam,  have  my  great- 
coat and  shawl  ready,  and  order  a  conveyance  to  he  at 
the  door  to-morrow  evening,  rather  earlier  than  is  ah- 
Bolutely  necessary,  in  order  that  we  may  he  in  good 
time." 

Mr.  Weller  touched  his  hat  as  an  earnest  of  his  ohe- 
dience,  and  withdrew  to  make  all  needful  preparations 
for  the  expedition. 

The  coach  was  punctual  to  the  time  appointed ;  and 
Mr.  Weller,  after  duly  installing  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr. 
Winkle  inside,  took  his  seat  on  the  hox  hy  the  driver. 
They  alighted,  as  had  heen  agreed  on,  about  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  from  the  place  of  rendezvous,  and  desiring  the 
coachman  to  await  their  return,  proceeded  the  remaining 
distance  on  foot. 

It  was  at  this  stage  of  the  undertaking  that  Mr.  Pi<^- 
wick,  with  many  smiles  and  various  other  indications  of 
great  self-satisfaction,  produced  from  one  of  his  coat- 
pockets  a  dark  lantern,  with  which  he  had  specially  pro- 
vided himself  for  the  occasion,  and  the  great  mechanical 
beauty  of  which,  he  proceeded  to  explain  to  Mr.  Winkle, 
as  they  walked  along,  to  the  no  small  surprise  of  the  few^ 
stragglers  they  met 

**  I  should  have  been  the  better  for  something  of  thifi 
kind  in  my  last  garden  exp^tSon,  at  night ;  eh,  Sam  ?** 
said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  good-humoredly  round  at  his 
follower,  who  was  trudging  behind. 

"  Wery  nice  things,  if  they're  managed  properly,  sir,** 
replied  l^Ir.  Weller;  "but  when  you  don't  want  to  be 
seen,  I  think  they're  more  useful  arter  the  candle's  gone 
out,  than  wen  it's  alight." 

Mr.  Pickwick  appeared  strudc  by  Sam's  remaris:,  for 
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hb  pat  the  laateni  into  his  pod^et  again,  and  thej  walked 
on  in  silence. 

^  Down  here,  sir,"  said  Sam.  **  Let  me  lead  the  way. 
This  is  the  lane,  sir." 

Down  the  lane  thej  went,  and  dark  enoog^  it  was. 
Mr.  Pickwick  brought  out  the  lantern,  once  or  twice,  as 
they  groped  their  way  along,  and  threw  a  very  brilliant 
little  tunnel  of  light  before  them,  about  a  foot  in  diame- 
ter. It  was  yery  pretty  to  k>ok  at,  hot  seemed  to  have 
the  effect  of  rendering  surrounding  objects  rather  darker 
than  before. 

At  length  they  arrived  at  the  large  stone.  Here  Sam 
recommended  hn  master  and  Mr.  Winkle  to  seat  them- 
selves, while  he  reconnoitred,  and  ascertained  whether 
Mary  was  yet  in  waiting. 

Afler  an  absence  of  five  or  ten  minutes,  Sam  returned^ 
to  say  that  the  gate  was  opened,  and  all  quiet.  Follow- 
ing him  with  stealthy  tread,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Win- 
kle soon  found  themselves  in  the  garden.  Here  every- 
body said  *^Hush ! "  a  good  many  times ;  and  that  being 
done,  no  one  seemed  to  have  any  very  distinct  apprehen- 
sion of  what  was  to  be  done  next 

^  Is  Miss  Allen  in  the  garden  yet,  Mary  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Winkle,  much  agitated. 

^I  don't  know,  sir,"  replied  the  pretty  hoasemaid. 
*'  The  best  thing  to  be  done,  sir,  will  be  for  Mr.  Wellor 
to  give  you  a  hoist  up  into  the  tree,  and  perhaps  Mr. 
Pickwick  will  have  the  goodness  to  see  that  nobody 
oumes  up  the  lane,  while  I  watch  at  the  other  end  of  the 
garden.     Goodness  gracious,  what's  that  ?  " 

*'  That  'ere  blessed  lantern  'nil  be  the  death  on  ns  AU,** 
exclaimed  Sam,  peevishly.  **  Take  care  wot  you're  a- 
doin'  on,  sir ;  you're  a-sendin'  a  blase  o'  light,  right  into 
the  back  parlor  winder." 
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**  Dear  me  I"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  tmning  hastily  aside, 
**  I  didn't  mean  to  do  that." 

^Now  it's  in  the  next  house,  sir,"  remoastratad  Sbuii. 

^ Bless  my  heart!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Piokwiek,  Hiimaig 
fwmd  again. 

""Now  it's  in  the  stable,  and  tkeyli  think  the  place  is 
afire,"  said  Sam.    ^Shctt  it  up,  dr,  can't  jou?" 

**  It's  the  most  cxtmordinarj  lantern  I  ever  met  withi 
Ic  all  my  life ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  greatly  bewil- 
dered by  the  efifeets  he  had  so  oatntentionally  produced. 
**  I  never  saw  such  a  powerfnl  reflector." 

^  It'll  be  vun  too  powerfhl  for  us,  if  you  keep  blazin* 
avay  in  that  manner,  sir,"  replied  Sam,  as  Mr.  Pickwick, 
after  yarious  unsuccessful  efforts,  managed  to  dose  the 
slide.  ^  There's  the  young  lady's  footsteps.  Now,  Mr. 
Yinkle,  sir,  up  vith  you." 

^  Stop,  stop  ! "  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  I.  must  speak  to 
her  first.     Help  me  up,  Sam." 

^  Gently,  sir,"  said  Sam,  planting  his  head  against  the 
wall,  and  making  a  platform  of  his  back*  ^  Step  a-top 
o'  that  'ere  flower-pot,  sir.     Now  then,  up  vith  you." 

*"  I'm  afraid  I  shall  hurt  you,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pkk* 
wick. 

^  Never  mind  me,  sir,"  replied  Sam.  ^  Lend  kim  a 
hand,  Mr.  Yinkle,  sir.  Steady,  sir,  steady.  That's  the 
time  o'  day  I " 

Am  Sam  spoke,  Mr.  Pickwick,  by  exertions  almost  su- 
pernatural in  a  gentleman  of  his  years  and  weighty  con* 
Uived  to  get  upon  Sam's  back ;  and  Sam  gei*tly  raising 
himself  up,  and  Mr.  Pickwick  holding  on  fiist  by  the  top 
^^  the  wall,  while  Mr.  Winkle  clasped  him  tight  biy  the 
^^^y  contrived  by  these  means  to  bring  Ins  specta* 
"'e  the  level  of  the  coping. 
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**  Mj  deal*,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  over  llie  walli 
and  catching  sight  of  Arabella,  on  the  other  side.  ^  Don't 
be  frightened,  mj  dear,  tis  only  me." 

**  Oh,  praj  go  awaj,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Arabella. 
^Tell  them  all  to  go  away.  I  am  so  dreadfully  fright- 
ened. Dear,  dear  Mr.  Pickwick,  don't  «top  thero. 
Yoo'll  lall  down  and  kiU  yourself,  I  know  you  will." 

"  Now,  pray  don't  alarm  yoursell^  my  dear,"  said  Mr. 
t^ickwick,  soothingly.  ^  Tbere  it  not  the  least  cause  f<v 
fear,  I  assure  you.  Stand  firm,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pick* 
wick,  looking  down. 

"All  right,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  "Don't  be 
kmger  than  you  can  conweniently  help,  sir.  You're 
niyther  heavy." 

"  Only  another  moment,  Sam,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

*^  I  merely  wished  you  to  know,  my  dear,  that  I  should 
not  have  allowed  my  young  friend  to  see  yon  in  this 
clandestine  way,  if  the  situation  in  which  you  are  placed, 
had  left  him  any  alternative ;  and  lest  the  impropriety  of 
this  step  should  cause  you  any  uneasiness,  my  love,  it 
may  be  a  satisfactMHi  to  you,  to  know  that  I  am  present 
That's  all,  my  dear." 

"  Indeed,  Mr»  Pickwick,  I  am  very  much  obliged  to 
you  for  your  kindness  and  consideration,"  replied  Ara^ 
bella,  drying  her  tears  with  her  haadkerohief.  She 
would  probably  have  said  much  more,  had  not  Mr 
Pickwick's  bead  disappeared  witk  great  swilkness,  in 
consequence  of  a  false  step  on  Sam's  shoulder,  which 
brought  him  suddenly  to  tiie  ground.  He  was  up 
■gain  in  an  instant,  however;  and  bidding  Mr.  Win- 
kle make  haste  and  get  the  interview  over,  ran  out  into 
the  lane  to  keep  watch,  with  aM  the  eoorage  and  ardor 
of  a  youth.    Mr.  Winkle  himself  inspired  by  the  occa* 
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sion,  was  on  the  wall  in  a  moment :  merely  paBsing  tc 
request  Sam  to  be  earefol  of  his  master. 

*<  111  take  care  on  him,  sir,"  replied  Sam.  ^  Leave 
him  to  me.'' 

^  Where  is  he?  What's  he  damg,  Sam ? "  inqnired 
Mr  Winkle. 

^  Bless  his  old  gaiters,"  rejoined  Sam,  looking  oat  at 
the  garden-door.  ^  He's  a-keepin'  guard  in  the  lane  vith 
that  'ere  dark  lant^n,  like  a  amiable  Guj  Fawkes  I  I 
never  see  such  a  fine  creetur  in  my  days.  Blessed  if  I 
don't  think  his  heart  must  ha'  been  bom  five-and*twenty 
year  arter  his  body,  at  least  I " 

Mr.  Winkle  stayed  not  to  hear  the  encomium  upon  hia 
friend.  He  had  dropped  from  the  wall ;  thrown  himself 
at  Arabella's  feet ;  and  by  this  time  was  pleading  the 
sincerity  of  his  passion  with  an  eloquence  worthy  even 
of  Mr.  Pickwick  himself. 

While  these  things  were  going  oo  in  the  open  air,  an 
elderly  gentleman  of  scientific  attainments  was  seated  in 
his  library,  two  or  three  houses  off,  writing  a  philoeo;^* 
eal  treatise,  and  ever  and  anon  moistening  his  day  and 
his  labors  with  a  glass  of  claret  from  a  venerable-looking 
bottle  which  stood  by  his  side.  In  the  agonies  of  compo- 
sition, the  elderly  gentleman  looked  sometimes  at  the 
cui'pct,  sometimes  at  the  ceiling,  and  sometimes  at  the 
wall ;  and  when  ndither  carpet,  ceiling,  nor  wall  afforded 
the  requisite  degree  of  inspiration,  he  looked  out  of  the 
will  low. 

In  one  of  these  pauses  of  invention,  the  scientific  gen- 
tlv^man  was  gazing  abstractedly  on  the  thick  darkness 
outside,  when  he  was  veiy  much  surprised  by  observing 
a  most  brilliant  U^t  glide  through  the  air,  at  a  short  dis- 
tance above  the  ground,  and  almost  instantaneously  van- 
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ish.  After  a  short  time  the  phen<»ienQii  was  repeated, 
not  once  or  twice,  but  several  times:  at  last  the  scien* 
tific  gentleman,  laying  down  his  pen,  began  to  consider 
to  what  natural  causes  these  appearances  were  to  be 
assigned 

They  were  not  meteors ;  they  were  too  low.  They 
were  not  glow-worms ;  they  were  too  high.  They  were 
not  will-o'-the-wisps :  they  were  not  fire-flies ;  they  were 
not  fire-works.  What  could  they  be  ?  Some  extraordi- 
nary and  wonderftil  phenomenon  of  nature,  which  no 
philosopher  had  ever  seen  before ;  something  which  it  had 
been  reserved  for  him  alone  to  discover,  and  which  he 
should  immortalize  his  name  by  chronicling  for  the  ben- 
efit of  posterity.  Full  of  this  idea,  the  scientific  gentle- 
man seized  his  pen  again,  and  committed  to  paper  sundry 
notes  of  these  unparalleled  appearances,  with  the  date, 
day,  hour,  minute,  and  precise  second  at  which  they 
were  visible :  all  of  which  were  to  form  the  data  of  a 
voluminous  treatise  of  great  research  and  deep  learn- 
ing, which  should  astonish  all  the  atmospherical  sages 
that  ever  drew  breath  in  any  part  of  the  civilized 
globe. 

He  threw  himself  back  in  his  easy  chair,  wrapped  in 
contemplations  of  hi&  future  greatness.  The  mysterious 
light  appeared  more  brilliantly  than  befbre :  dancing,  to 
all  appearance,  up  and  down  the  lane:  crossing  firoro 
side  to  side :  and  moving  in  an  orbit  as  eccentric  as  com- 
ets themselves. 

The  scientific  gentleman  was  a  bachelor.  He  had  no 
wife  to  call  in  and  astonish,  so  he  rang  the  bell  for  his 
servant. 

'♦Pnrffle,"  said  the  scientific  gentleman,  "there  is 
something  very  extraordinary  in  the  air  to-night  Did 
you  see  that?"  said  the  scientific  gentleman,  point- 
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ing  out  of  the  wiiidoWi  aa  the  lig^t  again  becamb 
visible. 

**  Yes,  I  did,  mt." 

"What  do  you  think  of  it,  Pruffle?** 

"Think  of  it,  sir?" 

"Yes.  You  have  been  bred  up  in  this  oountrj 
What  should  jou  say  was  the  cause  of  those  li^ts 
now?" 

The  scientific  gentleman  smilingly  anticipated  Proffle'a 
reply  that  he  could  assign  no  cause  for  them  at  aU. 
Pruffle  meditated. 

"I  should  say  it  was  thieves,  siiv^  aaid  Pruffle  at 
length. 

"  You're  a  fool,  and  may  go  down-stairs,''  said  the  sc^ 
cntific  gentleman. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Pruffle.    And  down  he  went. 

But  the  scientific  gentleman  could  not  rest,  under  the 
idea  of  the  ingenious  treatise  he  had  prqjected  being  lost 
to  the  world,  which  must  inevitably  be  the  case,  if  the 
speculation  of  the  ingenious  Mr.  Prufile  were  not  sdfied 
in  its  birth.  He  put  on  his  hat  and  walked  quickly  down 
the  garden,  determined  to  investigate  the  matter  to  the 
very  bottom. 

Now,  shortly  before  the  scientific  gentleman  walked 
out  into  the  garden^  Mr.  Pickwick  had  run  down  the 
lane  as  fast  as  he  could,  to  convey  a  false  alarm  that 
jomebody  was  coming  that  way:  occasionally  drawing 
back  the  slide  of  the  dark  lantern  to  keep  himself  from 
the  ditch.  Tiie  alarm  was  no  sooner  given,  than  Mr. 
Winkle  scrambled  back  over  the  wall,  and  Arabella  ran 
into  the  house ;  the  garden-gate  was  shut,  and  the  three 
adventurei*$  were  making  the  best  of  their  way  down 
the  lane,  when  thijy  were  startled  by  the  scientific  gen- 
tleman unlocking  hi^  *rard(»n-^te. 
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^  Hold  hard/'  whispered  Sam,  who  was,  of  course,  Uie 
fii'st  of  the  party.  ^  Show  a  Ught  for  just  yun  second, 
sir." 

Mr.  Pickwick  did  as  he  was  desired,  and  Sam  seeing 
ft  man's  head  peeping  out  very  cautiously,  within  half  a 
yard  of  his  own,  gave  it  a  gentle  tap  with  his  clenched 
fi.^t,  which  knocked  it,  with  a  hollow  sound,  against  the 
gate.  Having  performed  this  feat  with  great  suddenness 
and  dexterity,  Mr.  Weller  caught  Mr.  Pickwick  up  on 
hb  back,  and  followed  Mr.  Winkle  down  the  lane,  at  a 
pace  which,  considering  the  burden  he  csorried^  was  p<»^ 
fectly  artonishing. 

^*  Have  yoo  got  your  viiid  back  ag'in,  sir  ? "  inquired 
Sam,  when  they  had  readied  the  end. 

"  Quite  —  quite  now,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Then  come  along,  sir,"  said  Sam,  setting  his  master 
on  his  feet  again.  ^  Come  betveen  us,  sir.  Not  half  a 
mile  to  run.  Think  you're  vinnin'  a  cup,  sir.  Now  for 
it!" 

Thus  encouraged,  Mr.  Pickwick  made  the  very  best 
use  of  his  legs.  It  may  be  confidently  stated  that  a  pair 
of  black  gaiters  never  got  over  the  ground  in  better  style 
than  did  those  of  Mr.  Pickwick  on  this  memond)le 
occasion. 

The  coach  was  waiting,  the  horses  were  fresh,  the 
roads  were  good,  and  the  driver  was  willing.  The  whole 
party  arrived  in  safety  at  the  Bush  before  Mr.  Pickwick 
had  recovered  his  breath. 

^  In  wiUi  you  at  once,  sir,"  said  Sam,  as  he  helped  his 
master  out.  ^  Don't  stop  a  second  in  the  street,  arter 
that  'ere  exercise.  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  continued 
Sam,  touching  his  hat  as  Mr.  Winkle  descended.  ^  Hope 
there  wam't  a  priory  'tachment,  sir  ?  " 
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Mr.  Winkle  grasped  his  humble  friend  by  the  hand, 
and  whispered  in  his  ear,  **  It's  all  ri^t,  Sam ;  quite 
right;"  upon  which  Mr.  Weller  struck  three  distinct 
blows  upon  his  nose  in  token  of  intelligence;  smiled, 
-winked,  and  proceeded  to  put  the  steps  up,  with  a  ooun« 
tenance  expressive  of  lively  satisfaction. 

As  to  Uie  scientific  gentleman,  he  demonstrated  in  a 
masterly  treatise,  that  these  wonderful  lights  were  the 
efiect  of  electricity;  and  clearly  proved  the  same  by 
detailing  how  a  flash  of  fire  danced  before  his  eyes  when 
he  put  his  head  out  of  the  gate,  and  how  he  received  a 
shock  which  stunned  him  for  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour 
afterwards ;  which  demonstration  delighted  all  the  Sd 
entific  Associations  beyond  measure,  and  caused  him  to 
be  oonsidered  a  light  of  sdenoe  ever  afterwaida. 
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CHAFTEB  XL. 

DraKODUCSS  MR.  PICKWICK  TO  A  NBW,  AKD  HOT 
17NIMTKRB8TINO  8CKXB,  IN  TIIS  GRK^T  DRAMA  OF 
UPS. 

Thb  remainder  of  the  period  which  Mr.  Pickwiek 
had  assigned  as  the  daradon  of  the  stay  at  Bath,  passed 
over  without  the  occurrence  of  anything  material.  Trin- 
ity Term  commenced.  On  the  expiration  of  its  first 
week,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  friends  returned  to  Lon* 
doa ;  and  the  former  gentleman,  attended  of  course  by 
Sam,  straightway  repaired  to  his  M  quarters  at  the 
George  and  Vulture. 

On  the  third  morning  alter  their  arrival,  just  as  all 
the  clocks  in  the  cit^  were  striking  nine  individually,  and 
somewhere  about  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  collect- 
ively, Sam  was  taking  the  air  in  Greorge  Yard,  when  a 
queer  sort  of  fresh-painted  vehicle  drove  np,  out  of  which 
there  jumped  with  great  agiUty,  throwing  the  reins  to  a 
stout  man  who  sat  beside  him,  a  queer  sort  of  gentleman, 
who  seemed  made  for  the  vehide^  and  the  vehicle  for 
him. 

The  vehicle  was  not  exactly  a  gig^  neither  was  it  a 
stanhope.  It  was  not  what  is  currently  dencnninated  a 
dog-cart,  neither  was  it  a  taxed-cart,  nor  a  chaise-cart, 
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nor  a  guillotined  cabriolet ;  and  jet  it  had  something  ol 
the  character  of  each  and  every  of  these  machines.  It 
was  painted  a  bright  yellow,  with  the  shafts  and  wheels 
picked  out  in  black  ;  and  the  driver  sat,  in  the  orthodox 
sporting  style,  on  cushions  piled  about  two  feet  above 
the  rail  The  horse  was  a  bay,  a  well-looking  animal 
enough  ;  but  with  something  of  a  flash  and  dog-fighting 
air  about  him,  nevertheless^  whkh  accorded  admirably, 
both  with  the  vehicle  and  his  master. 

The  Blaster  himself  was  a  maa  of  about  ibrly,  with 
black  hair,  aad  carefoUy  combed  wluskers :  dressed  ia  a 
particularly  gorgeous  manner:  with  plenty  of  artidies 
of  jewelry  about  him  —  all  about  three  sizes  larger  than 
those  which  are  usually  worn  by  gentlemen  —  wai  a 
rough  greatHiOBl  to  crown  the  whole.  Into  one  podcel 
of  this  greaX'Cotiif  he  thrust  hk  left  hand  the  moment  he 
dismounted,  while  from  the  other  he  drew  forth^  with  his 
right,  a  very  bright  and  glaring  silk  handkerchief,  with 
which  he  whisked  a  speck  or  two  of  dusi  fWon  his  bootfl, 
and  then,  erumpliag  it  in  his  head,  swaggered  up  the 
court 

It  had  not  escaped  Sam's  altenlioa  that,  when  this  per- 
son dismounted,  a  shabby^ooking  man  in  a  brown  great* 
coat  shorn  of  divers  buttons,  who  had  been  previoosly 
slinking  about,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  crossed 
over,  and  remamed  stationary  dose  by*  Having  some* 
thing  more  than  a  saapicion  of  the  object  of  the  g^itle* 
man's  visit,  Sam  preceded  him  to  the  Greorge  aad  Vul- 
ture, and,  tuniiag  sharp  round,  phmted  himself  in  the 
centre  of  the  door-way. 

^  Now,  my  fine  fellow  1 "  said  the  aian  in  the  rough 
coat,  in  an  imperious  tone :  attemptiag^  Bt  the  sanae  time, 
to  puak  his  way  past- 
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^  N<iw,  sir,  wot^s  the  matter  ?"  repfied  Sam,  f^turmng 
the  push  with  compound  interest. 

^  Come,  none  of  this,  mj  man ;  this^  won't  do  with 
me^"  said  the  owner  of  the  roogh  coat,  raisii^  his  voice, 
and  turning  white.     ^  Here,  Smoudi  I " 

^  Welly  wof  s  amiss  here  ?  "  growled  the  man  in  the 
brown  coat,  who  had  been  graduallj  sneaking  up  the 
court  during  this  short  dbJbgiie* 

'^Onlj  some  insolence  of  this  jouag  man's,"  said  the 
piiiicipal,  giving  Sam  another  pudi. 

^  Come,  none  o'  this  gammon,"  growled  Smouch,  giv- 
ing him  ano&er,  and  a  harder  one. 

This  last  push  had  the  effect  which  it  was  intended  by 
the  experienced  Mr.  Smouch  to  produce ;  for  while  Sam, 
anxious  to  return  ^e  eompKment,  was  grinding  that  gen- 
tleman's body  against  the  door-post,  the  principal  crept 
past,  and  made  his  way  to  the  bar :  whither  Sam,  after 
bandying  a  few  epithetical  remarks  with  Mr.  Smouch, 
followed  at  once. 

'*  Good>moming,  mj  dear,"  said  the  principal,  address- 
ing the  joung  lady  in  the  bar,  with  Botany  Bay  ease, 
and  New  South  Wales  gentility  ;  ""  which  is  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's room,  my  dear  ?  " 

*^  Show  him  up,"  said  the  bar-maid  to  a  waiter,  without 
deigning  another  look  at  the  exquisite,  m  r^y  to  his 
inquiry. 

The  waiter  led  the  way  iip-stairs  as  he  was  dedred, 
and  the  man  in  the  rough  coat  followed,  with  Sam  behind 
him :  who,  in  his  progress  up  the  staircase,  indulged  in 
sundry  gestures  indicative  of  supreme  contempt  and 
deAanee :  to  the  un4>eakable  gratification  of  the  servants 
and  other  lookers-on.    Mr.  Smouch,  who  was  tvovbled 
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with  a  hoarae  covgb,  remained  below,  and  expeetorated 
in  the  passage. 

Mr.  PickwidL  was  fast  asleep  in  bed,  when  his  earij 
▼isitor,  followed  bj  Sam,  entered  the  loom.  The  noise 
thej  made,  in  so  doing,  awoke  him. 

^  Shaving  water,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwiok,  from  with- 
in the  curtains. 

^  Shave  jou  directly,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  the  viatoiv 
drawing  one  of  them  back  from  the  bed's  head.  **  Fve 
got  an  execution  against  joo,  at  the  suit  of  Bardell.  — 
Here's  the  warrant  —  Common  Pleas. —  Here's  my 
card.  I  suppose  youll  come  over  to  my  house."  Giving 
Mr.  Pickwick  a  friendly  tap  on  the  shoulder,  the  sheriff's 
officer  —  for  such  he  was — threw  his  card  on  the  coun- 
terpane, and  pulled  a  gold  toothpick  from  his  waistcoat 
pocket. 

"Namb/s  the  name,"  said  the  sheriff's  deputy,  as  Mr. 
Pickwick  took  his  spectacles  from  under  the  pillow,  and 
put  them  on,  to  read  the  card.  ^  Namby,  Bell  Alley, 
Coleman  Street." 

At  this  point  Sam  Weller,  who  had  had  his  eyes  fixed 
hitherto  on  Mr.  Namby's  shining  beaver,  interfered : 

"  Are  you  a  Quaker  ?  "  said  Sam. 

^  111  let  joa  know  who  I  am,  before  Fve  done  with 
yon,"  repfied  the  indignant  officer.  ^Fll  teach  you  man- 
ners, my  fine  fellow,  one  of  these  fine  mornings." 

<«  Thankee,"  said  Sam.  TU  do  the  same  for  you^ 
Take  your  hat  c^."  With  this,  Mr.  Weller,  in  the  most 
dexterous  manner,  knod^ed  Mr.  Namby's  hat  to  the  other 
side  of  the  room :  with  such  violence  that  he  had  very 
nearly  caused  him  to  swallow  the  gold  toothpick  into  Uie 
bargain. 

^  Observe  this,  Mr.  Pickwidi,"  said  the  disconcerted 
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officer,  gasping  for  breath.  ^  IVe  been  assaulted  in  the 
execution  of  my  dootj  by  your  servant  in  your  chamber. 
I'm  in  bodily  fear.     I  call  you  to  witness  this." 

*•  Don't  witness  nothin',  sir,"  interposed  Sam.  "  Shut 
your  eyes  up  tight,  sir.  Fd  pitch  him  out  o'  winder, 
only  he  couldn't  fall  far  enough,  'cause  o'  the  leads  out- 
•ide." 

*^  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  an  angry  voice,  as  his 
attendant  made  various  demonstrations  of  hostilities,  ^  if 
you  say  another  word,  or  offer  the  slightest  interference 
with  this  person,  I  discharge  you  that  instant." 

"  But,  sir,"  said  Sam. 

*<  Hold  your  tongue,"  interposed  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  Take 
that  hat  up  again." 

But  this,  Sam  flatly  and  positively  refbsed  to  do ;  and, 
after  he  had  been  severely  reprimanded  by  his  master, 
the  officer,  being  in  a  hurry,  condescended  to  pick  it  up 
himself:  venting  a  great  variety  of  threats  against  Sam 
meanwhile,  which  that  gentleman  received  with  perfect 
composure  :  merely  observing  that  if  Mr.  Namby  would 
have  the  goodness  to  put  his  hat  on  again,  he  would 
knock  it  into  the  latter  end  of  next  week.  Mr.  Namby, 
perhaps  thinking  that  such  a  process  might  be  productive 
of  inconvenience  to  himself,  declined  to  offer  the  tempta- 
tion, and,  soon  after,  called  up  Smouch.  Having  in- 
formed him  that  the  capture  was  made,  and  that  he  was 
to  wait  for  the  prisoner  until  he  should  have  finished 
dressing,  Namby  then  swaggered  out,  and  drove  away. 
Smouch,  requesting  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  a  surly  manner, 
**  to  be  as  alive  as  he  could,  for  it  was  a  busy  time,"  drew 
up  a  chair  by  the  door,  and  sat  there,  until  he  had 
finished  dressing.  Sam  was  then  despatched  fm*  a 
hackney  coach :  and  in  it  the  triumvirate  proceeded  to 
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Oolenmii  Street  It  was  fortunate  the  diBtaiice  was 
^hort ;  for  Mr.  Smoooh,  besides  poasessing  no  yerj  en- 
chanting conversational  powers,  was  rendered  a  decidedly 
unpleasant  companion  in  a  limited  space,  bj  the  physical 
weakness  to  which  we  have  elsewhere  adverted* 

The  coach  having  tomed  into  a  very  narrow  and  dark 
sti^eet,  stopped  befwe  a  house  with  iron  bars  to  all  (ho 
windows ;  the  door-posts  of  which,  were  graced  by  the 
name  and  title  of  "Namby,  Officer  to  the  Sherifis  of 
London;  **  the  inner  gale  having  been  opened  by  a  gen% 
tleman  who  mif^t  have  passed  for  a  neglected  twin 
brother  of  Mr.  Smouch,  and  who  was  endowed  with  a 
large  key  for  the  purpose,  Mr.  Pickwidi  was  shown  into 
the  "  wffee-room." 

This  cofi^e-roem  was  a  front  parlor:  Ifae  principal 
features  of  which,  were  fresh  sand,  and  stole  tobacco 
smoke.  Mr.  Pickwick  bowed  to  the  three  persons  who 
were  seated  in  it  when  he  entered;  and  having  des- 
patched Sam  for  Perker,  withdrew  into  an  obscure 
oomer,  and  firom  thence  looked  wiHi  some  curiosity  upon 
his  new  companions. 

One  of  these  was  a  mere  boy  of  nineteen  or  twen^, 
who,  tliougfa  it  was  yet  barely  ten  o'eloek,  was  drinking 
gin  and  water,  and  smoking  a  cigar:  aomsements  to 
whidi,  judging  from  his  inflamed  countenance,  he  had 
devoted  himself  paretty  constantly  for  the  last  yeai  or 
two  of  his  life.  Opposite  him,  engaged  in  stirring  the 
lire  with  the  toe  of  his  right  boot,  was  a  coarse,  vulgar 
youug  man  of  about  thirty,  with  a  sallow  face  and  harsh 
voice:  evidently  possessed  of  that  knowledge  of  the 
workl,  and  captivating  freedom  of  manner,  which  is  to 
be  acquired  in  public-house  parlors,  and  at  low  billiaxd* 
tables.    The  third  tenant  of  the  apartment  was  a  middle^ 
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«ged  man  in  a  veiy  old  smt  of  blade,  who  looked  pale 
and  haggard,  and  paced  up  and  down  the  room  inces- 
aantly :  stopping,  now  and  then,  to  look  with  great  anx- 
iety oat  of  the  window  as  if  he  expected  somebody,  and 
then  resuming  his  walk. 

^  You'd  better  have  the  loan  of  my  razor  this  momin|^ 
Mr.  Ayresleigh,"  said  the  man  who  was  stirring  the  fire, 
lipping  the  wink  to  his  friend  the  boy. 

"•  Thank  you,  no,  I  shan't  want  it ;  I  expect  I  shall  be 
out,  in  the  course  of  an  hour  or  so,"  replied  the  other  in 
a  hurried  manner.  Then,  walking  again  up  to  the  win- 
dow, and  once  more  returning  ctisappointed,  he  sighed 
deeply,  and  left  the  room;  upon  which  the  other  two 
burst  into  a  loud  laugh. 

^  Well,  I  never  saw  such  a  game  as  that,"  said  tiie 
gentleman  who  had  offered  the  razor,  whose  name  ap- 
peared to  be  Price.  *<  Never  I"  Mr.  Price  confirmed 
the  assertion  with  an  oath,  and  then  lau^ied  again, 
when  of  course  the  boy  (who  thought  his  companion  one 
of  the  most  dashing  fellows  alive)  laughed  also. 

^  You'd  hardly  think,  would  you  now,"  said  Price,  turn- 
ing towards  Mr*  Piekwidk,  ^  that  that  chap's  been  h^^e  a 
week  yesterday,  and  never  once  shavod  himself  yet,  be- 
oause  he  feels  so  certain  he's  going  out  in  half  an  hour^s 
time,  that  he  thinks  he  may  as  well  put  it  off  till  he  geta 
home?" 

^  Poor  man ! "  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  Are  his  chances 
di  getting  out  of  his  difficulties  really  so  great  ?  " 

""  Chances  be  d— d,"  replied  Price;  ''he  hasn't  half 
the  ghost  of  one.  I  wouldnH  give  thai  for  his  chance  of 
walking  about  the  streets  this  time  ten  years."  With 
this,  Mr.  Price  snapped  his  fingers  oontemptuoiKly,  and 
mog  tlie  belL 
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^  Give  me  a  sheet  of  paper,  Crookej,^  said  Mr.  Prieo 
to  the  attendant,  who  in  dress  and  general  appearance 
looked  something  between  a  bankrupt  grazier,  and  a 
drover  in  a  state  of  insdvenc^^ ;  "  and  a  glass  of  brandj 
and  water,  Crookej,  d'ye  hear  ?  Fm  going  to  write  to 
my  fiuher,  and  I  mast  have  a  stimulant,  or  I  shan't  be 
able  to  pitch  it  strong  enough  into  the  old  boy."  At  this 
fiicetious  speech,  the  young  boy,  it  is  almost  needless  to 
say,  was  fkirly  convulsed. 

"^  That* s  right,"  said  Mr.  Price.  ""Never  say  die.  AH 
fbUjaVtit?" 

""  Prime ! "  said  the  young  gentleman. 

""  You've  some  spirit  about  you,  you  have,"  said  Price. 
**  You've  seen  something  of  life." 

""  I  rather  think  I  havel "  replied  the  boy.  He  had 
looked  at  it  through  the  dirty  panes  of  glass  in  a  bar 
door. 

Mr.  Pickwick  feeling  not  a  litde  disgusted  with  this 
dialogue,  as  well  as  with  the  air  and  manner  of  the  two 
beings  by  whom  it  had  been  carried  on,  was  about  to 
inquire  whether  he  could  not  be  accommodated  with  a 
private  sitting-room.  When  two  or  three  strangers  of  gen* 
teel  i^pearance  entered,  at  sight  of  whom  the  boy  threw 
his  cigar  into  the  fire,  and  whispering  to  Mr.  Price  that 
they  had  come  to  ""make  it  all  right"  for  him,  joined 
them  at  a  table  in  the  further  end  of  the  room. 

It  would  appear,  however,  that  matters  were  not  going 
to  be  made  all  right  quite  so  speedily  as  the  young  gen- 
tleman anticipated ;  for  a  very  long  conversation  ensued, 
of  which  Mr.  Pickwick  could  not  avoid  hearing  certain 
angry  fragments  regarding  dissc^ute  conduct,  and  re- 
peated forgiveness.  At  last,  there  were  very  distinct 
allusions  made  by  the  oldest  gentleman  of  the  party  to 
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0O6  Whftecro88  Street,  at  which  the  joang  gentteman, 
notwithstanding  his  piimeness  and  his  ^irit,  and  hia 
knowledge  of  life  into  the  bargain,  reclined  his  head 
upon  the  table,  and  howled  dismally. 

Very  much  satisfied  with  this  sudden  bringing  down 
of  the  youth's  ralor,  and  effectual  lowering  of  his  tonOi 
Mr,  Pickwick  rang  the  bell,  and  was  shown,  at  his  own 
reqoest,  into  a  private  room  furnished  with  a  carpety 
table,  chairs,  ddeboard,  and  80&,  and  ornamented  with  a 
looking-glass,  and  various  old  prints.  Here,  he  had  the 
advantage  of  hearing  Mrs.  Namby's  perAH*mance  on  a 
square  piuio  overhead,  while  the  breakfast  was  getting 
ready;  and  whoa  it  came,  Mr.  Perker  arrived  aha 

''Aha,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  Httle  man,  ''nailed  at 
last,  eh  ?  Come,  eome,  Pm  not  sorry  for  it  either,  be- 
cause now  you'll  see  the  absurdity  of  this  conduct.  Pve 
noted  down  the  amount  of  the  taxed  costs  and  damages 
fcft  which  the  ca-sa  was  issued,  and  we  had  better  settle 
at  once  and  lose  no  time.  Namby  is  come  home  by  this 
time,  I  dare  say.  What  say  yon,  my  dear  sir,  shall  I 
draw  a  check,  or  will  you  ?  "  The  little  man  rubbed  his 
hands  with  affected  cheerfulness  as  he  said  this,  but 
glancing  at  Mr.  Pickwick's  countenance,  could  not  for- 
bear at  the  same  time  casting  a  desponding  look  towards 
Sam  Weller. 

"  Perker,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  let  me  hear  no  more 
of  this,  I  b^.  I  see  no  advantage  in  staying  here,  so  I 
shall  go  to  prison  to-night." 

•*You  can't  go  to  Whitecross  Street,  my  dear  sir* 
paid  Perker.  "  Impossible !  There  are  sixty  beds  in  a 
ward;  and  the  bolfs  on,  sixteen  hours  out  of  the  fear> 
and-twenty." 

"  I  would  rather  go  to  some  other  place  of  confinement 
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if  lean,''  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  If  not,  I  moat  adte  the 
beat  I  can  of  that.** 

*'  You  can  go  to  the  Fleet,  mj  dear  sir,  if  jou're  d^ 
termined  to  go  somewhere,''  said  Perker. 

"<  That'll  do,"  said  Mr.  PickwkL  ^VU  go  there,  di- 
reedy  Pve  finished  mj  break&st" 

'^Stop,  stop,  my  dear  sir;  not  the  least  oeeasion  fW 
being  in  such  a  violent  hurrj  to  get  into  a  plaoe  that 
most  other  men  are  as  eager  to  get  oat  of,"  aaid  the 
good-natured  little  attorney.  **•  We  must  hare  a  habeas 
eorpus.  There'll  be  no  judge  at  chambers  till  four 
o'clock  this  afternoon.     You  must  wait  till  then." 

^  Very  good,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  unmoved  pa* 
tience.  ^  Then  we  will  have  a  chop,  here,  at  two*  See 
about  it,  Sara,  and  tell  them  to  be  punctuaL" 

Mr.  Pickwick  remaining  firm,  despite  all  the  remon* 
•tfances  and  arguments  of  Perker,  the  chops  appeared 
and  disappeared  in  due  courae ;  he  was  then  put  into  an* 
other  hackney-coach,  and  carried  off  to  Chancery  Lane ; 
afler  waiting  half  an  hour  or  so  for  Mr.  Namby,  who  had 
a  select  dinner  party,  and  could,  on  no  account,  be  die* 
turbed  befbre. 

There  were  two  judges  in  attendance  at  Seigeantfs  Inn 
»—  one  King's  Bench,  and  one  Common  Pleas  —  and  a 
great  deal  of  business  appeared  to  be  transacting  before 
them,  if  the  number  of  lawyer's  clerks  who  were  hairy* 
ing  in  and  out  with  bundles  of  papers,  afforded  any  test. 
When  they  reached  the  low  ajrehway  which  forms  the 
entrance  to  the  Inn,  Perker  was  detained  a  few  moments 
parleying  with  the  coachman  about  the  &re  and  the 
ehaage ;  and  Mr.  Pickwicky  stepping  to  one  side  to  be 
out  of  the  way  of  the  stream  of  people  that  were  pouring 
in  and  out,  looked  about  him  with  some  curiosity* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  OLUR  *      249 

The  pe<^le  that  attracted  his  attentioii  roost,  won 
three  or  four  men  of  shabbj^genteel  i^>pearuice,  who 
touched  their  hats  to  maBy  of  the  attomeTa  who  passed, 
and  seemed  to  have  some  business  there,  the  nature  of 
which  Mr.  Pickwick  could  not  divine.  Thej  were  cnri* 
ous-looking  fellows^  One,  was  a  sUm  and  rather  lame 
man  in  rusty  black,  and  a  while  neckerchief;  another, 
was  a  stout  bnriy  persost  dressed  m  the  same  apparel, 
with  a  great  reddish-black  dolh  round  his  neck ;  a  thirds 
was  a  little  weasea  dranken4ooking  body  with  a  pimply 
face.  They  were  loitering  about,  with  thmr  hands  be- 
hind them,  and  now  and  then,  with  an  anxious  oomit»- 
naace,  whispered  something  in  the  ear  of  some  of  the 
gentlemen  with  papers,  as  they  hurried  by.  Mr.  Pick* 
wick  remembered  lo  have  very  often  observed  them 
lounging  under  the  archway  when  he  had  been  walking 
past;  and  his  curiosity  was  quite  exeited  to  know  to 
what  branch  of  the  profession  these  dingy-looking 
loungers  could  possibly  belong. 

He  was  about  to  propound  the  question  to  Namby^ 
who  kept  close  betdde  him,  sucking  a  large  gold  ring  on 
his  little  finger,  when  Perker  bustled  up,  and  observing 
that  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  led  the  way  into  the  Inn. 
As  Mr.  Pickwick  followed,  the  lame  man  stepped  up  to 
him,  and  civiUy  toudiing  his  hat,  held  out  a  written  card, 
which  Mr.  Pickwick,  not  widiing  to  hart  the  man's  feel^ 
in^  by  refusing,  .courteously  accepted  and  deposited  in 
his  waistcoat  pocket 

^Now,"  said  Perkier,  turning  round  before  he  en- 
tered one  of  the  offices,  to  see  that  his  eompanioas  were 
close  behind  him.  ^  In  here,  my  dear  sin  Hallo,  what 
do  ^011  want?" 

This  last  question  was  addressed  to  the  lame  man, 
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whO|  uBobserv^ed  hj  Mn  Pickwk^  made  one  of  Uie 
party.  In  reply  to  it,  the  lame  man  touched  his  hat 
again,  with  all  inu^tnable  pi^iteness,  and  motioned  tow* 
ardfl  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"^No,  no,"  said  Perker  with  a  smile.  «We  don*l 
want  you,  my  dear  firieikl,  we  don't  want  yon." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  the  lame  man.  ^  The 
gentleman  took  my  card.  I  hope  you  will  empk>y  me, 
or.  The  gentleman  nodded  to  me.  Fll  be  judged  by 
the  gentleman  hinweUl    You  nodded  to  me,  sir?  " 

**  Pooh,  pooh,  nonsense.  You  didn't  nod  to  anybody, 
PidLwick  ?    A  mistake,  a  mistake,"  said  Perker. 

^The  gentleman  handed  me  his  card,"  replied  Mr. 
Pickwick,  producing  it  firom  his  waistooa^-pocket.  ^  I 
accepted  it,  as  the  gentleman  seemed  to  wish  it —  in  fact 
I  had  some  curiosity  to  look  at  it  when  I  should  be  at 
leisure.    I " 

The  little  attorney  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  and  retum- 
mg  the  card  to  the  lame  man,  informing  him  it  was  all  la 
mistake,  whispered  to  Mr.  Pickwick  as  the  man  turned 
away  in  dudgeon,  that  he  was  only  a  baiL 

**A  what!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

«  A  bail,"  replied  Perker. 

«Abaa?" 

^  Yes,  my  dear  sir  —  half  a  dozen  of  'em  here.  Bafl 
you  to  any  amount,  and  only  charge  half^naown.  Gu* 
lions  trade  isn't  it  ?  "  said  Perker,  regaling  himself  with 
a  pinch  of  snuff. 

^  What !  am  I  to  understand  that  these  men  earn  a 
livelihood  l^  waiting  about  here,  to  perjure  themselTes 
before  the  judges  of  the  land,  at  the  rate  of  hidf-a-crown 
a  crime  1 "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  quite  aghast  at  the 
disclosure. 
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**  Why,  I  don't  exactly  know  about  perjury,  my  dear 
fir,"  replied  the  little  gentleman.  **  Harsh  word,  my  dear 
Bir,  very  harsh  word  indeed.  It's  a  legal  fiction,  my 
dear  sir,  nothing  more."  Saying  which,  the  attorney 
shrugged  his  shoulders,  smile^  took  a  second  pinch  of 
snuff,  and  led  the  way  into  the  office  of  the  judge^s 
clerk. 

This  was  a  room  of  specially  dirty  appearance,  with  a 
very  low  ceiling  and  old  panelled  walls ;  and  so  badly 
lighted,  that  although  it  was  broad  day  outside,  great  tal* 
low  candles  were  burning  on  the  desks. .  At  one  end, 
was  a  door  leading  to  the  judge's  private  apartment, 
round  which  were  congregated  a  crowd  of  attorneys  and 
managing  clerks,  who  were  caDed  in,  in  the  order  in 
which  their  respective  appointments  stood  upon  the  file. 
Every  time  this  door  was  opened  to  let  a  party  out,  the 
next  party  made  a  violent  rush  to  get  in ;  and,  as  in 
addition  to  the  numerous  dialogues  which  passed  between 
the  gentlemen  who  were  waiting  to  see  the  judge,  a 
variety  of  personal  squabbles  ensued  between  the  greater 
part  of  those  who  had  seen  him,  there  was  as  much  noise 
as  could  well  be  raised  in  an  apartment  of  such  confined 
dimensions. 

Nor  were  the  conversations  of  these  gentlemen  the 
only  sounds  that  broke  upon  the  ear.  Standing  on  a  box 
behind  a  wooden  bar  at  another  end  of  the  room,  was  a 
dark  in  spectades,  who  was  ^taking  the  affidavits:*' 
large  batches  of  Vhich  were,  from  time  to  time,  carried 
into  the  private  room  by  another  cleric  for  the  judge's 
signature.  There  were  a  large  number  of  attorneys* 
derks  to  be  sworn,  and  it  being  a  moral  impossibility  to 
swear  tbem  aU  at  once,  the  struggles  of  these  gentlemen 
!o  reach  the  derk  m  spectacles,  were  like  those  of  a 
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crowd  to  get  in  at  the  pit  do<M*  of  a  theatre  when  hia 
Most  Gracious  Majesty  honors  it  with  his  presence. 
Another  functionary,  from  time  to  time,  exercised  his 
lungs,  in  calling  over  the  names  of  those  who  had  heen 
sworn,  for  the  purpose  of  I'estoring  to  th^n  their  affidar 
Tits  after  they  had  been  signed  by  the  judge :  vdiich 
giive  rise  to  a  few  more  scuffles ;  and  all  these  things 
going  on  at  the  same  time,  occasioned  as  much  bustle  as 
the  most  active  and  excitable  person  could  desire  to  he- 
boid. There  were  yet  another  class  of  persons  —  those 
who  were  waiting  to  attend  summonses  their  employers 
had  taken  out,  which  it  was  <^ttonal  to  the  attorney  on 
the  opposite  side  to  attend  or  not  —  and  whose  business 
it  was,  from  time  to  time,  to  cry  out  the  <^iposite  attoi^ 
ney's  name :  to  make  certain  that  he  was  not  in  attend- 
ance without  their  knowledge. 

For  example.  Leaning  against  the  wall,  ck>se  beside 
the  seat  Mr.  Pickwick  had  ti^en,  was  an  offie^lad  of 
fourteen,  with  a  tenor  voice ;  near  Urn,  a  oommon-law 
clerk  with  a  bass  one. 

A  clerk  hurried  in  with  a  bundle  of  papers,  and  stared 
about  him. 

^  Sniggle  and  Blink,"  cried  the  tenor. 

^  Porkin  and  Snob,"  growled  the  bass. 

^  Stumpy  and  Deacon,"  said  the  new  comer. 

Nobody  answered ;  the  next  man  who  came  in,  was 
bailed  by  the  whole  three ;  and  he  in  his  turn  shosted 
for  another  firm;  and  then  somebody^elfle  roared  in  a 
k}ud  voice  for  another ;  and  so  forth. 

All  this  time,  the  man  in  the  spectacles  was  hard  aft 
work,  swearing  the  clerks:  the  oath  being  bvariaUy 
adnunistered,  without  any  e£fort  at  paactaaliMi,  and  i 
ally  in  the  following  terms : 
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*^  Take  the  book  in  joar  rigkt  hand  tiiis  U  jonr  name 
and  handwriting  jou  8wear  that  the  contents  of  this  joor 
affidavit  are  true  so  help  you  God  a  shilling  70U  must  get 
change  I  haven't  got  it" 

"<  Well,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  "<  I  suppoee  tkey 
are  getting  the  habeas  carpus  ready." 

'^Tes,"  said  Sam,  ^and  I  vish  they'd  bring  oat  the 
have*his-carcass.  It's  wery  unpleasant  keepin'  us  vaitin* 
here.  Fd  ha'  got  half  a  dozen  have-hia-carcasses  ready, 
packed  up  and  all,  by  this  time." 

What  sort  of  cumbrous  and  unmanageable  machine, 
Sam  Weller  imagined  a  writ  of  habeas  corpus  to  be, 
does  not  appear;  for  Peiker,  at  that  moment,  walked 
up,  and  took  Mr.  Pickwick  away. 

The  usual  forms  having  been  gone  through,  the  body 
of  Samuel  Pickwick  was  soon  afterwards  confided  to  the 
ctt8tody  of  the  tipstaff,  to  be  by  him  taken  to  the  Warden 
of  the  Fleet  Prison,  and  there  detained  until  the  amount 
of  the  damages  and  costs  in  the  action  of  Bardell  against 
Pickwick  was  fully  paid  and  satisfied. 

^  And  that,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  laughing,  ^  will  be  a 
▼ery  long  time.  Sam,  call  another  haeka^-eoaoh.  Per- 
ker,  my  deaor  friend,  good-by." 

^  I  shall  go  with  yon,  and  see  you  safe  there,"  said 
Perker. 

"^  Indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  <"  I  would  rather  go 
without  any  other  attendant  than  Sam.  As  soon  as  I  get 
settled,  I  will  write  and  let  yon  know,  and  I  shall  expect 
you  immediately.     Until  then,  good-by." 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  said  this,  he  got  into  the  coadi 
which  had  by  this  time  arrived :  followed  by  the  tip- 
staff. Sam  having  stationed  himself  on  the  box,  it  rolled 
•way. 
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^  A  most  extraordinarj  maa,  that  P  said  PeriLer,  as  he 
stopped  to  pull  on  his  gloves. 

^  What  a  bankrupt  he'd  make,  sir,"  observed  Mr.  Low> 
ten,  who  was  standing  near.  '^  How  he  would  bother  the 
commissioners  1  He'd  set  'em  at  defiance  if  they  talked 
of  committing  him,  sir." 

The  attorney  did  not  appear  very  much  delighted 
with  his  clerk's  professional  estimate  of  Mr.  Pickwick's 
character,  for  he  walked  away  without  deigning  any 
reply. 

llie  hackney-coach  jolted  akxig  Fleet  Street,  as  hack' 
ney-coaches  usually  do.  The  horses  ^  went  better,"  ibe 
di:iver  said,  when  they  had  anything  before  them,  (they 
must  have  gone  at  a  most  extraordinary  pace  when  there 
was  nothing,)  and  so  the  vehide  kept  bdiind  a  cart; 
when  the  cart  stopped,  it  stopped ;  and  when  the  cart 
went  on  again,  it  did  the  same.  Mr.  Pickwick  sat  op- 
posite the  tipstaff;  and  the  tipstaff  sat  with  his  hat  be- 
tween his  knees,  whistling  a  tune,  and  looking  out  of  the 
coach-window. 

Time  performs  wonders.  By  the  powerful  old  gentle- 
man's aid,  even  a  hackney-coach  gets  over  half  a  mile 
of  ground.  They  stopped  at  length,  and  Mr.  Pickwick 
alighted  at  the  gate  of  the  Fleet 

The  tipstaff,  looking  over  his  shoulder  to  see  that  his 
charge  was  following  close  at  his  heels,  preceded  Mr. 
Pickwick  into  the  prison ;  turning  to  the  left,  after  they 
had  entered,  they  passed  tiirougfa  an  open  door  into  a 
lobby,  from  which  a  heavy  gate:  opposite  to  that  by 
which  they  had  entered,  and  which  was  guarded  by  a 
stout  turnkey  with  the  key  in  his  hand :  led  at  once  into 
the  interior  of  the  jnison. 

Here  they  stopped,  while  the  tipstaff  delivered  his 
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piipers;  and  here  Mr.  Pidtwick  was  apprised  that  he 
would  remain,  until  he  had  undei^gone  the  oeremonj' 
kno#n  to  the  initiated  as  ^sittii^  for  your  portrait*" 

**  Sitting  for  my  portrwt!  **  said  Mr.  Pickwidc. 

^Having  your  Hkeness  taken,  sir,"  replied  the  stoat 
turnkey.  '*  We're  capital  hands  at  likenesses  here.  Take 
'em  in  no  time,  and  always  exact  Walk  in,  sir,  and  make 
yourself  at  home." 

Mr.  Pickwick  complied  with  the  invitation,  and  sat 
fainffielf  down :  when  Mr.  Weller,  who  stationed  himself 
at  the  hack  of  the  chair,  whispered  that  the  sitting  was 
merely  another  term  for  undergoing  an  inspection  by  the 
different  turnkeys,  in  order  that  they  mi^t  know  prison- 
ers from  visitors. 

<<  WeD,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  <"  then  I  wish  the 
artists  would  come.    This  is  rather  a  public  place." 

''They  von't  be  long,  sir,  I  des-say,"  replied  Sam. 
"  Th*e's  a  Dutch  ck)ck,  sir." 

**  So  I  see,"  observed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

'^And  a  bird-cage,  sir,"  said  Sam.  "Yeels  vithin 
veels,  a  prison  in  a  prison.    A'n't  it,  sir." 

As  Mr.  Weller  made  this  philosophical  remark,  Mr. 
Pickwick  was  aware  that  his  sitting  had  commenced. 
The  stout  turnkey  having  been  relieved  from  the  lock, 
sat  down,  and  looked  at  him  carelessly,  from  time  to 
time,  while  a  long  thin  man  who  had  reKevcd  him, 
thrust  his  hands  beneatli  his  coat-tails,  and  planting 
himself  opposite,  took  a  good  long  view  of  him.  A 
third  rather  surly-looking  gentleman:  who  had  appar- 
ently been  dbturbed  at  his  tea,  for  he  was  disposing  of 
the  last  remnant  of  a  crust  and  butter  when  he  came  in : 
stationed  himself  close  to  Mr.  Pickwick ;  and,  resting 
his  hands  on  his  hips,  inspected  him  narrowly;  while 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


256  rOBTHUMOUS  rAPEIS  OF 

two  others  mixed  wHh  the  grovp,  and  studied  his  feal 
«re»  with  most  mfteot  and  thdughtfUl  fiuses.    Mr.  Fiek 
wick  wiaoed  a  good  deal  wider  the  operationy  and  ap 
peared  to  sit  veiy  tmeanlj  in  his  chair ;  bat  he  made 
no  remark  to  anybody  while  it  was  being  perfonned  -^ 
not  even  to  Sam*  who  rediaed  upon  the  back  of  the 
chair :  reflectijE^,  partly  on  the  situation  of  his  master, 
and  partly  on  the  great  satisfaction  it  would  have  a^ 
forded  him  to  make  a  fleroe  assaok  upon  all  ihe  turn- 
keys there  assembled^  one  after  the  other,  if  it  were 
lawful  and  peaceable  so  to  do« 

At  length  the  likeness  was  completed,  and  Mr.  Pick* 
wick  was  informed,  that  be  miglht  now  preoeed  into  tba 
prison. 

"^  Wliere  am  I  to  sleep  to-night?"  inquired  Mr.  Pidk- 
wiclu 

^  Why  I  don't  rightly  know  about  to^ght,"  replied 
the  stout  turnkey.  ^  You'll  be  hummed  on  sonilbody 
to-morrow,  and  then  you'ft  be  all  snug  and  comfortable. 
The  first  night's  general^  rather  unsettled,  but  youll  be 
set  all  squares  to-morroW." 

Afler  some  discussidD»  it  was  dtseovered  that  one  of 
the  turnkeys  had  a  bed  to  let,  which  Mr*  Pidmck  oovld 
have  for  that  night     He  gladly  agreed  to  hire  it 

*'  If  you'll  come  with  me,  I'U  show  it  you  at  oiioei,'* 
said  the  num.  ^  It  a'n't  a  lai^  'un ;  but  it's  an  oat-aii4<» 
outer  to  sleep  in.    This  way,  sir." 

They  passed  through  the  inner  gate,  and  descended  * 
short  flight  of  steps.  The  key  was  turned  after  them ; 
and  Mr.  Pickwick  found  himself,  for  the  first  time  in  hia 
lifo,  within  the  walls  of  a  debters'  prison. 
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CHAPTER  XLL 

WHAT  BBFKLL  MR.  PIOKWIOK  WHBN  HB  GOT  tBTO 
TBE  PLBKT;  what  PBI80NBRS  HB  SAW  THBRB ; 
AND   HOW  HB   PA88BD   THB   NIGHT. 

Mr«  Tom  Bokbr,  the  gentleman  who  had  aecompa- 
nied  Mr.  Pickwick  into  the  prison,  tamed  sharp  round 
to  tiie  right  when  he  got  to  the  bottom  of  the  little 
flight  of  steps,  and  led  the  way :  through  an  iron  gate 
which  stood  open,  and  up  another  short  flight  of  steps : 
into  a  bng  narrow  gallery,  dirtj  and  low,  paved  witk 
stone,  and  very  dimly  lighted  by  a  window  at  each  re* 
mote  end. 

^  This,^  said  the  gentleman,  thrusting  his  hands  into 
kis  pockets,  and  looking  carelessly  over  his  shoulder  to 
Mr.  Pickwick,  "  This  here  is  the  hall-flight." 

^Oh,*^  reined  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  down  a  dark 
and  filthy  staircase,  which  appeared  to  lead  to  a  range 
of  damp  and  gloomy  stone  vaults,  beneath  the  grocnd, 
^  and  those,  I  suppose,  are  the  little  cellars  where  the 
prisoners  keep  their  small  quan^es  of  coals.  tJnpleai- 
ant  places  to  have  to  go  down  to ;  but  very  convenient,  I 
dare  say." 

"  Yes,  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  they  was  convenient,**  re- 
plied the  gentleman,  ^  seeing  that  a  few  people  live  there, 
pretty  snog.    That's  the  Fair,  that  is." 

VOL.  lU.  17 
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^Mj  frieDd,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  **jou  don't  reallj 
meaQ  to  saj  that  haman  beings  live  down  in  thoee 
wretched  dungeons?" 

^  Don't  1?"  replied  Mr.  Roker,  with  indignant  aston- 
ishment;  ^  why  shouldn't  I?" 

"  Live  I  —  live  down  there  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  l*ick- 
wick. 

'^Live  down  there!  yes,  and  die  down  there,  too^ 
wery  often ! "  replied  Mr.  Boker ;  ^  and  what  of  that  ? 
Who's  got  to  say  anything  ag'in'  it  ?  Live  down  there  I 
—  yes,  and  a  wery  good  place  it  is  to  live  in,  aVt 
it?" 

As  Roker  turned  somewhat  fiercely  upon  Mr.  Pick- 
wick in  saying  this,  and,  moreover,  muttered,  in  an 
excited  fashion,  certain  unpleasant  invocations  concern- 
ing his  own  eyes,  limbs,  and  circulating  fluids,  the  latter 
gentleman  deemed  it  advisable  to  pursue  the  discourse 
no  further.  Mr.  Roker  then  proceeded  to  mount  another 
staircase,  as  dirty  as  that  which  led  to  the  place  which 
had  just  been  the  subject  of  discussion,  in  which  ascent 
he  was  closely  followed  by  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Sam. 

^  Tliere,"  said  Mr.  Boker,  pausing  for  breath  when 
they  reached  another  gallery  of  the  same  dimensicHis  as 
the  one  below,  ^  this  is  the  coffee-room  flight :  the  one 
above's  the  third,  and  the  one  above  that's  the  top ;  and 
the  room  where  you're  a-going  to  sleep  to>night  is  tbe 
warden's  room,  and  it^s  this  way  —  come  on."  Having 
said  all  this  in  a  breath,  Mr.  Roker  mounted  another 
flight  of  stairs,  with  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Sam  Weller  fol- 
lowing at  his  heels. 

These  staircases  received  light  from  sundry  windows 
placed  at  some  little  distance  above  the  floor,  and  look- 
ing into  a  gravelled  area  bounded  by' a  high  brick  waH 
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with  iron  ehevaux-de-Jrise  at  the  top.  This  area,  it 
appeared  firom  Mr.  Roker's  statement,  was  the  racket- 
ground ;  and  it  farther  appeared,  on  the  testimony  of  the 
same  gentleman,  that  there  was  a  smaller  area  in  thai 
portion  of  the  prison  which  was  nearest  Farringdon 
Street,  denominated  and  called  "  the  Painted  Ground  * 
from  the  fact  of  its  walls  having  once  displayed  the  sem- 
blances of  various  men-of-war  in  full  sail,  and  other 
artistical  effects,  achieved,  in  bygone  times,  bj  some 
imprisoned  draughtsman  in  his  leisure  hours. 

Having  communicated  this  piece  of  information,  appar- 
ently more  for  the  purpose  of  discharging  his  bosom  of 
an  important  fact,  than  with  any  specific  view  of  enlight- 
ening Mr.  Pickwick,  the  guide,  having  at  length  reached 
another  gallery,  led  the  way  into  a  small  passage  at  the 
extreme  end:  opened  a  door:  and  disclosed  an  apart- 
ment of  an  appearance  by  no  means  inviting,  containing 
eight  or  nine  iron  bedsteads. 

^  There,**  said  Mr.  Boker,  holding  the  door  open,  and 
looking  triumphantly  round  at  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  There's 
a  room  !" 

Mr.  Pickwick's  fiice,  however,  betokened  such  a  very 
trifling  portion  of  satisfaction  at  the  appearance  of  his 
lodging,  that  Mr.  Roker  looked  for  a  reciprocity  of  feel- 
uig  into  the  countenance  of  Samuel  Weller,  who,  mitil 
now.  had  observed  a  dignified  silence. 

'*  There's  a  room,  young  man,"  observed  Mr.  Roker. 

^  I  see  it,"  replied  Sam,  with  a  placid  nod  of  the  head. 

^  You  wouldn't  think  to  find  such  a  room  as  this  in 
the  Farringdon  Hotel,  would  you?"  said  Mr.  Boker, 
with  a  complacent  smile. 

To  this  Mr.  Weller  replied  with  an  easy  and  unstud- 
ied closing  of  one  eye ;  which  might  be  considered  to 
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meiin,  either  that  he  would  have  thought  it,  or  tliat  he 
would  not  have  thought  it,  or  that  he  had  never  thought 
anything  at  all  about  it :  as  the  obeerrer's  imagination 
suggested.  Having  executed  this  feat,  and  reopened  hk 
eje,  Mr.  Weller  proceeded  to  inquire  which  was  the  indi- 
vidual bedstead  that  Mr.  Boker  had  bo  flatteringly  de* 
scribed  as  an  out-and-outer  to  sleep  in. 

"  That's  it,"  replied  Mr.  Boker,  pointing  to  a  very 
rasty  one  in  a  comer.  "  It  would  make  any  one  go  to 
deep,  that  bedstead  would,  whether  they  wanted  to  or 
not." 

^  I  should  think,"  said  Sam,  eying  the  piece  of  furni- 
ture in  question  with  a  look  of  excessive  disgust,  ^I 
should  think  poppies  was  nothin'  to  it" 

"  Nothing  at  all,"  said  Mr.  Roker. 

^  And  J  s'pose,"  said  Sam,  with  a  sidelong  glance  at 
his  master,  as  if  to  see  whether  there  were  any  ^mp- 
toms  of  his  determination  being  shaken  by  what  passed, 
^  I  s'pose  the  other  gcnl'men  as  sleeps  here,  an  gen- 
Tmen." 

« Nothing  but  it,"  said  Mr.  Roker.  "  One  of  'e» 
takes  his  twelve  pints  of  ale  a-day,  and  never  leaves  off 
smoking,  even  at  bis  meals." 

'^  He  must  be  a  first-rater,"  said  Sam. 

«A,l,"repUedMr.  Roker. 

Nothing  daunted,  even  by  this  intelligence,  Mr.  Pick- 
wick smilingly  announced  his  determination  to  test  tho 
powers  of  the  narcotic  bedstead  for  that  night ;  and  lilr. 
Roker,  after  informing  him  that  he  could  retire  to  rest 
at  whatever  hour  he  thought  proper  without  any  further 
notice  or  formality,  walked  off,  leaving  him  standing  with 
Sam  in  the  gallery. 

It  was  getting  dark  ;  tliat  is  to  say,  a  few  gas  jei.-> 
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were  kindled  in  this  place  which  was  never  light,  bj  waj 
of  compliment  to  the  evening,  which  had  set  in  outside. 
As  it  was  rather  warm,  some  of  the  tenants  of  the  nu- 
merous little  rooms  which  opened  into  the  gallery  on 
either  hand,  had  set  their  doors  ajar.  Mr.  Pickwick 
peeped  into  them  as  he  passed  along,  with  great  curios- 
ity and  interest  Here  four  or  five  great  hulking  fellows, 
just  visible  through  a  cloud  of  tobacco-smoke,  were  en- 
gaged in  noisy  and  riotous  conversation  over  half-emptied 
pots  of  beer,  or  playing  at  all-fours  with  a  very  greasy 
pack  of  cards.  In  the  adjoining  room,  some  solitary  ten- 
ant might  be  seen,  poring,  by  the  light  of  a  feeble  tallow 
candle,  over  a  bundle  of  soiled  and  tattered  papers,  yel- 
low with  dust  and  droppbg  to  pieces  from  age :  writing, 
for  the  hundredth  time,  some  lengthened  statement  of  his 
grievances,  for  the  perusal  of  some  great  man  whose  eyes 
it  would  never  reach,  or  whose  heart  it  would  never 
touch.  In  a  third,  a  man,  with  his  wife  and  a  whole 
crowd  of  children,  might  be  seen  making  up  a  scanty 
bed  on  the  ground,  or  upon  a  few  chairs,  for  the  younger 
ones  to  pass  the  night  in.  And  in  a  fourth,  and  a  fifth, 
and  a  sixth,  and  a  seventh,  the  noise,  and  the  beer,  and 
the  tobacco-smoke,  and  the  cards,  all  came  over  again  in 
greater  force  than  before. 

In  the  galleries  themselves,  and  more  especially  on  the 
staircases,  there  lingered  a  great  number  of  people,  who 
cnme  there :  some  because  their  rooms  were  empty  and 
lonesome :  others  because  their  rooms  were  full  and  hot: 
and  the  greater  part  because  they  were  restless  and 
uncomfortable,  and  not  possessed  of  the  secret  of  exactly 
knowing  what  to  do  with  themselves.  There  were  many 
classes  of  people  here,  from  the  laboring  man  in  his  fus- 
Uan  jacket,  to  the  broken-down  spendthrifl  in  his  shawl 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


26S  POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS  OF 

dressiiig-gown,  most  appropriately  oat  at  elbows;  bat 
there  was  the  same  air  about  them  all  —  a  listless,  jail- 
bird,  careless  swagger ;  a  vagabondish  who's- afraid  sort 
Off  bearing,  which  is  wholly  indescribable  in  words ;  hot 
which  any  man  can  understand  in  one  moment  if  ho 
wish,  by  setting  foot  in  the  nearest  debtors'  prison,  aaJ 
looking  at  the  very  first  group  of  people  he  sees  thero^ 
with  the  same  interest  as  Mr.  Pickwick  did. 

^  It  strikes  me,  Sam,"  smd  Mr.  Pickwick,  leaning  over 
the  iron-rail  at  the  stair^head,  "  It  strikes  me,  Sam,  that 
imprisonment  for  debt  is  scarcely  any  punishment  at  alL** 

**  Think  not,  sir?**  bquired  Mr.  Wdler. 

^Tou  see  how  these  fellows  drink,  and  smoke,  and 
roar,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  **  It^s  quite  impossible  that 
they  can  mind  it  much." 

^  Ah,  thaf  8  just  the  wery  thing,  sir,"  rejoined  Sam, 
^  thejf  don't  mbd  it ;  it's  a  reglar  holiday  to  them  —  all 
porter  and  skettles.  It's  the  f  other  Tuns  as  gets  done 
over,  vhh  this  sort  o'  thing :  them  down-hearted  fellers 
as  can't  svig  avay  at  the  beer,  nor  play  skettles  neither ; 
them  sb  vould  pay  if  they  could,  and  gets  low  by  being 
boxed  up.  rn  tell  you  wot  it  is,  sir ;  them  as  is  alvays 
ft-idlin'  in  public-houses  it  don't  damage  at  all,  and  them  as 
is  alvays  a-workin'  wen  they  can,  it  damages  too  much. 
*It's  unekal,'  as  my  iather  used  to  say  wen  his  grog 
wom't  made  half-and-half — *Ifs  uneked,  and  that's  the 
fault  on  it.'" 

"  I  tliink  you're  right,  Sam,'*  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  after 
a  few  moments'  reflection,  "  quite  right." 

•*  Praps,  now  and  then,  there's  some  honest  people  as 
likes  it,"  observed  Mr.  Weller,  in  a  ruminative  tone, 
•*  but  I  never  heerd  o*  one  as  I  can  call  to  mind,  'cept 
the  little  dirty-faced  mm  in  the  brown  coat ;  and  that 
was  force  of  habit," 
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**  And  wbo  was  be  ?  *  inquired  Mr.  Fkkwick* 

^  Wj,  thaffl  jna  the  weiy  point  as  nobody  nerer 
.know'd,"  teplied  Sam* 

<< But  what  did  he  do?" 

^  Wj  he  did  wot  manj  men  as  has-been  mnch  letter 
biow'd  has  done  in  <^eir  time,  sir,"  replied  Sam,  ^  he 
lun  a  match  ag'in'  the  coostid^le,  and  vnn  it" 

^  In  other  words,  I  snppose,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^he 
got  into  debt?" 

^  Just  thatv  sir,"  repUed  Sam,  ^  and  in  conrse  o^  time 
he  oame  here  in  c6n6ek(ms.  It  wam't  much  —  execu- 
tion for  nine  pound  nothin',  multiplied  bj  five  for  costs ;  hot 
hows'evcr  here  he  stopped  for  seventeen  year.  If  he  ^ 
any  wrinklen  in  his  &ce,  they  intas  stopped  up  vkh  fhe 
dirt^  for  both  the  dirty  face  and  the  brown  coat  wos  just 
the  same  M  the  end  o*  that  time  as  they  wos  at  the  beghi- 
nirf.  He  wos  a  wery  peac^nl  inoffendin'  little  creetur, 
and  wt>«^  alvays  a  bi^tlin'  about  for  somebody,  or  playin' 
rackeU^  and  never  vinnin' ;  till  at  last  ^'turnkeys  they 
got  quite  And  on  him,  and  he  wos  in  the  lodge  ev'ry 
night,  archnftterbig  vkh  -em,  and  tellin'  stories,  and  all 
that  'ere«  Vnn  night  he  wos  in  thero  as  mual,  alon^ 
vith  a  wery  old  friend  of  his,  as  wos  on  the  lock,  ven  tie 
toays  all  of  a  sudden,  'I  a'n't  seen  the  market  outside, 
1^'  he  says  (Fleet  Market  wos  there  at  that  time)  — 
^  I  a'n't  seen  the  market  outeide,  Billj'  he  says,  'for  sev^ 
en  teen  year.'  *  I  know  you  aVt,*  says  the  turnkey, 
smoking  his  pipe.  '  I  should  hke  to  see  it  for  a  minit, 
Bill,'  he  says.  *  Wery  probable,'  says  the  turnkey, 
smoking  his  pi|>e  wery  ^eroe,  and  making  believe  he 
wam't  op  to  wot  the  little  man  wanted.  *  Bill,'  says  the 
little  maA,  more  sibrqpt  than  afore^  Tve  got  llie  fancy 
fai  my  head.    Let  me  see  the  public  streets  once  mors 
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afore  I  die ;  and  if  I  a'nH  rtrnck  with  apoplexy,  FD  be 
kftok  in  five  minita  by  the  deck/  'And  wot  \Ld  become 
o'  me  if  you  was  struck  with  apoplexy  ?'  said  tbe  torn- 
key.  *  Wy,'  says  the  little  creetni\  *  wbocTer  fbond  me> 
*iid  bring  me  home^  for  Pre  got  my  card  in  my  pocket, 
BiM,'  be  saya,  < No.  20,  Ckiflfee-room  FHght:'  and  tiitft 
W08  true,  sure  enough,  fi»r  wen  he  wanted  to  make  the 
acquaintance  of  any  new  comer,  he  need  to  poll  out  a 
little  limp  card  vith  them  words  on  it,  and  nothin'  else  ; 
in  consideration  of  vich,  he  wos  alvajrs  called  Number 
Tventy.  The  turnkey  takes  a  fixed  look  at  him,  Mid  at 
last  he  says  in  a  solemn  manner,  <  Tventy,'  he  says,  'Fl 
trust  you ;  you  won't  get  your  d^  friend  into  trouble/ 
•No,  my  boy ;  I  hope  Fve  somethin'  better  behind  here,' 
says  the  little  man  ;  and  at  he  said  it,  he  hit  his  little 
veskit  wery  hard,  and  then  a  tear  started  out  o'  each  eye, 
which  wos  wery  extraordinary,  for  it  wos  supposed  as 
water  never  tended  his  &ee.  He  shook  the  turnkey  bj 
the  hand ;  out  he  v«it  **       ■  't 

**  And  never  came  bade  agaio,''  swd  Mr.  Pickwide. 

"Wrong  for  vunce,  smt,"  replied  Mr.  Wdler,  "for 
bac^  he  come,  two  minits  afore  the  time,  a  bilin'  vidi 
rage :  sayin'  how  he'd  been  nearly  run  over  by  a  hack- 
ney-coach :  that  he  wam't  used  to  it :  and  he  wos  blowed 
if  he  wouldn't  write  to  the  Lord  Mayor.  They  got  bim 
pacified  at  last ;  and  for  five  years  arter  that,  he  never 
even  so  mudi  as  peeped  out  o'  the  lodge-gate." 

"  At  the  expiration  of  that  time  he  died^  I  soppoao,* 
Hud  Mr.  Piokwiok. 

"No  he  didn%  atr,"  replied  Sam.  "  He  got  a  eorieailj 
to  go  and  taste  the  beer  at  a  new  pnblie^QAe  evet  tbe 
way,  and  it  wos  auch  a  wery  nice  pai'lor  that,  be  ^ock  it 
into  his  head  to  go  there  every  night,  wich  he  dtdfbr  • 
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hmf^  dmei  alvays  oomin'  back  rejf iar  about  a  qaaiter  of 
an  h(»ur  afore  the  gate  shut,  wich  wos  all  wery  snug  and 
oomiiMiAble.  At  last  h«  began  to  get  so  precioas  jollji 
that  he  used  to  foi^;et  how  the  time  yent,  or  care  nothin' 
at  all  about  it,  and  he  vent  on  gettin'  later  and  later,  tiU 
vuu  night  his  dd  friend  wos  just  a  shvttin'  the  gate  -« 
had  turned  the  key  in  &ct  —  wen  he  come  up.  *  Hold 
hard.  Bill,'  he  say^  ^Wot,  a'n't  you  oome  home  yet^ 
Tventy  ? '  says  the  turnkey,  ^  I  thought  you  was  in  long 
■go.'  '  No  I  wasn't,'  says  the  little  man,  vith  a  amtkb 
<  Well,  then,  I'll  tdl  you  wot  it  is,  my  friend,'  says  the 
turnkey,  opeoin'  the  gate  wery  sbw  and  sulky,  *  it's  my 
'pinion  as  you've  got  into  bad  company  o'  late,  which  I'm 
wery  sorry  to  see.  Now,  I  don't  wish  to  do  nothing  harsh,' 
he  says,  ^but  if  you  can't  confine  yourself  to  steady  cirdes^ 
and  find  your  vay  back  at  reg'lar  hours,  as  sure  as  you're 
a*etandin'  there,  I'll  shut  you  out  altogether  1 '  The  little 
man  was  seized  vith  a  wiolent  fit  o'  tremblin',  and  never 
vent  out«ide  the  prison  walls  artervards  I " 

As  Sam  ooncluded,  Mr.  Pickwick  slowly  retraced  his 
steps  d9wn-8tairs«  After  a  few  thoughtfbl  turns  in  the 
Painted  Ground,  which,  as  it  was  now  dark,  was  nearly 
desert^  be  intimated  to  Mr.  Weller  that  he  thought  it 
high  time  for  him  to  withdraw  for  the  night ;  requesting 
him  to  seek  a  bed  in  some  adjacent  public-house,  and 
return  early  in  the  morning  to  make  arrangements  for 
the  removal  of  his  master's  wardrobe  from  the  Geoi^ 
and  Vulture.  This  request  Mr.  Samuel  Weller  prepared 
to  obey,  with  as  good  a  grace  as  he  could  assume,  but 
with  a  very  considerable  show  of  reluctance  neverthe- 
less. He  even  went  so  fSM*  as  to  essay  sundry  inefiectual 
hints  regarding  the  expediency  of  stretchiag  himself  on 
tlie  gravel  for  that  night;   but  finding  Mr.  Pickwick 
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obsdnatelj  deaf  to  any  aiich  suggeedons,  ilnallj  with*- 
drew. 

There  is  no  disguising  the  fact  that  Mr.  Pickwidt  Ml 
Terj .  low-spirited  and  anoomibrtable  —  not  for  lack  of 
aocletj,  for  the  prison  was  very  full,  and  a  bottle  of  wine 
would  at  once  lutre  purchased  the  utmost  good-fellowship 
of  a  few  choice  spirits,  without  any  more  formal  cere* 
mony  of  introduction ;  but  he  was  akme  in  the  coane 
Tulgar  crowd,  and  felt  the  depression  of  spirit  and  sink- 
ing of  heart,  naturally  consequent  upon  die  reflecdon 
that  he  was  cooped  and  caged  up,  without  a  prospect  of 
liberation.  As  to  the  idea  of  releasing  himself  by  min* 
tstering  to  the  sharpness  d*  Dodson  and  B\)gg,  it  never, 
for  an  instant,  entered  his  thoughts. 

In  this  frame  of  nrind  he  turned  ag«^  into  the  coffee- 
room  gallery,  and  H'alked  slowly  to  and  fra  The  plBce 
was  intolerably  dirty,  and  the  smell  of  tobacco-smoke 
perfectly  suflbcuting.  There  was  a  perpetual  slamming 
and  banging  of  doors  as  the  people  went  in  and  out ;  and 
the  noise  of  their  voices  and  footsteps  echoed  and  re- 
echoed through  the  passages  constantly.  A  young 
woman,  with  a  child  in  her  arms,  who  seemed  scarcely 
able  to  crawl,  f^om  emaciation  and  misery,  was  walking 
up  anil  down  the  passage  in  conversation  with  her  hus- 
band, who  had  tio  other  place  to  see  her  in.  As  they 
passed  Mr.  Pickwick,  he  could  hear  the  female  sob ;  and 
once  she  burst  into  such  a  passion  of  gnef,  that  she 
*wa<3  compelled  to  lean  against  the  wi^  for  support, 
while  the  man  took  the  child  in  his  arms,  and  tried  to 
soothe  her. 

Mr.  Pickwick's  heart  Was  really  too  fhll  to  bear  H, 
4std  he  went  up-stairs  to  bed. 

Now,  although  the  warden's  room  was  a  very  uncom- 
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IbrtaMe  cne:  being,  is  everj  pomt  of  deootaUon  and 
eonvenienoe,  several  hundred  d^rees  inferior  to  the  com- 
snoQ  infirmarj  ei  a  connty  jail,  it  had  at  present  the 
merit  of  being  wholly  deserted,  save  by  Mr.  Pickwick 
faimselfl  So,  he  sat  down  at  the  foot  of  his  little  iron 
bedstead,  and  began  to  wonder  how  much  a  year  the 
warden  made  oat  of  the  dirty  room.  Having  satisfied 
himself  by  nuithematical  calculation,  that  the  apart* 
ment  was  about  equal  in  annual  vahie  to  the  freehold 
of  a  small  street  in  the  suburbs  of  London,  he  took  to 
wondering  what  possibte  temptation  could  have  induced 
a  dingy-looking  fiy  that  was  crawling  over  his  panta- 
loons, to  come  into  a  close  prison  when  he  had  the  choice 
of  so  many  airy  situatioas  -^  a  course  of  meditation  which 
led  him  to  the  irresistible  conclusion  that  the  insect  was 
mad.  Afler  settling  this  point,  he  began  to  be  conscious 
that  he  was  getting  sleepy ;  whereupon  he  took  his  night- 
cap out  of  the  pocket  in  which  he  had  had  the  precaution 
to  stow  it  in  the  morning,  and,  leisurely  undressing  him- 
self, got  intB  bed,  and  fell  asleep. 

"  Bravo  !•  Heel  over  toe  —  cut  and  shuffle  —  pay 
away  at  it,  Zef^yr  I  Pm  smothered  if  the  Opera  House 
isn't  your  proper  hemisphere.  Keep  it  up.  Hooray !  ^ 
These  expressions,  delivered  in  a  most  boisterous  tone, 
and  accompanied  with  loud  peals  of  laughter,  nnised  Mr, 
Pickwick  fVom  one  of  those  sound  slumbers  which,  last- 
ing in  reality  some  half  hour,  seem  to  the  sleeper  to  have 
been  protracted  for  three  weeks  or  a  month. 

The  voice  had  no  sooner  ceased,  than  the  room  wtis 
shaken  with  such  violence  that  the  windows  rattled  in 
their  frames,  and  the  bedsteads  trembled  again.  Mr. 
Pickwick  started  up,  and  remained  for  some  minutes 
Axed  in  mute  astonishment  at  the  scene  before  him. 
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On  the  floor  of  the  room,  a  laan  in  a  breacl«dcirt6d 
green  coat,  with  cordnroj  knee  smalls  and  gray  cotton 
stockings,  was  performing  the  most  pepalar  steps  of  a 
hornpipe,  with  a  slang  and  Imrlesque  caricatore  of  graoe 
and  lightness,  which,  combined  with  the  very  appropriate 
character  of  his  oostnme,  was  inexpressibly  absurd. 
Another  man,  evidently  very  drunk,  who  had  probably 
been  tund)led  into  bed  by  his  companions,  was  sitting  up 
between  the  sheets,  warbling  as  much  as  he  could  recol- 
lect of  a  comic  song,  with  the  moet  intensely  soitimentd 
feeling  and  expression ;  while  a  third,  seated  on  one  of 
the  bedsteads,  was  applauding  both  performers  with  the 
air  of  a  profound  connoisseur,  and  encouraging  them  by 
such  ebullitions  of  fo^ng  as  had  already  roused  Mr. 
Pickwick  from  his  sleep. 

This  last  man  was  an  admirable  specimen  of  a  class  of 
gentry  which  never  can  be  seen  in  full  perfection  but  in 
such  places ;  —  they  may  be  met  with,  in  sn  imperfect 
state,  oooasioually,  about  stable-yards  and  public-houses ; 
but  they  never  attain  their  full  Uoom  exoept  in  these 
hot-beds,  which  would  almost  seem  to  be  considerately 
provided  by  the  Legislature  for  the  dole  purpose  of  rear- 
ing them. 

He  was  a  tall  foUow,  with  an  dive  complexion^  long 
dark  hair,  and  very  thick  bushy  whiskers  meeting  under 
his  chin.  He  wore  no  neok^x^ef,  as  he  had  been  play- 
ing rackets  all  day,  and  his  open  shirt  collar  displayed 
their  full  luxuriance.  On  his  head  he  w<xre  one  of  the 
common  eighteen-penny  French  skuU-caps,  vrith  a 
gaudy  tassel  dangling  therefrom,  very  happily  in  keep- 
ing with  a  common  fustian  coat  Hb  legs :  which,  being 
long,  were  afflicted  with  weakness :  graced  a  pair  of  Ox- 
ford-mixture trousers,  made  to  show  the  full  symmetry 
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of  tbo80  liaalM.  Beiog  somewhat  n^ligeatly  braced, 
howeveri  and,  nooreover,  bat  imperfectly  buttoned,  they 
fell  in  a  series  of  not  the  most  graoefiil  folds  over  a  pair 
of  shoes  sufficiently  down  at  heel  to  display  a  pair  of 
very  soiled  white  stockings^  There  was  a  rakish,  vaga- 
bond smartness,  and  a  kind  of  boastful  rascality,  about 
the  whole  man,  that  was  worth  a  mine  of  gold. 

This  figure  was  the  first  to  peroeive  that  Mr.  Pickwick 
was  looking  on ;  upon  which  he  winked  to  the  Zephyr^ 
and  entreated  him,  with  mock  gravity,  not  to  wake  the 
gsntleman. 

*^  Why,  bless  the  gendaman^  hone^  lieart  and  soul  I " 
said  the  Zephyr,  turning  round  and  afiecting  the  ezr 
tremity  of  surprise ;  ^  the  geotl^^an  tf  awake.  Hrai, 
Shakspeare !  How  do  yon  do,  sir  ?  How  is  Mary  and 
Sarah,  sir?  and  the  dear  old  lady  at  home,  air —  eh, 
sir?  Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  put  my  oompli- 
meats  into  the  first  little  parcel  you're  sending  that  way, 
sir,  and  say  that  I  woukl  have  sent  'em  before,  only  I 
was  afraid  they  might  be  broken  in  the  wa^n,  sir?" 

^  Don't  overwhelm  the  gentleman  with  ordinary  ei** 
vilities  when  you  see  he's  anxious  to  have  something  to 
drink,"  said  the  gentleman  with  the  whiskers,  with  a 
jocose  air,  ^  Why  don't  yoq  ask  the  gmtleman  what 
he'U  take?" 

<«£)earme— I  quite  forgot,"  replied  the  other,  «What 
will  you  take,  sir  ?  Will  you  take  port-wine,  sir,  or  sher^ 
ry^wine,  sir  ?  I  can  reoommend  the  ale,  sir ;  or  perhapa 
you'd  like  to  taste  the  porter,  sir?  Allow  me  to  have  the 
felicity  of  hanging  up  your  nightcap,  sir," 

With  this,  the  speaker  snatdied  that  artiele  of  dress 
from  Mr*  Pickwick'«  head,  and  fixed  it  in  a  twinkling  an 
tfaft  of  tlie  drunken  man,  who,  firmly  impressed  with  tha 
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belief  that  he  was  del^hting*  a  nmiMroiis  aasenibty,  ooik 
tinned  to  hammer  awaj  at  thd  eomio  ooag  in  ibt  most 
melancholy  strains  imaginable. 

Taking  a  man*8  nightcap  from  his  brow  by  yiolenl 
memos,  and  adjusting  it  on  the  head  of  an  miknown 
gentleman  of  dirtf  exterior,  however  ingenioas  a  witti- 
cism in  itself,  is  unquestionablj  one  of  those  which  come 
umler  the  denomination  of  practical  jokes.  Viewing 
the  matter  predselj  in  thk  light,  Mr.  Pickwick,  wiUioat 
the  slightest  intimation  of  his  purpose,  sprang  vigorouRly 
out  of  bed ;  struck  the  Zephyr  so  smart  a  blow  in  the 
chest,  as  to  deprive  him  of  a  oonsiderabte  portion  of  the 
commodity  which  sometimes  bears  his  name ;  and  then, 
recapturing  his  nightcap,  boldly  placed  himself  in  an  at- 
titude of  defence. 

^  Now,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  gasping  no  less  from  ex- 
citement than  fh>m  the  expenditure  of  so  mudi  energy, 
"come  on  —  both  of  you  —  both  of  you!"  With  this 
liberal  invitation  the  worthy  gentleman  eommnnicated  a 
revolving  motion  to  his  clenched  fists,  by  way  of  i^pall* 
ing  his  antagonists  with  a  display  of  science. 

It  might  have  been  Mr.  Pickwick's  very  unexpected 
gallantry,  or  it  might  have  been  the  complicated  manner 
in  which  he  had  got  hituself  out  of  bed,  and  fallen,  all  in 
a  mass,  upon  the  hornpipe  man,  that  touched  his  adversa- 
ries. Touched  they  were ;  for,  instead  of  dien  and  there 
making  an  attempt  to  commit  manslaughter,  as  Mr.  Pick- 
wick implicitly  believed  they  would  have  done,  they 
paused,  stared  at  each  otiier  a  short  time,  and  finally 
laughed  outright. 

**  Well ;  you're  a  trump,  and  I  Kke  you  all  the  better 
Ibr  it,"  said  the  Zephyr.  ^  Now  jump  mto  bed  again, 
w  you'U  catch  the  rheumatics.    No  malice,  I  hopei* 
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said  the  man,  extending  a  hand  the  sise  of  the  yellow 
clump  of  fingers  whk^  sometimes  swings  over  a  gloyer^fl 
door. 

"•  Certainly  not,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  great  akio* 
ri^ ;  for,  now  thai  the  excitement  was  over,  he  began  to 
feel  rather  oool  about  the  legs. 

'<  Allow  me  the  Aonor,  sir  ?  "  said  the  gentleman  with 
the  whiskers,  presenting  his  dexter  hand,  and  aspirat> 
ing  th^  h. 

"  With  much  pleasure,  sir,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick  ;  and 
buying  executed  a  very  long  and  solemn  shake,  he  got 
into  bed  again. 

''Mj  nane  is  Smangle,  sir,"  said  the  man  with  the 
whiskers. 

"  Oh,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Mine  is  Mivins,"  said  the  man  in  the  stockings. 

**I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. 

^  Hem,"  ooo^ed  Mr,  Smangle. 

*^  Did  yon  spea)^  sir  ?  "  said  Mr.  Piokwidc. 

*^  No,  I  did  not,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Smangle. 

<<  I  thonght  you  did,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

All  this  was  very  genteel  and  pleasant;  and,  to 
make  matters  stiU  more  comifiMrtable,  Mr.  Smangle  as- 
sured Mr.  Pickwick  a  great  many  times  that  he  enter- 
tained a  very  \d^  respeat  for  the  feelings  of  a  gentle* 
man;  which  sentunent,  indeed,  did  him  infinite  credit) 
as  he  could  be  in  no  wise  supposed  to  understand  them. 

'^Are  yoo  gqing  throng  the  Oonrt,  sir?"  inquiied 
Mr.  Smangle* 

**  Through  the  what  ?  "  smd  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"<  Through  the  Ckuirt  —  Portugal  Street-*  the  Ooort 
for  the  relief  of you  know." 
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«0h,  no,**  relied  Mr.  PidkwidE.    << No,  I  am  not* 

^  Going  oat,  perhaps  ?  "  suggested  Mivins. 

"  I  fear  not,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  "  I  refuse  tc  pay 
lOBie  dftHiages,  and  am  here  hi  consequenee.'' 

*^  Ah,"  said  Mr.  Smaogle,  ^  paper  has  been  my  mm.* 

''A  stationer,  I  presume,  sir?"  said  Mr.  Fidcwidc, 
innocently. 

^  Stationer  I  No,  no ;  conlbund  and  curse  me !  —  not 
•0  low  as  that  No  trade.  When  I  say  paper,  I  mean 
biUs." 

^  Oh,  you  use  dM  wotd  in  that  seasa  I  see,**  said  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

''Damme!  a  gentleman  must  expect  reverses,*  said 
Smangle.  ''  What  of  that  ?  Here  am  I  in  the  Fleet 
Prison.  Well ;  good.  What  then  ?  I'm  none  the  worse 
for  that,  am  I  ?  " 

'<  Not  a  bit,"  replied  Mr.  Mivios.  And  he  was  quite 
right ;  for,  so  far  from  Mr.  Smangle  being  any  the  worse 
for  it,  he  was  something  the  better,  inasmuch  as  to 
qualify  himself  for  the  place,  he  had  attained  gratu- 
itous possession  of  certain  ariides  of  jewelry,  which, 
long  before  that,  had  found  their  way  to  the  pawn- 
broker's. 

<<  Well ;  but  oome,*  said  Mr.  Smangle ;  « thos  is  dry 
work.  Let's  rmse  our  moudis  with  a  drop  of  burnt 
sherry ;  the  last  comer  shall  stand  it,  Mrrins  shall  fetch 
it,  and  I'll  help  to  drihk  it  IWt's  a  fkir  and  gentleman- 
like division  of  labor,  anyhow  ->-  curse  me ! " 

Unwilling  to  haxard  anotlMr  quanr^  Mr.  Pidrwidc 
gladly  assented  to  the  proposition,  and  consigned  the 
money  to  Mr.  Mivins,  who,  as  it  was  nearly  ^yen 
o'<dociE«  lost  no  time  in  repairing  to  the  coffee-room  oo 
'lis  errand. 
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^  I  say,"  wliispered  Snangle,  the  moiaeiit  his  friend 
hftd  Idi  the  room;  ""what  did  700  give  him?'* 

^  Half  a  soyereign,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^^  He's  a  deviUsfa  pleasatit  gentlemanlj  dog,"  said  Mr. 
Sfiumgle }  -^  ^  in^Bmal  pleainok  I  don't  know  anybody 
more  so ;  bat**—  Hero  Mr.  Smangle  stopped  shorty 
and  shook  his  head  dnbkMisly* 

^  Yon  isn't  think  there  ie  any  probebility  of  his  ap- 
psopxiating  the  money  to  his  own  use  7  "  said  Mr.  Piok* 
wi<^ 

^  Oh,  no  -**•  mind,  I  don't  say  that  1  I  express^  say 
that  he's  a  devilish  gentlemanly  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Sman* 
g^  ^But  I  think,  perhaps,  if  somebody  went  down, 
jost  to  see  that  he  didn't  dip  his  beak  into  the  jug  by 
aoeidettt,  or  make  some  confounded  mistake  in  losing  the 
money  as  he  came  up-stairs^  it  would  be  aft  well.  Here» 
you  sir,  just  run  dowft-stairs,  and  look  after  that  gentle- 
man, will  yon  ?  " 

This  reqaest  was  addressed  to  a  little,  timid-looking, 
nervous  man,  whose  appearance  bespoke  great  poverty, 
and  who  had  been  orouehing  on  his  bedstead  all  this 
while,  i^iparentiy  quite  sti^^efied  by  the  novelty  of  hk 
situation. 

^  Ton  know  whete  the  eoffeeHroom  is,"  said  Smangle ; 
^  just  run  down,  and  tell  that  gentleman  you've  come  to 
help  him  up  with  the  jug.  Or — stop  — *  I'll  tell  you  what 
-^  m  tell  yon  how  we'll  do  him,"  said  Smangle,  with  a 
canniaglook* 

"^How?"  said  Mn  Pickwiok. 

^  Send  down  word  that  he's  to  spend  the  change  in 
o^ars^  Ckpilal  thought*  Bim  and  teU  him  that;  d'ye 
hear?  They  shan't  be  wasted,"  eontinued  Smangle,  turn* 
ing  to  Mr,  Pickwick.    «  TU  smoke  'em  " 

VOL.  lU.  18 
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This  manoeuTTiBg  wag  so  exceedingly  iogenioofl,  ind. 
withal,  performed  with  gueh  immovalde  composure  and 
ooohiessy  that  Mr.  Pickwiok  would  have  had  no  wish  to 
disturb  it,  even  if  he  had  had  the  power.  In  a  short 
dtne  Mr.  Mivins  returned,  bearing  the  sherrj,  whiek 
Mr.  Smaogle  dispensed -in  two  little  ^-acked  muga: 
considerately  remarking,  with  reference  to  himself,  that 
a  gentleman  must  not  be  particnlar  under  sodh  circnm- 
stances^  and^  for  Us  part,  he  was  not  too  proud  to  drink 
out  of  the  jug :  in  which,  to  show  his  uncerity,  he  forth* 
witii  pledged  the  company  in  a  draught  which  half  emp- 
tied it. 

An  excellent  understanding  having  been,  by  these 
means,  promoted,  Mr.  Smangle  pnxseeded  to  entertaia 
bis  hearers  with  a  relation  c£  divers  romantic  adven* 
tures  in  which  he  had  beea  from  time  to  time  eog»ged 
involving  various  interesting  anecdotes  of  a  thoixNigh- 
bred  horse,  and  a  magnificent  Jewess,  both  of  surpassing 
beauty,  and  much  coveted  by  the  nobilily  and  gentry  of 
these  kiagdoms. 

Long  before  these  elegant  extracts  from  the  biogra^ 
phy  of  a  gentleman,  were  oondoded,  Mr.  Mtviiis  bad 
betaken  himself  to  bed,  and  set  in  snoring  for  tlie  nig^ : 
teaving  the  timid  stranger  and  Mr.  Pickwiok  to  the  foil 
benefit  of  Mr.  Smangle's  experiences. 
'  Nor  were  the  two  last-named  gentlemen  as  mnch  edified 
as  tliey  might  have  been,  by  the  moving  passages  wbub 
were  narrated.  Mr.  Pickwick  had  been  in  a  stale  ef 
slumber  for  some  time,  when  he  had  a  foint  penseptioo 
of  the  drunken  man  borsdng  out  afipedi  with  Uie  ecunio 
ifOng,  tod  receiving  from  Mr.  Smangle  a  gentle  intini»- 
tion,  through  the  medium  of  the  waier-jag,  t|iat  hi^  an* 
dience  were  not  musically  disposed.    He  then  onoe  agaia 
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dropped  off  to  sleep,  with  a  confused  consciousness  that 
Mr.  Smangle  was  still  engaged  in  relating  a  long  storji 
the  chief  point  of  which  appeared  to  be,  that,  on  some 
occasion  particularly  stated  and  set  forth,  he  had  ^  done  " 
a  bill  and  a  gentleman  at  the  same  time. 
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CHAPTER  XML 

1LLU8TRATITB,  LIKE  THE  PBECEDING  ONE.  OF  THl 
OLD  PROYERBi  THAT  ADYERSITT  BRINGS  A  MA9 
ACQUAINTED  WITH  STRANGE  BED-FELLOWS.  LIKE- 
WISE CONTAINING  MR.  PICKWICK'S  EXTRAORDI- 
NART  AND  STARTLING  ANNOUNCEMENT  TO  MR. 
SAMUEL   WELLER. 

When  Mr.  Pickwick  opened  his  eyes  next  momingy 
the  first  object  upon  which  they  rested,  was  Samael  Wel- 
ler,  seated  upon  a  small  black  portmanteau,  intently 
regarding,  apparently  in  a  condition  of  profound  abstrac- 
tion, the  stately  figure  of  the  dashing  Mr.  Smangle: 
while  Mr.  Smangle  himself,  who  was  already  partially 
dressed,  was  seated  on  his  bedstead,  occupied  in  the 
desperately  hopeless  attempt  of  staring  Mr.  Weller  out 
of  countenance.  We  say  desperately  hopeless,  because 
Sam,  with  a  oomprehensive  gaze,  which  took  in  Mr. 
Smangle's  cap,  feet,  head,  face,  legs,  and  whiskers,  all 
at  the  eame  time,  contmued  to  look  steadily  on,  with 
every  demonstration  of  lively  satisfaction,  but  with  no 
more  regard  to  Mr.  Smangle's  personal  sentiments  on 
the  subject,  than  he  would  have  displayed  had  he  been 
inspecting  a  wooden  statue,  or  a  straw-embowelled  Guy 
Faux. 

'^  WeU ;  will  you  know  me  again?**  said  Mr.  Sman^ 
with  a  frown. 
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^  Fd  svear  to  jon  BaajrereB^  sir/^  replied  San,  eheer- 
fdly. 

^  Don't  he  impertment  to  a  gentleman,  sir,"  said  Mr, 
Smangle. 

«Not  on  no  accomit,*  replied  Sam.  "If  you'll  tell 
me  wen  he  wakes,  FU  be  upon  the  werj  best  extra-super 
befaaTior  1  *  This  observation,  having  a  remote  tendency 
to  imply  that  Mr.  Smangle  was  no  gentleman,  kindled  hit 
ht. 

<*  Mivinsf*  said  Mn  Soangie,  with  a  passiooate  air. 

^  Whafs  the  oflloe  ?**  repMed  Oiat  gentleman  from  hii 
ooocfti* 

"  Who  the  devn  is  this  fellow  ?  " 

^  'Gad,**  said  Mr.  Mivhis,  locking  lazily  out  fiom  un- 
der the  bedclothes,  ^  I  ought  to  ask  ffou  that  Hasn^i 
he  any  business  here  ?  " 

"  No,**  replied  Mr.  Smangle. 

"Tlien  knock  him  down-staira,  and  tell  him  not  to 
presume  to  get  up  till  i  come  and  Iskk  him,''  rejoined 
M^.  Mivins ;  with  this  prompt  adviec  that  excellent 
gentleman  again  betook  himself  to  slumber. 

The  conversation  exhibiting  these  unequivocal  symp* 
tMBS  of  verging  on  the  personal,  BCr.  Pickwick  deeised 
It  a  fit  point  at  which  to  interpose. 

«  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwidc. 

"  Sir,"  rejoined  that  gentleman. 

^  Has  anything  new  occurred  since  last  night  ?  " 

^Nothin'  partickler,  sir,"  replied  Sam,  glanong  at 
Mr.  Smangle's  whiskers;  "the  late  prewailaace  of  a 
close  and  confined  atmosphere  has  been  rayther  favora* 
Ua  to  the  growth  of  veeds,  of  an  alarmin*  and  sangvin- 
airy  natur^  (  but  vith  tlat  'ere  exception  things  is  qaiel 
enough." 
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^IshaB  get  np/*  sAid  Mr.  Ptokwiok;  ^give  me  ^ 
dean  things." 

Whatever  ho^ale  inteotbns  Mr.  Saiaagfe  itigfal  have 
entertained,  his  thoughts  were  speedily  diverted  bj  tbd 
unpackiiig  of  the  portmadtean ;  the  contents  of  wfaieh 
appeared  to  impress  him  at  enoe  witti  a  most  favorable 
opinion,  not  only  of  BCr.  Pickwick,  but  of  Sam  al0o^ 
who,  he  tbok  an  early  opportunity  of  dedarin^  in  a 
tone  of  voice  loud  enough  for  that  eccentric  personage 
to  overiiear,  was  a  regidar  tfaoroo^-bred  original,  aad 
oonseqoently  the  very  man  after  his  own  bean.  As  to 
Mr.  Pickwick,  the  affection  he  conceived  for  him  knew 
no  limits. 

^  Now  is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  yon,  my  dear 
sir?"  said  Smangle. 

^  Nothing  that  I  am  aware  of,  I  am  obliged'  to  you,* 
replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  No  linen  that  you  want  sent  to  the  washerwoman's  ? 
I  know  a  delightltd  washerwoman  odtdde,  that  comes  fe" 
my  things  twice  a  week;  and,  by  Jove! — bow  devilish 
lucky  I  —  this  is  the  very  day  ^e  calls.  Shall  I  put  any 
of  those  little  thinga  up  with  mine  ?  Don't  say  anything 
ebont  the  trouble.  .  Confound  and  curse  it !  if  one  gen« 
tleman  under  a  doud,  is  not  to  put  himself  a  little  out  <^ 
the  way  to  assist  another  gentleman  in  the  same  oendi- 
don,  what* s  human  nature  ?  " 

Thus  spake  Mr.  Smangle,  edging  himself  meanwhile 
as  near  as  possible  to  the  portmanteau,  and  beaoung 
forth  looks  of  the  most  forvent  and  disinterested  friend* 
ship. 

^  There's  nothing  yon  want  to  give  oat  finr  the  m«i 
lo  brush,  my  dear  creature^  is  there?  "  reemned  8maa> 
gle. 
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<<Nothiii'  wLatever,  mj  fine  feDer,"  rejoined  Sabi, 
taking  the  repij  into  his  own  month.  ^^  P'raps  if  vun 
of  ud  W08  to  brush,  wiihont  tronbling  the  man,  it  'ud  be 
more  agreeable  for  all  parties,  as  the  schoolmasier  said 
wen  the  jonng  gentleman  objected  to  being  flogged  bj 
the  butler." 

'^And  there's  nothing  that  I  can  send  in  mj  little  , 
box  to  the  washerwoman's,  is  there?"  said  Sman^e^ 
taming  from  Sam  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  an  air  of  some 
discomfiture. 

<"  Nothin'  whatever,  sir,"  retorted  Sam ;  <"  Vm  afeerd 
the  little  box  must  be  cho<^  full  o'  your  own  as  it 
n* 

Tlus  speech  was  accompanied  with  such  a  very  expres* 
sive  lock  at  that  particular  portion  c£  Mr.  Sman^e's 
attire,  by  the  appearance  of  which  the  skill  of  laon* 
dresses  in  getting  up  gentlemen's  linen  is  generally 
tested,  that  he  was  fain  to  turn  upon  his  heel,  and,  for 
the  present  at  any  rate,  to  give  up  all  design  on  Mr. 
Pickwick's  purse  and  wardrobe.  He  accordingly  re- 
tired in  dudgeon  to  the  racket-ground,  where  he  made 
a  light  and  whdesome  breakfast  on  a  couple  of  the 
eigan  which  had  been  purchased  on  the  previous  night. 

Mr.  Mivins,  who  was  no  smoker,  and  whose  account 
fer  small  articles  of  chandlery  had  also  reached  down  to 
^ke  bottom  of  the  slate,  and  been  ^  carried  over  "  to  the 
e^r  side,  remained  in  bed,  and,  in  his  own  word% 
^took  it  out  in  sleep." 

Afier  Iweaik&sthig  in  a  small  closet  attached  to  the 
ec^ee-room,  which  bore  the  imposing  title  of  the  Smig» 
gery :  ttie  temporary  inmate  of  which,  in  consideration 
of  a  small  ackKtional  charge,  had  the  unspeakable  ad- 
vantage of  overhearing  all  the  conversatioii  in  the  coffee^ 
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room  aforesaid :  and  afler  dei^tcliing  Mr.  Welkr  on 
Bome  necessary  errands  x  Mr.  Pickwick  repaired  to  tke 
Lodge  to  consult  Mr.  Roker  ocMicerDing  his  future  a<y 
oommodation. 

^  AcooAmodatioa,  eh  ?  "  said  that  gentleman,  ccmsiilu 
ing  a  large  book.  <<  Plenty  of  that,  Mr.  PickTiok.  Toor 
,  chummage  ticket  will  be  on  tweitfj-seven  in  tJw  third." 

«<  Oh,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.    <"  My  what,  did  you  say  ?" 

^  Tour  chummage  ticket,"  repHed  Mr.  Boker ;  ^  you're 
op  to  that?" 

^  Not  quite,"  repUed  Mr.  PidLwick,  with  a  smile. 

"^  Why,"  said  Mr.  Boker,  "^  it's  as  plain  as  Salisbury. 
You'll  have  a  chummage  ticket  upon  twenty-seven  in  th« 
Udrd,  and  them  as  is  in  the  room  will  be  your  chums." 

"•  Are  there  many  of  them  ?  "  inquired  Mr#  Piokwick, 
dnbiously. 

"  Three,"  repUed  Mr.  Boker. 

Mr.  Pickwick  coughed. 

^  One  of  'em's  a  parson,"  said  Mr.  Boker,  filling  up  a 
little  piece  of  paper  as  he  spoke ;  ^  another's  a  butcher." 

^  £h  ?  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  A  batcher,"  repeated  Mr.  Boker,  giving  the  nib  of 
his  pen  a  tap  on  the  denk  to  cure  it  of  a  disinclination  to 
mariL.  ^What  a  thorough-paced  goer  he  used  to  be 
sure^ly !  You  remember  Tom  Martin,  Neddy?"  said 
Boker,  appealing  to  another  man  in  the  Lodges  who  waa 
paring  the  mud  off  his  shoes  with  a  five-and-twooAy 
bladed  pocket-knife. 

^  /should  think  so,"  replied  the  party  addressed,  wiUi 
a  strong  emphasis  on  the  personal  pronoun* 

^  Bless  my  dear  eyes  1"  said  Mr,  Bok^  shakii^  his 
head  slowly  horn  side. to  sideband  gazivg  abstracted^ 
aut  of  the  grated  wiadow  before  him,  as  if  he  were 
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tmiHty  recalliiig  some  peaoefbl  scene  of  bis  eitfly  youth  r 
*]t  seems  but  yesterday  that  he  whopped  the  eoal-heavef 
down  Fox-imder-the-Hill  by  the  wharf  there.  I  think  I 
eaa  see  him  now,  arcoming  up  the  Strand  between  the 
two  Btreet-ke^^Hi,  a  little  sobered  by  the  bruising,  with 
a  patch  ct  whiegar  and  brown  paper  over  his  right  eye* 
lid,  and  that  'ere  lovely  bulldog,  as  pinned  the  little  boy 
arterwards,  a-foUowing  at  his  heels.  What  a  rum  thing 
Tteiei8,aVtit,Ne€ldy?'' 

The  gentleman  to  whom  these  observations  were  ad« 
dressed,  who  appeared  of  a  taciturn  and  thoughtftil  cast, 
merely  echoed  the  inquiry ;  Mr.  Boker,  shaking  off  the 
poetiod  and  gloomy  train  of  thought  into  which  he  had 
been  betrayed,  descended  to  the  common  business  of  life, 
and  resumed  his  pen* 

^  Do  you  know  what  the  third  gentleman  is  ?"  inquh^ 
Mr.  Pickwick,  not  very  nrach  gratified  by  this  description 
of  his  ^ture  associates. 

<'What  is  that  Simpson,  Neddy?"  siud  Mr.  Roker, 
turning  to  bis  companion. 

«"  What  Simpson  ?  "  said  Neddy. 

^  Why  him  in  twenty-seven  in  the  third,  that  this  gen* 
tkman's  going  to  be  chummed  on." 

^Oh,  him  I"  replied  Neddy:  ^he^  nothing  exaetly* 
He  was  a  horse  chaunter :  he's  a  leg  now." 

"  Ah,  so  I  thought,"  rejoined  Mr.  Roker,  domng  the 
book,  and  placing  the  small  piece  of  paper  in  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's hands.     ^  That's  the  ticket,  sir." 

Very  much  perplexed  by  this  summary  dispontion  of 
liis  person,  Mr.  Pickwick  walked  back  into  the  prison, 
ievolving  in  his  mind  what  he  bad  better  da  Cod« 
vinced,  however,  that  before  he  took  any  other  steps  it 
would  be  advisable  to  see,  and  hold  personal  converse 
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with,  the  three  gentlemen  with  whom.it  was  proposed  ta 
quarter  him,  he  made  the  beet  of  his  way  to  the  thkd 
flight. 

After  groping  about  in  the  gallerj  ISur  some  time, 
attempting  in  the  dim  light  to  decipher  the  nuoibers  om 
the  different  doors,  he  at  length  appealed  to  a  potbojy 
who  happened  to  be  pursuing  his  morning  occupation  <^ 
g^aning  for  pewter. 

'^  Which  is  twenty-seven,  my  good  fellow  ?  **  said  Me. 
Pickwick. 

^^  Five  doors  further  on,**  replied  the  potboy.  ^  There's 
the  likeness  of  a  man  being  hung,  and  smoking  a  pipe  the 
while,  chalked  outside  the  door.*^ 

Guided  by  this  direction,  Mr.  Pickwick  [ooeeeded 
slowly  along  the  gallery,  until  he  eneountered  the  ^  por^ 
trait  of  a  gentleman,"  above  described,  upon  whose  coun- 
tenance he  tapped,  with  the  knuckle  of  his  forefinger  — • 
gently  at  first,  and  then  more  audiUy.  After  repeating 
this  process  several  times  without  effect,  he  ventured  to 
open  the  door  and  peep  in. 

There  was  only  one  man  in  the  room,  and  he  was 
leaning  out  of  window  as  far  ae  he  could  without  oveiv 
balancing  himself,  endeavoring,  with  great  perseverance, 
to  spit  upon  the  orown  of  the  hat  of  a  personal  friend 
on  the  parade  below.  As  neither  speaking,  ooughing^ 
sneezing,  knocking,  nor  any  other  ordinary  mode  of 
attracting  attention,  made  this  person  aware  of  the  i»«8" 
ence  of  a  visitor,  Mr.  Pickwick,  afler  some  deky,  stepped 
up  (o  the  window,  and  pulled  him  gently  by  the  coat*tail. 
The  individual  brought  in  his  head  and  shoulders  witk 
ffresit  swifbiess,  and  surveying  Mr.  Pickwick  fit>m  head 
to  foot,  demanded  in  a  surly  tone  what  the  -^  something 
beginning  with  a  capital  H  —  he  wanted. 
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^Il>elieye,'*  said  Mr.  Pidtwick,  consulting  his  tickeCi 
'^I  believe  tins  is  twentj^-sCTen  in  the  third." 

«  Well  ?  "  replied  the  gentleman. 

^  I  have  come  here  in  consequence  of  receiving  this 
hit  of  pi^per,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Hand  it  over/'  said  the  gentleman. 

Mr.  PidLwidc  complied. 

^  I  think  Roker  might  have  dmmmed  70a  soiaenirhers 
etM,**  said  Mr.  Simpson  (for  it  was  the  leg),  after  a  veiy 
dfecontented  sort  of  a  pause. 

Mr.  Pidcwick  thought  so  also ;  but,  mider  ail  the  cir> 
•omstances,  he  considered  it  a  matter  of  soand  policy  la 
be  silent. 

Mr.  Simpson  mused  for  a  few  moments  after  this,  and 
then,  thrusting  his  head  out  of  the  window,  gave  a  shrill 
whistle,  and  pronoonoed  some  word  aloud,  several  times. 
What  the  word  was,  Mr.  Pickwick  could  not  distinguish; 
but  he  rather  inferred  that  it  must  be  some  nickname 
which  distinguidied  Mr.  Martin :  from  the  fact  of  a  great 
number  of  gentlemen  on  the  ground  below,  immediatelv 
proceeding  to  cry  **  Butcher  P  in  imitation  of  the  tone 
in  which  Uiat  useful  class  of  society  are  wont,  diumally, 
to  make  their  presence  known  at  area  railings. 

Subsequent  occurrences  confirmed  the  accuracy  of  Mr. 
FSdLwick's  impression ;  for,  in  a  few  seconds,  a  gentle- 
man, prematurely  broad  for  his  years ;  clothed  m  a  pn^ 
fessional  blue  jean  frock,  and  top-boots  with  circular  toes: 
entered  the  room  nearly  out  c^  breath,  closely  followed 
by  another  gentleman  in  very  shabby  black,  ajid  a  sei^ 
skin  cap.  The  latter  gentleman,  who  fastened  his  coat 
all  the  way  up  to  his  chin  by  means  of  a  pin  and  a  buti' 
ton  alternately,  had  a  very  coarse  red  face,  and  looked 
Mka  a  drunken  chaplain,  which,  indeed,  he  was* 
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Tliese  two  gentlemen  haying  bj  turns  perused  Mr. 
Pickwick's  billet,  the  one  expressed  his  opinion  that  it 
was  ^  a  rig,"  and  the  other  his  oonyiction  that  it  was  *^  a 
go«'^  Having  recorded  th^  feelings  in  these  yerj  intel- 
ligible terms,  they  looked  at  Mr*  I^dcwick  and  eadi 
other  in  awkward  silenoe. 

"  It's  an  aggravating  thing,  just  as  we  got  the  beds 
M  snug,**  said  the  (diapIaiB,  looking  at  three  dirty  mat- 
tresses, each  rolled  ap  in  a  blanket :  which  occupied  oob 
comer  of  the  room  during  the  day,  and  formed  a  kind  of 
slab,  on  which  were  placed  an  old  crocked  basin,  ewer, 
and  soap-dish,  of  oommon  yellow  earthenware,  with  a 
blue  flower :  "  Very  aggravating." 

Mr.  Martb  expressed  the  same  opinion,  in  rather 
stronger  terms ;  Mr.  Simpson,  after  having  let  a  variety 
of  expletive  adjectives  loose  upon  society  without  any 
substantive  to  accompany  them,  tucked  up  his  sleeves, 
and  began  to  wash  the  greens  for  ^nner. 

While  this  was  going  on,  Mr.  Piokwiek  had  been  ej^ 
ing  the  room,  which  was  filthily  dirty,  and  smelt  intol^ 
erably  close.  There  was  no  vesiSge  of  ^her  carpet, 
curtain,  or  bUnd.  There  was  not  ev^i  a  closet  in  it. 
Unquestionably  there  were  bat  few  things  to  put  away^ 
if  there  had  been  one ;  but,  however  few  in  number,  or 
small  in  individual  amount,  still  remnants  of  loaves,  and 
pieces  of  cheese,  and  damp  towels,  and  scraps  of  meat, 
and  articles  of  wearing  apparel,  and  mutilated  crockery, 
and  bellows  without  nozzles,  and  toasting-forics  without 
prongs,  d0  present  somewhat  of  an  uncomfortable  appear- 
anoe  when  they  are  scattered  about  the  floor  of  a  smaU 
apartment,  which  is  the  oommon  sitting  and  sleejung  room 
of  three  idle  men. 

^  I  suppose  this  can  be  managed  sottehow,"  said  thia 
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botcher,  after  a  pretty  long  silenee.  ^  Wkat  wiU  700 
taketogoovt?" 

« I  beg  your  pardooy"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  "  Whal 
did  70a  da7  ?    I  hardl7  underBtand  70U." 

^  What  will  70U  take  to  be  paid  out?"  said  the  botdk- 
er*  **  The  regular  chummage  is  two-and-six.  TVlll  70a 
take  three  bob?" 

—  ^  And  a  bender  "  su^ested  the  derical  gentleman. 

^  Well,  I  don't  mind  that ;  it's  onl7  twopence  apiece 
more,"  said  Mr.  Martin.  ^  What  do  70U  sa7  now  ? 
Well  pay  yon  out  for  three -and- sixpence  a*week. 
Come!" 

^  And  stand  a  gallon  of  beer  down,"  chimed  in  Mr. 
Simpson.     *'ThereI" 

<<  And  drink  it  on  the  spot,"  said  the  chaplain.   **  Now  I " 

"  I  really  am  so  wholly  ignorant,  of  the  rules  of  this 
place,"  returned  Mr.  Pickwick,  '*  that  I  do  not  yet  com- 
prehend you^  Ckm  I  live  anywhere  eke  ?  I  thought  I 
could  not" 

At  this  inquiry  Mr.  Martin  lodied,  with  a  countenance 
#f  excessive  surprise,  at  his  two  fHends,  and  then  each 
gentleman  pointed  with  his  right  thumb  over  his  left 
shoulder.  This  action,  imperfectly  described  in  words 
by  the  very  feeble  term  of  "  over  the  left,"  when  per- 
formed by  any  number  of  ladies  or  gentlemen  who  are 
accustomed  to  act  in  unison,  has  a  very  graceful  and  aiiy 
effect ;  its  expression  is  one  of  light  and  pla3rful  sarcasm. 

^  Can  you  I "  repeated  Mr.  Martin,  with  a  smile  of 
pity. 

""  Well,  if  I  knew  as  little  of  life  as  that,  I'd  eat  my 
hat  and  swallow  the  buckle  whole,"  said  th^  clerical  gen- 
tleman. 

'*  So  would  I,"  added  the  sporting  one,  solemnly. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


IS6  POSTHUHOUS  PAPERS  OF 

After  this  iDtrodaetofj  pre6u^  tbe  three  ehams  fn> 
formed  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  a  breath,  that  money  web,  in 
tiie  Fleet,  just  what  money  was  out  of  it ;  that  it  would 
instantly  procure  him  almost  anything  he  desired ;  and 
that,  supposing  he  had  it,  and  had  no  objection  to  spend 
it,  if  he  only  signified  his  wish  to  hare  a  room  to  himself 
he  might  take  possession  of  one,  furnished  and  fitted  to 
boot,  in  half  an  hour's  time. 

With  this,  the  parties  separated,  very  much  to  their 
nnitual  satisfaction :  Mr.  Pickwick  once  more  retracing 
his  steps  to  the  lodge  t  and  tlie  diree  companions  adjourn- 
ing to  the  coffee-room,  there  to  expend  the  five  shillings 
which  the  clerical  gentlembn  had,  with  admirable  pru* 
dence  and  foresight,  borrowed  of  him  far  the  purpose. 

*^I  knowed  it ! "  said  Mr.  Boker,  with  a  chndcle,  when 
Mr.  Pickwick  stated  the  object  with  which  he  had  re* 
turned.    «*  Didn't  I  say  so^  Neddy  ?  " 

The  philosophical  owner  of  the  m^versal  penknifii, 
growled  an  affirmative. 

**  I  knowed  you'd  want  a  room  for  yourself,  bless  you  I  ** 
said  Mr.  Roker.  ^  Let  me  see.  Tou'U  want  some  fur- 
nitur'.  You'll  hire  that  of  me,  I  suppose?  Tha^s  the 
reg'lar  diing." 

"  With  great  pleasure,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Tliere's  a  capital  room  up  in  the  ooffee-room  fiigfaty 
that  belongs  to  a.  Chancery  prisoner,"  said  Mr.  Roker. 
**  It'll  stand  you  in  a  pound  a-week.  I  suppose  you  don't 
mind  that?" 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Just  st^  there  with  me,"  said  Rok^,  taking  up  hit 
bat  with  ^eat  alacrity;  ^the  matter's  settled  in  Are 
minutes.  Lord  i  why  didn't  you  say  at  first  tbait  yott 
was  willing  to  come  down  handsome  ?  " 
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The  matter  wm  soon  arranged,  as  the  tunikej  had 
Ibretold.  The  Qkanceiy  prisoner  had  been  there  long 
enough  to  have  lost  friends^  fortune,  home,  and  happi* 
nesBy  and  to  have  acquired  the  right  of  having  a  room  to 
huQseir.  As  he  labored,  however,  under  the  inconven- 
ienoe  of  often  wanting  a  morsel  of  bread,  he  eagerfy 
listened  to  Mr.  Pickwick's  proposal  to  rent  the  apart- 
ment ;  and  readily  covenanted  and  agreed  to  jield  him 
np  the  sole  and  undistarbed  possession  thereof,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  weekly  payment  of  twenty  shillings; 
from  which  fond  he  fbrthermore  contracted  to  pay  out 
any  person  or  persons  that  might  be  chummed  upon  it. 

As  they  strudc  the  bargain,  Mr.  Pickwick  surveyed 
him  with  a  painful  interest.  He  was  a  tall,  gaunt,  ca- 
daverous man,  in  an  old  great-coat  and  slippers :  with 
susken  cheeks,  and  a  restless,  eager  eye.  His  lips  were 
bloodless,  and  his  bones  sharp  and  thin.  God  help  him  t 
the  iron  teeth  of  con^nement  and  privation  had  been 
efewly  filing  him  down  for  twenty  year^ 

**  And  where  will  you  live  meanwhile,  sir?*  said  Mr. 
Pidcwick,  as  he  laid  the  amomfit  of  the  first  week's  rent, 
advance,  on  the  tottering  table. 

The  man  gathered  up  the  money  with  a  trembling 
hand,  and  replied  that  he  didn't  know  yet ;  he  must  go 
istA  see  where  be  could  move  his  bed  to. 

<<  I  am  afrffld,  sir,**  said  Mr.  Pickwi(^,  laying  his  hand 
gently  and  compassionately  on  his  arm;  **I  am  afraid 
you  will  have  to  live  in  some  noisy  crowded  place.  Now, 
pray,  consider  this  room  your  own  when  you  want  quiet, 
•r  when  any  of  your  friends  come  to  see  you.** 

**  Friends ! "  interposed  the  man,  in  a  voice  which 
rattled  m  his  throat.  «« If  I  lay  dead  at  the  bottom  of 
the  deepest  mine  m  the  woi4d  r  tight  screwed  down  and 
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soldered  in  my  coffin :  rotting  in  th«  dark  and  IHthj  dif cL 
that  drags  its  alime  along  benealh  Ibe  fonndations  of  this 
prison :  I  could  not  be  more  fiHrgotten  or  uaheeded  than 
I  am  here.  I  am  a  dead  man,  -^  dead  to  society,  without 
the  pity  they  bestow  on  those  whose  sonls  have  passed 
to  judgment  Friends  to  see  mt  /  My  God  1  I  haTe 
sunk,  from  the  [Nnme  <^  life  inlo  old  age,  in  this  pboe, 
and  there  is  not  one  to  raise  his  hand  above  my  bed, 
when  I  lie  dead  upon  it,  and  say,  ^  It  is  a  -blessing  he  ii 
gone!'" 

The  excitement,  which  had  cast  an  unwonted  Kght 
over  the  man's  face,  while  he  spoke,  subsided  as  he  com* 
duded ;  and,  pressing  his  withered  hands  together  in  a 
hasty  and  disordered  manner,  he  shuffled  front  the  roonu 

^  Rides  rather  rusty,**  said  Mr.  Boker,  with  a  smile* 
^  Ah !  they're  like  the  elephants ;  they  feel  it  now  and 
then,  and  it  makes  'em  wild ! " 

Having  made  this  deeply-^ympathiBing  remarky  Mr. 
Roker  entered  upon  his  arrangements  widi  such  expo- 
ditioa,  that  in  a  short  time  the  room  was  furnished  with 
a  carpet,  six  chwrs,  a  table^  a  soft  bedstead,  a  teakettle, 
and'  various  small  articles,  on  hire,  at  the  very  reaeoiH 
able  rate  of  seven-and^twenty  shillings  and  sixpence  per 
week. 

^  Now,  is  there  anything  m^re  we  can  do  for  you  ?-" 
inquired  Mr.  Roker»  k>oking  round  with  great  satisfiio- 
tion,  and  gayly  chinking  the  first  week's  hire  in  his  dosed 
fist. 

^  Why,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Pidcwick,  who  had  been  musing 
deeply  for  some  time.  ^*  Are  (iiere  any  people  here,  wh* 
run  on  errands,  and  so  fi^rth  ?  " 

^  Outside,  do  yo«  mean? **  inqnired  Mr.  Beker. 

^  Yes ;  I  mean  who  are  able  to  go  outside*  Not  pri» 
oners." 
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^  Tes,  there  is,"  pM  Soker.  ^  There's  mi  nnfortmuite 
4evil,  who  has  got  a  friend  on  the  poor  side,  that's  glad 
to  do  an/thing  of  that  sort  He's  been  ranning  odd  jobs, 
and  that,  for  the  hist  two  moiiths*    Shall  I  send  him  ? '' 

**If  you  please,-  rciJoined  Mr.  Pickwick,  «Stay;~ 
no.  The  pe<Hr  side,  yoa  saj  ?  I  shonld  like  to  see  it ; 
-*  rU  go  to  him  mysetf." 

The  poor  side  of  a  debtors'  f^son  i%  as  its  name  ii»- 
ports,  that  in  whieh  the  most  miserable  and  abject  class 
of  debtors  are  confined.  A  prisoner  having  declared 
upon  the  poor  side,  pays  neither  rent  nor  chummage. 
His  fees,  upon  entering  and  leaving  the  jail,  are  reduced 
in  amount,  and  he  beoomes  oititied  to  a  share  of  some 
small  quantities  of  food :  to  provide  which,  a  few  chari** 
table  persons  have,  from  time  to  time,  left  trifliBg  legacies 
in  their  wills.  Most  of  our  readers  will  remember,  that, 
until  within  a  very  few  years  past,  there  was  a  kind  of 
iron  cage  in  the  wall  of  the  Fleet  Prison,  within  which 
was  posted  some  man  of  hungry  looks,  who,  from  time  to 
tijne,  rattled  a  money-box,  and  exclaimed,  in  a  mournful 
voice,  "Pray,  remember  the  poor  debtors ;  pray,  remem- 
ber the  poor  debtoffs.^  The  receipts  of  this  box,  when 
there  were  any,  were  divided  among  the  poor  prisoners: 
and  the  men  on  the  poor  side  relieved  each  other  ia  tUs 
degrading  oflice. 

Although  this  custom  has  been  abolished,  and  the 
cage  is  now  boarded  up,  the  miserable  and  destitute  con* 
dition  of  these  unhappy  persons  remains  the  same.  We 
no  logger  safier  them  to  appeal  at  the  prison -gates  to  the 
dmrily  and  eonpassioii  of  the  passers  by ;  but  we  still 
leave  unblotted  in  tJ»e  leaves  of  our  statute-book,  for  the 
levereaoe  and  admiration  of  succeeding  ages,  the  just 
•ad  wholesome  law  whioh  declares  that  the  sturdy  felon 
VOL,  m.  19 
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Btiall  be  fed  and  cloihed,  and  iiuA  the  pennOecs  debtor 
sliall  be  left  to  die  of  starvation  and  nakedness.  Tkls  is 
no  fiction.  Not  a  week  passes  over  our  heads,  bat,  in 
eveiy  one  of  our  prisons  for  debt,  some  of  fbaet  men 
must  inevitably  expire  in  the  sfew  agonies  ef  want,  if 
thej  were  not  relieved  by  ihxar  ibllow-prisoners. 

Turning  these  things  in  his  mind,  as  he  mounted  the 
oarrow  stailt»»e  at  the  foot  of  which  Boker  had  lefi  him, 
Mr.  Pickwick  gradually  worked  himself  to  the  boning 
over  point ;  and  so  excited  was  he  with  his  reflections 
«n  this  subject,  that  he  had  burst  into  the  room  to  whit^ 
be  had  been  directed,  befbre  he  had  any  distinct  recol- 
lection, cither  of  the  place  in  which  he  was,  or  of  the 
•object  of  his  visit 

The  general  aspect  of  the  room  recalled  him  to  lum- 
4^K  at  once ;  but  he  had  no  soorter  cast  his  eyes  on  the 
figure  of  a  man  who  was  brooding  over  the  dusty  fire, 
Ihon,  letting  his  hat  fiUl  on  the  floor,  he  stood  perfectly 
•fixed,  End  immovable,  with  astonishment 

Yes;  in  tattered  garments,  and  without  a  coat;  his 
common  calico  shirt,  yellow  and  in  rags ;  his  hair  hang- 
ing over  bis  face ;  his  features  changed  with  sufleiing, 
and  pinched  with  famine;  there  sat  Mr.  Alfred  Jingle: 
his  head  resting  on  his  hsind,  his  efes  fixed  upon  the 
fire,  and  his  whole  appearance  denoting  nfise^y  and 
d^ection  I 

Near  him,  leaning  listlessly  against  the  wall,  stood  a 
sd'ong-built  countryman,  flidcing,  with  a  worn-out  hunt* 
iiig  whip,  the  t(^-boot  Umt  adorned  his  right  fiiot :  his  Mi 
being  (for  he  dressed  by  easy  stages)  thrust  into  an  old 
sfipper.  Hordes,  dogs^  and  drink  had  brought  him  tfaero^ 
pell-mell.  There  was  a  rusty  spur  on  the  solitary  boot, 
which  he  occasionally  jerked  Into  the  ^npity  air :  at  tlM 
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lame  time  giving  the  boot  a  smart  blow,  and  mattering 
some  of  the  aoands  hj  which  a  sportsman  encourages  his 
horse.  He  was  riding,  in  imagination,  some  desperate 
steeple-chase  at  that  moment  Poor  wretch  1  he  never 
rode  a  match  on  the  swiftest  animal  in  his  costlj  stud, 
with  half  the  speed  at  which  he  had  torn  along  the 
course  that  ended  in  the  Fleet 

On  the  -q>po^te  side  of  the  room  an  old  man  was 
seated  on  a  small  wooden  box,  with  his  eyes  riveted  on 
the  floor^  and  his  face  settled  into  an  expression  of  the 
deepest  and  most  hopeless  despair.  A  young  girl  -^  his 
little  i^nddaughter —  was  hanging  about  liim :  endeav- 
oring, with  a  thousand  chHdish  devices,  to  engage  his 
attention ;  but  the  old  m^n  neither  saw  nor  heard  her. 
The  voice  that  had  been  music  to  him,  and  the  eyes  that 
had  been  light,  fell  coldly  on  his  senses.  His  limbs  were 
shaken  with  disease,  and  Uie  palsy  had  listened  on  his 
mind. 

There  were  two  or  three  other  men  in  the  room,  con- 
gregated in  a  little  knot,  and  noisily  talking  among 
.^mselves.  There  was  a  lean  and  haggard  woman, 
too  — t  a  prisoner's  wife  —  who  was  watering,  with  great 
solicitude,  the  wretched  stump  of  a  dried-up,  withered 
plant,  which,  it  was  plain  to  see,  could  never  send  fbrth 
a  green  leaf  again  ;  —  too  true  an  emblem,  perhaps,  of 
tlie  office  she  had  come  there  to  discharge. 

Such  were  the  objects  which  pres^ited  themselves  to 
Mr.  Pickwick's  view,  as  he  looked •  round  him  in  amaze- 
mont  The  noise  of  some  one  stumbling  hastily  into  the 
nx>m,  roused  him.  Turning  his  eyes  towards  the  door, 
they  encountered  the  new  comer ;  and  in  him,  through 
his  rags,  and  dirt,  and  misery,  he  recognized  the  familiar 
features  of  Mr.  Job  Trotter. 
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*^  Mr  PiokwidL ! "  ezelatiiwd  Job  alovd. 

"•  Eh?**  said  Jingle,  starting  hma  his  seat  «Mr. --«**. 
So  it  is  —  queer  place  —  strange  thing  —  serves  me 
right  —  verj«"  And  with  this,  Mr*  Jingle  thrust  his 
liands  mto  the  place  where  his  troasera«^odcet  used  to 
lie,  and,  dropping  his  chin  upon  his  breast,  sunk  back 
into  his  chair. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  affected;  the  two  men  looked  so 
very  miserable.  The  sharp  invohmtarj  glance  Jingle 
had  cast  at  a  small  piece  of  raw  kwi  of  nmtton,  which 
Job  had  brought  in  with  him,  said  more  of  their  reduced 
«tate  tlian  two  hours'  explanation  eoukl  have  done.  He 
looked  mildly  at  Jingle,  and  flmd : 

^  I  should  like  to  speak  to  you  m  private*  Will  yoa 
step  out  for  an  instant  ?  " 

^  Certainly,"  said  Jingle,  rising  hasttty*  ^  Can't  step 
far  —  no  danger  of  over^walking  yourself  here  —  Spike 
park  —  grounds  pretty  —  romantic,  but  not  extensive  — 
open  for  public  inspection  —  fiunily  always  in  town  — 
house-keeper  desperately  careful  —  very." 

^  Tou  have  forgotten  your  ooat,*'  said  ^.  Pickwick^ 
as  they  walked  out  to  the  staircase,  and  closed  the  door 
after  them. 

<"  Eh  ?"  said  Jmgle.  "^  Spout  — dear  relation  — on- 
de  Tom  —  couldn't  help  it— must  eat,  you  know.  Wants 
of  nature  —  and  all  that. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

^  Gone,  my  dear  su- — last  coat — can't  help  it*  Lived 
on  a  pair  of  boots  —  whole  fortni^t  Silk  umbrella — 
ivory  handle— -week  —  fiict  — •  honor  —  ask  Job  —  knows 
It- 

*  Lived  lor  three  weeks  opon  a  pair  of  boots,  and  a 
•ilk  umbrella,  with  an  ivory  handle!"  exclaimed  Mr. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PlCKWrcK  (XUB.  293 

Ptbkyick,  who  b^  onlj  jbea^d  of  sqcb  thoigs  in  ehipr 
wrecks,  or  read  of  them  ia  Constable's  MisceUany. 

^  Tru^^  said  Jingle,  nodding  liis  bead.  '^  Pawnbroker^f 
sbop  —  duplicates  bere — small  gams  —  mere  nothing  -^ 
all  rascals." 

^  Qb,"  said  Mr.  Ptckwio^,  macfa  relieved  by  tbis  eX" 
pbmalipo ;  <^  I  understand  jou.  You  hav^  pawned  jour 
wardi-obe." 

**  Every ibing  —  Job's  too — ^  sbirts  gone  —  n^ver 
ipind-^^aves  w^bing.  Notbing  sooi^-^Ue  in  bed  — 
starve  -r-  die  —  loqueat  —  little  bone-bouae  —  poor  pri^ 
oner  —  common  necessaries  —  busb  ijt  up -*  gentlemen 
of  tbe  jury  —  warden's  tradesmen  -^  keep  it  snug  ^^ 
natural  deatb  —  coroner's  order  —  workbouse  funeral 
~  serve  bim  rigbt  —  all  over  —  drop  the  curtain." 

Jingle  delivered  tliis  singular  summary  of  bis  proa* 
jieots  in  life,  with  liis  accustomed  volubility,  and  witb 
.vanous  twitches  of  the  countenance  to  counterfeit  spiiles. 
Mi\  Pickwick  easily  perceived  that  bis  recklessness  wa^ 
assumed,  and  looking  bim  full,  but  not  ivikindly,  in  the 
fiM)e,  s^w  that  his  eyies  were  moist  with  tears. 

^  GiQo4  feilow,"  said  Jingle,  pressing  his  hand,  and 
turning  his  head  ftway.  ^Ungrateful  dog  —  boyish  to 
cry  —  can't  help  it  —  bad  fever  —  weak  —  ill  —  hungry. 
Deserved  it  all  —  but  suffered  much  —  very."  Wholly 
unable  ^  keep  up  appearanoes  any  longer,  and  perhaps 
rendered  worse  by  tbe  effort  he  had  made,  the  dejected 
stroller  sat  down  on  thfi  stairs,  and,  covering  his  fiiee  with 
bis  hands,  sobbed  like  a  child. 

^  Come,  come,^  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  considerable 
tmotioa,  ^  Well  see  what  can  be  done,  when  I  know  all 
about  the  matter.     Here,  Job ;  where  is  that  fellow  ?" 

**  Here,  sir,"  replir4  Job,  presenting  himself  on  the  stair* 
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Cftse.  We  have  described  hinu  by  the  by,  as  haviiifi 
deeply-sanken  eyes,  in  the  best  of  times*  In  his  pre»> 
ent  state  of  want  and  distress,  he  looked  as  if  those  fbal* 
nres  had  gone  out  of  town  altogether. 

"  Here,  sir,"  cried  Job. 

^  Come  here,  sir,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  trying  to  look 
stem,  widi  four  large  tears  running  down  his  waistooaft. 
«  Take  that,  sir." 

Take  what?  In  the  ordinary  acceptation  of  such 
language,  it  should  have  been  a  blow.  As  the  world 
runs,  it  ought  to  have  been  a  sound,  hearty  cuff;  for 
Mr.  Pickwick  had  been  duped,  deceived,  and  wronged  by 
the  destitute  outcast  who  was  now  wholly  in  his  power. 
Must  we  tell  the  truth?  It  was  something  from  Mr. 
Pickwick's  waistcoat-pocket,  which  chinked  as  it  was 
given  into  Job's  hand :  and  the  giinng  of  which,  some- 
how or  other  imparted  a  sparkle  to  the  eye,  and  a  swell- 
ing to  the  heart,  of  our  excellent  old  friend,  as  he  hur« 
ried  away. 

Sam  had  returned  when  Mr.  Pickwick  reached  his 
own  room,  and  was  inspecting  the  arrangements  that 
had  been  made  for  his  comfort,  with  a  kind  of  grim 
satisfaction  which  was  very  pleasant  to  look  upon.  Hav« 
ing  a  decided  objection  to  his  master^s  being  there  at  all, 
Mr.  TTeller  appeared  to  consider  it  a  high  moral  duty  not 
to  appear  too  much  pleased  with  anything  that  was  doo^ 
said,  suggested,  or  proposed. 

«  Well,  Sam,*'  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"Well,  sir,''  replied  Mr.  WeUer. 

**  Pretty  comfortable  now,  eh,  Sam  ?  " 

"  Pretty  veil,  sir,"  responded  Sam,  looking  roand  him 
in  a  disparaging  manner. 

*♦  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Tiipman  and  our  other  friends?" 
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^  Yes,  I  bat>e  aeen  'em,  sir,  and  the/re  ft^omin'  to* 
morrow,  and  wos  werj  much  surprised  to  hear  they 
wacn't  to  oome  to-day,"  replied  Sam. 

^  Ton  hare  brought  the  things  I  wanted  ?  " 

Mr.  Weller  in  reply  pointed  to  various  packages  which 
he  had  arranged,  as  neatly  as  he  could,  in  a  comer  of  the 
loom. 

"^  Very  well,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwidc,  after  a  little 
hesitation ;  ^  listen  to  what  I  am  going  to  say,  Sam." 

•*  Cerf  nly,  sir,"  rejoined  Mr.  Weller,  "  fire  avay,  sir." 

^  I  have  felt  from  the  first,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick, 
with  much  solemnity,  ^  that  this  is  not  the  place  to  bring 
A  young  mmj  to." 

**  Nor  an  old  'un  neither,  sir,"  observed  Mr.  Weller. 

**  You're  quite  right,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick ;  **  but 
old  men  may  come  here,  through  their  own  heedle^sneds 
and  ansu.spidon :  and  young  men  may  be  brouglit  here 
by  the  selfishness  of  those  they  serve.  '  It  is  better  for 
those  young  men,  in  every  point  of  view,  that  they 
should  not  remain  here.  Do  you  understand  me, 
Sam?" 

**  Vy  no,  sir,  I  do  not,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  dog- 

iecUy. 

"  Try,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Veil,  sir,"  rejoined  Sam,  after  a  short  pause,  **  I 
think  I  see  your  drift ;  and  if  I  do  see  your  drift,  it's 
my  'pinion  that  you're  a-comin'  it  a  great  deal  too  strougi 
as  the  mail-coachman  said  to  the  snow-storm,  ven  it  over- 
took him." 

^  I  see  you  comprehend  me,  Sam,"  siud  Mr.  Pickwick, 
*^  Independently  of  my  wish  that  you  should  not  be  idling 
about  a  place  like  this,  for  years  to  come,  I  feel  that  for 
a  debtor  in  the  Fleet  to  be  attended  by  his  man-servant 
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u  k  mooatrous  abeiirdkj.  —  Sam,*  said  Mr.  Ti^i/kkt 
''fir  a  lima,  yoa  mist  leare  nie.* 

""  Oh,  for  a  time,  «^  sir?"  v^oined  Mn  Wellttr,  nriter 
earcasticaUjr. 

'^  Yeaylbr  the  dme  that  I  ^emgia  here^**  saidttn  Pick- 
wrick.  *^  Your  niages  I  shaU  oonlbiue  to  pay.  Any  onis 
of  mj  three  friends  will  be  happj  to  take  jou,  weHs  it 
only  out  of  re^Miot  ito  ine.  And  if  I  eTer  do  huvt  this 
place,  Sam,"  added  Mr.  PickwML,  irith  assnaied  oheer- 
flilness :  **  if  I  do,  I  pledge  jaa  mj  word  that  yoa  ^hall 
retura  to  me  inBtaatlj." 

<<  Now  111  tell  yon  wet  it  i%  dr,"  said  Mr.  WeMer,  Hi 
a  grave  and  solemn  Toiee,  ^  This  here  sort  o'  thing  woii\ 
do  at  all,  so  don't  let*«  hear  no  more  about  it" 

*<I  am  serious,  and  resolved,  Sam,**  said  Mr.  n<^- 
wide. 

^  Yoo  air,  air  jou,  sir  ?  "  iDqnired  Mr.  Weller,  Mrwfy. 
**  Wery  good,  sir.     Then  so  am  L* 

Thos  speidung,  Mr.  Weller  fixed  his  Itat  on  his  heal 
with  great  preobion,  and  Abruptly  left  the  rooaa. 

^  Sam !"  cried  Mr.  Pickwick,  calling  after  him.  ''Sami 
Here!" 

But  the  long  galleiy  ceased  to  reecho  the  sound  af 
footsU^ps.     Sam  Welleir  was  'gone. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


V.ika:ai,        i  V,..f,:. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE    POSTHUMOUS   PAPERS 


THE    PICKWICK    CLUB. 


VOliUME  IT. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


POSTHUMOUS  PAPERS 


09 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB. 


CHAPTER  XLHI. 


SHOWING   HOW  KB.   8AXUBL   WELL^l  GOT   INTO   M9» 
riCULTlES. 

In  a  lofly  room,  badly  lighted  and  worse  yentilated, 
situate  in  PoHugal  Street,  Lincoln's  Inn-fields,  there  sit 
nearly  Uie  whole  year  round,,  one,  two,  three,  or  four 
gentlemen  in  wigs,  as  the  case  may  be,  with  little  writ- 
ing-desks before  them,  constructed  after  the  fashion  of 
those  used  by  the  judges  of  the  land,  barring  the  French 
polish.  There  is  a  box  of  barristers  on  &eir  right  baud; 
there  is  an  endosnre  of  inac^vent  debtors  on  their  left ; 
and  there  Is  an  indined  plane  of  most  especially  dirty 
faces  in  their  firont  These  gentlemen  are  the  Com- 
missioners of  the  Insolveait  Court,  and  the  place  in 
whidi  they  sit,  is  the  Insolvent  Court  itself. 

It  is,  and  has  been,  time  out  of  mind,  the  remarkable 
fate  o{  this  Court  to  be,  somehow  or  other,  held  and 
imderstood,  by  the  general  consent  of  all  the  destitute 
slwbby-genteel  people  in  London,  as  their  common  re- 
sort, and  place  of  daily  refuge.  It  is  always  full.  The 
steams  of  beer  and  spirits  perpetually  asoend  to  the  ceil- 
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ing,  and,  being  condensed  by  the  heat,  roll  down  the 
walls  like  rain  ;  there  are  more  old  suits  of  clothes  in  it 
at  one  time,  than  will ,  be  peered  for  sale  in  all  Hounds- 
ditch  in  a  twelvemonth ;  more  unwaged'  ^kins  and  griz- 
slj  beards  than  all  the  pumps  and  shaving-shops  between 
Tjbum  and  Whitechapel  could  render  decent,  between 
sunrise  and  sunset 

It  must 'not  be  suppo^^  that  any  of  these  people  have 
the  least  shadow  of  business  in,  or  the  remotest  connec- 
tion with,  the  place  thej  so  inde&tigablj  attend*  If  they 
had,  it  would  be  oo:  ontCer  of  a|iq[)tiBe,)and  the  singularity 
of  the  thing  would  cease  at  onoe.  Some  of  them  sleep 
4iunng.the  gneater  part^f  the  0iiting;-otiMni  cany  small 
portable  dinners  wrapped  in  pocket-handkerchiefs  or 
sticking  out  of  their  worn-out  pockets,  and  munch  and 
listen  wijth  equal  relish;  but  no  one  among  them  "was 
ever  knovm  to  haye  the  sli^test  personal  interest  in  any 
case  that  was  ever  brought  fiMrwai^.  Whatever  thej  do, 
.tliere  they  sit  irom  the  first  momeat  to  the  laaL  When 
ii  is  lM9avy  rainy  weaither^  they  all  eome  in,  wet  through, 
and  M  such  times  the  vapors  of  the  Court  «re  like  thoee 
oi  a  fuiigifs-pit. 

A  ca^aal  viiUitor  laigbt  suppose  tbia  plaeato.beia  Tem- 
ple dedicated  to  the  Genius  of  SeedioeM*  Thei»  is  not 
a  messeoger  or  process-server  attadted  to  k^  ?whO  wears 
a  coat  that  was  made  fi>r  kim ;  not  a  tolevably  fi»sh,  or 
wholesome-looking  man  in  the  whole  eatabliehlaeni,  ex- 
cept a  little  whiterbeaded,  apple-faoed  tipelafl^iaad  even 
he,  like  an  iUrcondiiiii^iied  cherry  preserved  la  braiMiiy, 
seems  to  have  artifieially  dried  and  wtidiered  4ip,.ini^ra 
state  of  preservation,  to  w|ifch  he  eaa  lay  no  natuural 
daim.  Tlie  very  baitri^-ters'  wigs  at^  Ul-fo^vdeiPedy  and 
their  curV)  lack  orispness. 
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Bat  the  attomeys,  trko  sit  ait  a  laifge  baie  table  l»e]<ow 
^e  CoknniigsiORers^  are,  oiler  all,  the  greatest  curiositi^ 
The  professional  establishment  of  the  more  opqlent  of 
these  gentlemen,  consists  of  a  blue  bag  and  a  bOy :  gen- 
erally a  yoath  of  the  Jewish  porsaasion.  They  have  na 
fixed  offices :  their  legal  business  being  transacted  in,  the 
parlors  of  pobUc-hooses,  or  the  yards  of  prisons:  whither 
Ihey  repfur  in  crowds,  and  cantais  ibr  oastomers  after 
the  Qumner  of  oamibus  dads.  They  are  of  a  greasy  and 
mildewed  appearance ;  and  if  they  can  be  siud  to  have 
any  tM^  at  all^  perhaps  drinking  and  cheating  are  the 
most  oonspicuouB  among  them.  Their  residences  are 
nsaally  on  the  outskirts  of  *^  the  Rules,''  chiefly  lying 
within  a  oirele  of  one  nrile  from  the  obelisk  in  St.* 
Gorge's  Fields.  Their  looks  are  not  prepossessing, 
and  their  manners  are  peculiar. 

Mr.  d(^omon  Pell,  one  g£  this  learned  body,  was  a  fat, 
Aabby^  pale  man,  in  a  surtout  which  kx^ed  green  o^ie 
■Mnute,  and  brown  tbe  next :  with  a  vehret  collar  of  the 
same  chameleon  tints.  His  forehead  was  narrow,  his  face 
wide,  his  head  large,  and  his  nose  aU  on  one  side,  as  if 
Katore,  indignant  with  the  propensities  she  ob«erv«d  in 
hntt  in  his  bir|h,  had  given  It  an  angry  tweak  which  it 
had  never  recovered.  Being  sbort-neeked  and  asthmatic 
however,  he  respired  prindpally  through  this  feature! 
so,  perhaps,  what  it  wanted  in  omametat,  it  made  up  itt 
iH^Ailness. 

^  Tm  sure  to  bring  him  through  it,"  said  Mr*  FelL 

^  Ai^  you  though  ?"  replied  the  person  to  whom  the 
assanmee  was  pledged. 

•«  Cemte  mte,"  replied  Pett ;  «"  but  if  he'd  gone  to 
any  irregular  pimotitioner,  mind  yoo,  I  woaMkit  bava 
aasfiered  for  the  oonaequenoes.'* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


10  poarauMous  papers  of 

^  Ah  I  *"  said  the  other,  with  open  mouth. 

"^  No,  that  I  wouldn  V  ^aid  Mr.  Pell ;  and  he  parsed 
Dp  his  lips,  frowned,  and  shook  his  head  mjsteriouslj. 

Now,  the  plaoe  where  this  discourse  occurred,  was  the 
public-house  just  opposite  to  the  Insolvent  Court;  and 
the  person  with  whom  it  was  iield,  was  no  other  than  tlie 
elder  Mr.  Weller,  who  had  come  there,  to  comfort  and 
ocDsole  a  friend,  whose  petition  to  be  discharged  under 
the  act,  was  to  be  that  daj  heard,  and  whose  attomej  he 
was  fit  that  moment  consulting. 

^  And  Tere  is  Greoi^ge  ?  "  inquired  the  old  gentleman. 

Mr.  Pell  jerked  his  head  in  the  direction  of  a  back* 
parlor :  whither  Mr.  Weller  at  once  repairing,  was  im» 
mediatelj  greeted  in  the  warmest  and  most  flattering 
manner  by  some  half-dozen  of  his  professional  brethren, 
in  token  of  their  gratification  at  his  arrival  The  insolv- 
ent gentleman,  who  had  contracted  a  specuktive  but 
imprudent  passion  for  horsing  long  stages,  which  had  led 
to  his  present  embarrassments,  looked  extremely  well, 
and  was  soothing  the  exdtement  of  his  feelings  with 
shrimps  and  porter. 

The  salutation  between  Mr*  Weller  and  his  fiienda 
was  strictly  confined  to  the  freemasonry  of  the  craft; 
consisting  of  a  jerking  round  of  the  right  wrist,  and  a 
tossing  of  the  little  finger  into  the  air  at  the  same  time. 
We  once  knew  two  &moas  coachmen  (they  are  dead 
now,  poor  fellows)  who  were  twins,  and  between  whom 
an  unaffected  and  devoted  attachment  existed.  They 
passed  each  other  on  the  Dover  road  every  day  for 
twenty-four  years,  never  exchanging  any  other  greet- 
ing than  this ;  and  yet,  when  one  died,  the  other  pined 
away,  and  soon  afterwards  followed  him  I 

^  Yell,  Greorge,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  senior,  taking  off 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  11 

his  uppei  ooat,  aid  seating  bnnaetf  with  his  accnBtomed 
gravitj.  **  How  is  it  ?  All  right  behind^  aoi  Ml  in-* 
side?'* 

^  Ail  right,  old  feUer,''  replied  the  embamssed  gea* 
tlcman* 

^  Is  the  gray  mare  made  over  to  anybody  ?"  inqiiired 
lit.  WeUer  anxiously* 

George  nodded  in  tiie  affirmadYe. 

'"Yell,  thafs  aU  righl^"  said  Mr.  WeDer.  "< Coach 
taken  care  on^  also  ?  ** 

^  Cen-signed  in  a  safe  quarter,"  replied  George,  wring- 
ing the  heads  off  half-a-dozen  shrinq>8,  and  swallowing 
them  without  any  more  ado. 

**  W«ry  good,  wery  good,**  said  Mr.  Weller.  ^  Alvays 
see  to  the  drag  yen  you  go  down-hilL  Is  the  vay-bill  all 
dear  and  straight  for'erd  ?" 

"  The  schedule,  sir,"  said  Pell,  gnessing  at  Mr.  WeU 
ler's  meaning,  ^  the  schedule  is  as  plain  and  satis&ctory 
as  pen  and  ink  can  make  it." 

Mr.  Weller  nodded  in  a  manner  which  bespoke  his 
inward  approval  of  these  arrangements ;  and  then,  turn- 
ing to  Mr.  Pell,  said,  pointing  to  his  firittid  George : 

<<  Ten  do  you  take  his  ck>ths  off?" 

« Why,"  replied  Mr.  Pell,  <"  he  stands  third  on  the 
opposed  list,  and  I  should  think  it  would  be  his  turn  in 
aboQt  half  an  hour.  I  told  my  derk  to  come  over  and 
lell  us  when  there  was  a  chance." 

Mr.  Weller  surveyed  the  attorney  from  head  to  foot 
with  great  admiration,  and  said,  emphatically : 

<*  And  whatH  you  take,  sir  ?  " 

«*  Why,  really,"  repUed  Mr.  Pell,  «  you're  Tcry * 

Upon  my  word  and  honor,  I  am  not  in  the  habit  af- 
It's  so  very  early  in  the  mornings  that,  actually,  I  am 
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q£  nui,  m^dter.* 

The  officiating  damsely  who  had  anticipated  the  order 
bAi^  k  waagi¥en^  set  the  ^aaa  of  spints  befbofr  Pl^U, 
and  retired. 

.    *^  {^tlmm^  and  Mr.  l^eii^  h^^ 
company,  ^  Success  to  your  friend  L  I  don't  like  to  boast, 
gentlemen ;   it^s  not  .my  way ;   but  I  tadkt  h^  »3^g9 
thai,  if  your  ftieiid  hodnTt  been  fiirtunate  moagh  k>  IM 

into  handfl  that but  I  won't  say  what  I  was  going  to 

•ay.  Oendetnel^  my  service  to  you/'  Having  cB4>ded 
thei  i^tea  in  a  twinkling,  Mr.  P^  smacked  his  1^ 
and  kx^ed  complacently  round  on  the  aasembled  coach* 
men,  irho  eviieady  regarded  him  as  a  speciea  of  di- 
vinity. 

**  Let  me  see,"  said  the  legal  anthority  —  "  What  was 
I  arcajihg,  gentlemen  ?  **    . 

^  I  IhiidK  yim  was  remarkin'  as  yo«  wouldn't  have  no 
objection  to  another  o'  the  same,  sir,"  taid  Mr.  WeHer, 
with  ^nave  faflettoasnasa* 

<« Ha,  ha!"  laughed  Mr.  PelL  '< Not  bad,  not  bad 
A  profeanoba]  man,  too  \  At  thia  tine  of  the  momingL 
it  would  be  rather  too  good  a  ^  Well,  I  don^  know, 
my  deac— ^yon  me^  do  that  again,  if  yoo  please* 
Hem!" 

Tkia  laat  sound  waa  a  solemn  and  dignified  eougli,  ia 
which  Mr.  Pell,  observing  aa  inieeuit  teBfbnqy  to  miitk 
in  some  oi  kis  anditois,  considered  it  doe  to  faimaelf  to 
indulge. 

^  The  late  Lord  Chancellor,  gentlemen,  was  v«ry  fbnd 
of  me,"  said  Mr.  PelL 

*^And  «ety  creditable  in  htm,  tooy**  int^poeed  Mr. 
Weller. 
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^Hfear,  heir,"^  asdent^  llr.  P^U's  dieiit  ''Why 
Bhouldn't  he  be?** 

**Ak  —  why,  indeed!"  said  a  veiy  red-fiieed  man, 
wbQ  had  said  nothki^  jet,  akid  who  looked  extromely 
tiolikelj  to  say  anything  more.    ^  Why  shouldn't  he  ?  " 

A  mtumuir  of  assent  ran  throngh  the  company* 

<<  I  remembeiv  gentletnen,**  said  Mr.  Pell,  <^  dining  with 
him  on  one  occasion ;  -^  there  was  only  «s  two,  bnt  every 
thii^  as  aptaidid  as  if  twenty  people  had  been  expeeted 
-T-the  great  seal  on  a  dumlv'waiter  at  his  right  hand^ 
and  a.n^m  in  a  bag*wig  and  suit  of  armor  goarding  the 
nace  with  a  drawn  sword  and  silk  stockinga — which 
is  perpetually  dione,  gentlemen,  night  and  day;  when 
he  said,  <  PelV  he  said ;  '  no  fkke  delicacy,  PelL  You're 
a  man  of  talent  r  you  can  get  anybody  throng  the  In- 
solvent Court,  Pell ;  and  your  country  should  be  proud 
of  you.'  Those  were  his  very  words  —  *  My  Lord,'  I 
said,  'you  flattor  me.'  — <PeU,^  he  saiid,  'If  I  do,  Fm 
damned.'" 

"^  Did  he  say  that?"  inquiied  Mr.  Weller. 

«*  He  did,"  replied  PelL 

<<Yell,  then,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  <<  I  say  Pariiament 
ought  to  ha'  took  it  up ;  and  i£  he'd  been  a  poor  man, 
they  waiiU  ha'  done  it" 

^  But^  my  dear  friend,"  argued  Mr.  PeU,  <<  it  was  in 
confidence." 

*^Jn  what? "  said  Mr.  Wellec 

^  In  confidence." 

"^  Oh  1  wery  good,^  replied  Mr.  Weller,  alter  a  little 
reieetion.  ^  If  he  damned  his-self  in  confidenoe,  o'  course 
that  wad  ^iher  thing." 

<"  Of  oourse  it  was,^  said  Mr.  PelL  <"  The  distinctioD'a 
Obviotts,  yea  wiU  pereeiTe.*^ 
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^  Alters  the  case  entirely,^  said  Mr.  Waller.  «  Go  on, 
sir." 

"  No ;  I  will  not  go  on,  sir,'*  said  Mr,  Pell,  in  a  low 
and  serions  tone.  ^Yon  have  reminded  me,  sir,  that 
this  conversation  was  private  —  private  and  confiden- 
tial, gentlemen.  G^tlemen,  I  am  a  professional  man* 
It  maj  be  that  I  am  a  good  deal  looked  np  to,  in  my 
profession  —  it  may  be  that  I  am  not.  Meet  peof^e 
know.  I  say  nothing.  Observations  have  already  been 
made,  in  this  room,  injurious  to  the  reputation  of  my 
noble  friend*  Tou  will  excuse  me,  gentlemen ;  I  was 
imprudent.  I  feel  that  I  have  no  right  to  mention 
this  matter  without  his  concurrence.  Thank  you,  sir; 
thank  you."  Thus  delivering  himself  Mr.  Pell  thrust 
his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and,  frowning  grimly  aruund, 
rattled  three  halfpence  with  terrible  determination. 

This  virtuous  resolution  had  scarcely  been  formed, 
when  the  boy  and  the  blue  bag,  who  were  inseparable 
companions,  rushed  violently  into  the  room,  and  said 
(at  least  the  boy  did  ;  finr  the  blue  bag  took  no  part  in 
the  announcement)  that  the  case  was  coming  on  directly. 
The  intelligence  was  no  sooner  received  than  the  whole 
party  hurried  across  the  street,  and  began  to  fight  their 
way  into  Court — a  preparatory  ceremony,  which  has 
been  calculated  to  occu^,  in  ordinary  cases,  from  twen* 
ty-five  minutes  to  thirty. 

Mr.  Waller,  being  stout,  cast  himself  at  once  into  the 
crowd,  with  the  desperate  hope  of  ultimately  turning  np 
in  some  place  which  would  suit  him.  His  success  was 
not  quite  equal  to  his  expectations ;  for  having  n^ected 
to  take  his  hat  ofl^,  it  was  knocked  over  his  eyes  by  some 
unseen  person,  upon  whose  toes  he  had  alighted  with 
considerable  force.    Apparently,  this  individual  regretted 
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his  impetaosity  immediately  afterwards;  for,  mutteriag 
an  indistinct  exclamation  of  surprise,  he  dragged  the  old 
inan  out  into  the  hall,  and^  after  a  violent  struggle,  re- 
leased his  head  and  face. 

"  Samivel !  **  exclaimed  Mr.  WeUer,  when  he  was  thus 
ouabled  to  behold  his  rescuer. 

Sam  nodded. 

^  Tou're  a  dutiftil  and  affectionate  little  boy,  you  are, 
^*n't  you  ?  "  said  Mr.  Weller,  "  to  come  a-bonnetin*  your 
father  in  his  old  age  ?  " 

^  How  should  I  know  who  yoo  woe  ?  ^  req^mded  the 
son.  "  Do  you  s'pose  I  woe  to  tell  you  by  the  weight  if 
your  foot  ?  " 

«  Veil,  thafs  wery  true,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  Weller 
mollified  at  once ;  **  but  what  are  you  a-doin'  on  here  ? 
Your  gov'nor  can't  do  no  good  here,  Sammy.  Hiey 
won't  pass  that  werdick ;  they  won't  pass  it,  Sammy.** 
And  Mr.  Weller  shook  his  head,  with  legal  solemnity. 

"  Wot  a  perwerse  old  file  it  is  ! "  exclaimed  Sam,  "  al- 
vays  a-goin'  on  about  werdicks  and  alleybis,  and  that. 
Who  said  anything  about  the  werdick  ?  " 

Mr.  Weller  made  no  reply,  but  once  more  shook  his 
head  most  learnedly. 

"Leave  off  rattlin'  that  'ere  nob  o'  youm,  if  yon 
don't  want  it  to  come  off  the  springs  altogether,"  said 
Sam,  impatiently,  *'and  behave  reasonable.  I  vent  all 
the  vay  down  to  the  Markis  o'  Granby,  arter  you,  last 
night" 

^  Did  you  see  the  Marchioness  o'  Granby,  Sammy  ?  " 
inquired  Mr,  Weller,  with  a  sigh. 

«  Yes,  I  did,"  replied  Sam. 

"  How  wos  the  dear  creetur  arlookin'  ?  " 

^  Wery  queer,"  said  Sam.    ^  I  think  she's  a-iignrin 
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hNstXt  graditally  vitli  too  mach  o'  that  'eii^  phie-appl^ 
rum,  and  other  strong  medicines  if  the  same  nutnr.** 

'^Toa  dont  meatn  that,  Sammy?**  s«d  the  senior^ 
earnestly. 

**  I  do,  indeed,"  replied  the  junior.  Mr.  tfellcr  seized 
his  son's  hand,  clasped  it,  and  let  it  fall.  There  was  an 
expression  on  his  countenance  in  doing  so  —  not  of  dis- 
may or  apprehension,  hut  partaking  more  of  the  sweet 
and  gentle  character  of  hope.  A  gleam  of  resignation, 
and  even  of  cheerfulness,  passed  over  his  face  too,  as  he 
slowly  said,  *  I  aVt  <)nite  certain,  Sammy ;  I  wouldn't 
Mke  to  say  1  wos  altogether  positive,  iti  case  of  atiy  sub- 
sekent  disapp'intment,  but  I  rayther  think,  my  boy  —  I 
myther  think  —  thai  the  shej^rd's  got  the  liver  com- 
plaint !  •• 

«  Does  he  look  bad  ?  **  inqnired  Sam. 

''He's  uncommon  pale,"  replied  his  fkther,  '''oept  about 
Uie  nose,  wich  is  redder  than  ever.  Hid  appetite  is  wery 
^o-so»  but  he  imbibes  wunderfhL" 

Some  thoughts  of  the  rum  appeared  to  obtrude  them- 
selves on  Mr.  Wellet's  mind,  as  he  said  this;  for  ho 
looked  gloomy  and  thoaghtfbl  t  but  he  Yerj  shortly  re- 
covered, as  was  testified  by  a  perfect  alphabet  of  winks, 
in  which  he  was  only  wont  to  indulge  #heh  partfcuhirly 
pleased. 

"  Veil,  now,"  said  Sam,  ••  about  my  afi^r.  Just  open 
(hem  ears  o'  yourn,  and  don^t  say  nothin'  tifi  Fve  done.* 
With  this  brief  preface,  Sam  related,  as  succinctly  as  he 
could,  the  last  memorable  conversation  he  had  had  with 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Stop  there  by  himself,  poor  creetur !  *^  exdaimed  the 
elder  Mr.  Welter,  **  without  nobody  to  take  his  part  I  It 
ean't  be  done,  Samivel,  it  can't  be  done." 
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f<  (y  course  h  eatk\*'  Mserted  Sam  i  '^  1  knovt'd  f hat, 
afore  I  came.** 

"  Wy,  they'll  eat  him  op  alive,  Sammy  *  exclaimed 
Mfi  WeBer. 

Sam  nodded  his  concarrence  in  the  opinion. 

"  He  goes  in  rayther  raw,  Sammy ,^  said  Mr.  Weller 
metaphorJcaliy,  ^  and  hell  oome  out,  done  so  ex-ceedhi' 
brown,  that  his  mo^t  formiliar  fHends  won't  know  him. 
Boast  pigeon's  nothin'  to  it,  Sammy." 

Agiun  Sam  Weller  nockled. 

*  It  oughtn't  to  he,  Samirel,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  gravely. 

"  It  mus'n't  be,"  said  Sam. 

«  Cerf  nly  not,"  said  Mr.  Weller. 

**VeH  how,"  8^d  Sam,  "you've  been  a  prophesyin' 
away,  wery  fine,  like  a  red-faced  Nixon,  as  the  sixpenny 
books  gives  picters  on." 

«  Who  wos  he,  Sammy  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Weller. 

"  Never  mind  who  he  wos,"  retorted  Sam ;  "  he  wam't 
a  trackman ;  that^s  endugh  for  you." 

"  I  know'd  a  ostler  o'  that  name,^  said  Mr.  Welier, 
musing. 

''It  #ai^'t  him,"  said  Sam.  *« This  here  genTm'n  was 
a  prophet" 

"Wot's  a  prophet?"  inquired  Mr.  Weller,  k)okitig 
sternly  on  his  son. 

**  Wy,  a  man  as  tells  what's  a-goin'  to  happen,"  replied 
Sam. 

**  I  wish  Td  know'd  him,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller. 
"  P'raps  he  might  ha'  throw'd  a  small  light  on  that  'ere 
liver  complaint  as  we  wos  a-speakin'  on,  just  now.  Hows'- 
ever,  if  he'is  dead,  and  a'n't  left  the  bis'ness  to  nobody, 
thei^b  an  end  on  it  60  on,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller 
with  a  sigh.  . 

VOL.  IV.  2 
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**  Wellj"  said  Sam,  **  you've  been  a-prophesjin'  aray, 
about  wot  11  happen  to  the  gov'nor  if  he's  left  alone. 
Don't  you  see  any  vay  o'  takin'  care  on  him  ? " 

"  No,  I  don't,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  with  a  re- 
flective  visage. 

<<  No  vay  at  all  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

**  No  vay,"  swd  Mr.  Weller,  "  unless  " — and  a  gleam 
of  intelligence  lighted  up  his  countenance  as  he  sunk  his 
voice  to  a  whisper,  and  applied  his  mouth  to  the  ear  of 
his  offspring — '<  unless  it  is  getting  him  out  in  a  turn-up 
bedstead,  unbeknown  to  the  turnkeys,  Sammy,  or  dressin* 
him  up  like  a  old  'ooman  vith  a  green  wail." 

Sam  Weller  received  both  of  these  suggestions  with 
unexpected  contempt,  and  again  propounded  his  ques- 
tion. 

**  No,"  said  the  old  gentleman ;  "  if  he  von't  let  you 
stop  there,  I  see  no  vay  at  alL  It's  no  thoroughfare, 
Sammy  —  no  thoroughfare." 

"Well,  then,  Til  tell  you  wot  it  is,"  siud  Sam,  "Fll 
trouble  you  for  the  loan  of  five-and-tventy  pound." 

«  Wot  good  'ull  that  do  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Weller. 

"Never  mind,"  replied  Sam.  "P'raps  you  may  ask 
for  it,  five  minits  artervards ;  p'raps  I  may  say  I  \on't 
pay,  and  out  up  rough.  Tou  von't  think  o'  arrestin'  your 
own  son  for  the  money,  and  sendin'  him  off  to  the  Fleof, 
will  you,  you  unnat'ral  wagabone?  " 

At  this  reply  of  Sam's,  the  father  and  son  exchanged 
a  complete  code  of  telegraphic  nods  and  gestures,  after 
which,  the  elder  Mr.  Weller  sat  himself  down  on  a  stone 
step,  and  laughed  till  be  was  purple. 

"  Wot  a  old  image  it  is ! "  exckimed  Sam,  indignant 
at  this  loss  of  time.  "What  are  you  a-settin'  down 
Ihere  for,    con-wertin'    your    face    into    a    street-dooi 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  nCKWICK  CLUB.  10 

knocker,  wen  there's  so  mndi  to  be  done.  Were's  the 
money  ?  " 

^  In  the  boot,  Sammy,  in  the  boot,"  replied  Mr.  Wel- 
ler,  composing  his  features.    ^  Hold  my  hat,  Sammy." 

Having  divested  himself  of  this  encumbrance,  Mr. 
Weller  gave  his  body  a  sadden  wrench  to  one  side,  and, 
by  a  dexterous  twist,  contrived  to  get  his  right  hand  into 
a  most  eapadoos  pocket,  from  whence,  ailer  a  great  deal 
of  panting  and  exertion,  he  extricated  a  pocket-book  of 
the  large  octavo  ^ze,  fastened  by  a  huge  leathern  strap. 
From  this  ledger  he  drew  forth  a  couple  of  whip-lashes, 
three  or  four  buckles,  a  little  sample-bag  of  com,  and 
finally  a  small  roll  of  very  dirty  bank-notes ;  from  which 
he  selected  the  required  amount,  which  he  handed  over 
to  Sam. 

^  And  now,  Sammy,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  when  the 
whip-lashes,  and  the  buckles,  and  the  sample,  had  been 
all  put  back,  and  the  book  once  more  deposited  at  the 
bottom  of  the  same  pocket  ^  Now,  Sammy,  I  know  a 
gen'l'm'n  here,  as  'U  do  the  rest  of  the  bis'ness  for  us,  in 
no  time  —  a  limb  o'  the  law,  Sammy,  as  has  got  brains 
like  the  frogs,  dispersed  all  over  his  body,  and  reachin' 
to  the  wery  tips  of  his  fingers ;  a  friend  of  the  Lord 
ChanoeUorship's,  Sammy,  who'd  only  have  to  tell  him 
what  he  wanted,  and  he'd  lock  you  up  for  life,  if  that  wo9 
all." 

"^I  say,"  said  Sam,  ^none  o'  that" 

«*  None  o'  wot  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Weller. 

^Wy,  none  o'  them  nneonstitootional  ways  o'  doing 
it,"  retorted  Sam.  ''The  have-his-careass,  next  to  the 
perpetual  motion,  is  vun  of  the  blessedest  things  as  wos 
ever  made.  Fve  read  that  'ere  in  the  newspapers,  wer| 
«rf*en." 
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''Well,  wofs  that  got  to  do  Ttth  it?''  inqnired  Mr. 
Weller.     ' 

''Jast  this  here,*^  said  Sam,  ''that  Fll  patronixe  Hie 
inwention,  and  go  in,  that  vaj.  No  visperiD's  to  the 
Chancellorship  —  I  don't  like  the  iofioti.  It  oaajuH  lie 
altogether  safb,  vith  reference  to  the  gettin'  out  again." 

'Deferring  to  his  son's  feeling  npoa  this  point,  Mr. 
Weller  at  once  songht  the  erudite  Sokymon  Pel),  and 
acquainted  BM  Wiih  his  desire  to  issue  a  writ,  instaatlj, 
for  the  sum  of  twentj-five  pounds,  and  oost^  of  probese: 
to  he  executed  without  delay  upon  the  hodj  of  one  Sam« 
uel  Weller ;  the  charges  thereby  incurred,  to  be  paid  in 
advance  to  Solomon  Pell. 

The  attorney  was  in  high  glee^  ftr  &e  emhamssed 
coach-horser  was  ordered  to  be  discharged  forthwith. 
He  highly  approved  of  Sam's  attachment  to  his  master ; 
declared  that  it  strongly  reminded  1^  of  his  own  feeK 
ings  of  devotion  to  his  fHend,  the  Chancellor;  and  at 
once  led  the  elder  Mr.  Weller  down  to  the  Temple,  to 
swear  the  affidavit  of  debt :  which  the  boy,  with  tiie  as- 
sistance of  the  blue  bag,  had  drawn  up  on  the  spot 

Meanwhile,  Sam,  having  been  fbrmally  introduced  to 
the  whitewashed  gentleman  and  his  friends,  as  the  off* 
spring  of  Mr.  WeUer,  of  the  Belle  Savage,  was  treated 
with  marked  distinction,  and  invited  to  regale  himself 
with  them  in  honor  of  the  occasion  —  an  invitatiim  whidi 
ho  was  by  no  means  backward  in  Itoeepting. 

The  mirth  of  gentlemen  of  this  dass  is  ef  a  grave  and 
quiet  character,  usually ;  but  the  present  hiatanoe  was 
one  of  peculiar  festivity,  and  they  relaxed  in  pn^rtion. 
After  some  rather  tumultuous  toasting  ef  Ae  Chief  Cbm* 
missioner  and  Mr,  Solomon  Pell,  who  had  that  day  dis- 
played such  transcendent  abilities,  a  mottle-faced  g^itle* 
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man  in  a  bine  shawl  proposed  that  somebody  should  sing 
a  song.  The  obvious  suggestion  was,  that  the  mottle- 
&ced  gentleman,  being  anxious  for  a  song,  should  sing  it 
himself;  but  this  the  motile-fiiced  gentleman  sturdily, 
and  somewhat  olfecis^^,  declined  to  do :  upon  which, 
as  is  not  unusual  in  such  cases,  a  rather  angry  colloquy 
ensued. 

"  GrenUemen,"  said  the  coach-horser,  **  rather  than 
disturb  the  harmony  of  this  delightflil  occasion,  perhiqM 
Mr.  Samuel  Weller  will  oUige  the  company."' 

"  Raly,  gentlemen,"  said  Sam,  **  Fm  not  wery  much  in 
Aa  habit  o'  singin'  without  the  instrament ;  but  aaythin* 
Sof  a  <)uiet  life,  as  the  mim  said  wen  he  took  the  sitiya- 
tion  at  the  lighthouse." 

.  With  this  pr^kide,  Mr.  Samuel  Weller  burst  at  once 
into  the  following  wild  and  beautiful  legend,  which,  under 
the  impression  that  it  is  not  generally  known,  we  take 
the  Uberty  of  quotiog.  We  imould  beg  to  call  particular 
attention  to  the  monosyllable  at  the  end  of  the  second 
and  foui:th  lines,  which  not  onfy  enables  the  singer  to 
lake  bresith  at  those  points,  but  greatly  asMsts  the  metr«, 

ROMANCE. 

I* 

B«ld  Torpin  ▼once,  on  Hoonalow  Heath, 

His  bold  marQ  Bew  bestrode — er 

Ven  there  be  see'd  the  Bishop's  coach 

A-coming  along  the  road — er. 

So  he  gallops  elose  to  the  'orse's  Ugi, 

▲nd  he  claps  his  bead  vitbin; 

And  the  Bishop  says,  **  Sure  as  eggs  ia  et^gi. 

Thia  he#e*«  the  bold  Torphi  \  ** 

CHORITS. 

And  the  Bishop  says,  ^  Sure  as  eggs  it  agga, 
This  here's  the  bold  Ttirpim!  ** 
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n. 

8aj8  Tttipiii,  ^  Ton  shftU  eat  your  wordi^ 
With  a  sarce  of  leaden  btil— let;  ** 
So  he  puts  a  pistol  to  his  month, 
And  he  fires  it  down  his  gul — let 
The  coachman,  he  not  likin*  tiie  Joh, 
Set  off  at  a  fhll  gal-lop, 
But  Dick  put  a  couple  of  balls  in  hii  nob, 
And  perwailed  on  him  to  stop. 

CHORUS  (tarcatticaajf). 
But  Dick  put  a  couple  of  balls  in  his  nob, 
And  perwaOed  on  him  to  stopi 

^I  maintain  that  that  'ere  song's  personal  to  t&e  clothy*' 
said  the  mottled-faced  gentleman,  interrapting  it  at  tiiifl 
point     ^  I  demand  the  name  o'  that  coachman." 

**  Nobodj  know'd,"  replied  Sam.  "*  He  hadn't  got  his 
card  in  his  pocket" 

^  I  object  to  the  introduction  o'  polidcs,"  said  the  mot* 
tie-feced  gentleman.  "  I  submit  that,  in  the  present 
company,  that  'ere  song's  political ;  and,  wot's  much  the 
same,  that  it  a'n't  true.  I  say  that  that  coachman  did  n^ 
run  away ;  but  that  he  died  game  —  game  as  pheasants ; 
and  I  won't  hear  nothin'  swd  to  the  contrairey." 

As  the  mottle-faced  gentleman  spoke  with  great  energy 
and  determination  :  and  as  the  opinions  of  the  company 
seemed  divided  on  the  subject :  it  threatened  to  give  rise 
to  fresh  altercation,  when  Mr.  Weller  and  Mr.  PeU  most 
opportunely  arrived. 

«A11  ri^t,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller. 

"The  officer  will  be  here  at  four  o'clock,"  said  Mr 
PelL  "I  suppose  you  won't  run  away  meanwhile — eh? 
Ha!  ha!" 

"P'raps  my  cruel  pa  'ull  relent  afore  then,"  replied 
Ram,  with  a  broad  grin. 
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<«  Not  V  said  the  elder  Mr.  Wellar. 

"Do,"  said  Sam. 

''Not  on  no  account,"  replied  the  mexorable  ored* 
itor. 

'^  I U  give  bills  for  the  amount,  at  sixpence  a  month,** 
said  Sam. 

"  I  won't  take  'em,"  said  Mr.  Weller. 

^  Ha,  ha,  ha !  very  good,  very  good,"  said  Mr.  Solo- 
mon Pell,  who  was  making  out  his  little  bill  of  costs ;  *^  a 
very  amusing  incident  indeed!  Benjamin,  copy  that," 
and  Mr.  Pell  smiled  again,  as  he  called  Mr.  Weller^a 
attention  to  the  amount 

*^  Thank  you,  thank  you,"  smd  the  piafessional  gentle- 
man, taking  up  another  of  the  greasy  notes  as  Mr.  Wei* 
ler  took  it  from  the  pocket4)ook.  ^  Three  ten  and  one 
ten  is  five.  Much  obliged  to  you,  Mr.  Weller.  Your 
son  is  a  most  deserving  young  man,  very  much  so  in- 
deed, sir.  It's  a  very  pleasant  trait  in  a  young  man's 
character —>  very  much  so,"  added  Mr.  Fell,  smiling 
smoothly  round,  as  he  buttoned  up  the  money. 

"^  Wot  a  game  it  is ! "  said  the  elder  Mr.  Weller,  with 
a  chuckle.    "  A  reglar  prodigy  son  I " 

**•  Prodigal  —  pipdigal  son,  sir,"  suggested  Mr.  Pell, 
Biildly. 

''Never  mind,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  with  dignity. 
"  I  know  wot's  o'clock,  sir.  Wen  I  don't,  I'll  ask  you, 
•ir." 

By  the  time  the  officer  arrived,  Sam  had  made 
himself  so  extremely  popular,  that  the  congregated 
gentlemen  determined  to  see  him  to  prison  in  a  body. 
So,  off  they  set ;  the  plaintiff  and  defendant  walking 
arm-in-arm ;  the  officer  in  front ;  and  eight  stout  coach- 
men bringing  up  the  rear.     At  Sergeant's  Inn  Coffee- 
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house  the  whole  partf  halted  t*  refmh ;  ancl,  the  l^ga] 
arranjs^ements  bemg  completed,  the  prooeBdon  moved  on 
again. 

Some  little  commotion  was  o<5casioned  in  Fleet  Street^ 
by  the  pleasantry  of  the  eight  gentlemen  in  die  dank, 
who  persevered  in  walking  four  ahreast;  it  was  also 
found  necessary  -to  leave  the  motlie^faeed  gentleman 
behind,^  to  dght  a  tioket.-porter :  it  behig  arranged  that 
kidf  friends  should  call  for  him  as  they  came  back.  Notli^ 
ing  but  these  little  incidents  occurred  on  the  way*  When 
&ey  rijaehed  the  gate  of  the  Fleet,  the  cavakade,  taklng[ 
the  time  from  the  plaintiff,  gave  tiffee  tremendous  cheeri 
for  lh«  defendant;  aad,  after  having  shaken  hands  all 
nmnd,  left  him* 

Sam,    having    been    formally    deliveudd    into    the 
warden's    custody:     to    th^    intense    astonishment   cf 
Roker,  and  to  the  evident  emotion  of  even  tiie  phleg- 
matic Neddy:   passed  at  onoe  into  the  prison)  walked 
straight  to  his  master's   room,    and    knocked  at   tto 
door. 
<"  Come  fai,"  said  Mri  Pickwick. 
Sam  appeared,  pulled  olT  his  kat,  and  smiled^ 
^Ah,  Bam,  my  good  lad,"  said  Mr»  Pickwick,  evi< 
dently  delighted  to  see  his  humble  friend  again ;  **  I  had 
no  intention  of  hurting  your  feelings  yesterday,  my  faith* 
ful  fellow,  by  what  1  said.     Put  down  your  hat,  Sam, 
and  let    me  explain    my    meaning,  a  little    more    at 
length.' 
"  Won't  presently  do,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Sam, 
"  Certainly,"    said   Mr.   Pickwick ;    "  but   why    not 

BOW?'' 

**  Pd  rayther  not  now,  sir,*  rejoined  Sam. 
«*  Wby  ?  ♦'  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 
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^*Ckas6*'~  Mid  Sun,  he^ik^g. 

^  Becans^  of  what  ?  "  inqinred  Mr.  Pidkw]<d(»  alaimed 
at  Jns  fi^ower^s  manner/    ^  Speak  out,  Sam." 

^  ^Cbxk^"  r^'dined  Sam  |  ^  '<atisa  I've  got  a  Uule  bisT- 
0688  as  I  want  to  do." 

^  What  business  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick,  sorpriscd 
at  Sam's  confused  manner. 

^  Nothin'  partickler,  sir,"  replied  Sam. 

^Oh,  if  It's  nothing  particular,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick 
with  a  smile,  '^jou  can  speak  with  me  first" 

"  I  think  Fd  better  see  arter  it  at  once,"  said  Sam,  stiU 
hesitating. 

Mr.  Pickwick  looked  amazed,  but  said  nothing. 

^  The  fact  is  " said  Sam,  stopping  short 

«  WeU  I "  said  Mr.  Pickwick.     "  Speak  out,  Sam." 

^  Why,  the  fact  is,**  said  Sam,  with  a  desperate  effort, 
^<  P'raps  Fd  better  see  arter  my  bed  afore  I  do  anjthin' 
else." 

^  T<mr  bed/^  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  astonish* 
ment 

**  Yes,  my  bed,  sir,"  replied  Sam.  "  Fm  a  prisoner.  I 
was  arrested,  this  here  wery  artemoon,  for  debt" 

^You  arrested  for  debt!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick, 
sinking  into  a  chair. 

^  Yes,  for  debt,  sir,"  replied  Sam ;  ^  and  the  man  aa 
put  me  in,  'ull  never  let  me  out,  till  you  go  yourself." 

**  Bless  my  heart  and  soul  I "  ejaculated  Mr.  Pickwick. 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

**  Wot  I  say,  sir,"  rejoined  Sam.  **  If  it's  forty  year 
to  come,  I  shall  be  a  pris'ner,  and  Fm  very  glad  on  it ; 
and  if  it  had  been  Newgate,  it  would  ha'  been  just  the 
same.  Now  the  murder's  out,  and,  dam'me,  there's  an 
pud  on  it!" 
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With  these  words,  which  he  repeated  with  great  em- 
phasis and  Tiolence,  Sam  Weller  dashed  his  hat  upon  the 
ground,  in  a  most  unusual  state  of  excitement ;  and  then, 
folding  his  arms,  looked  firmly  and  fixedly  in  his  master^s 
<Uce. 
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CHAPTER  XUT. 

rRSATB  OF  DTTER8  LITTLB  MATTERS  WHIOH  00- 
OUBRiED  IN  THB  FLEET,  AlVD  OF  MR.  WINKLE'S 
MTSTBRIOUS  BEHAYIOB ;  AND  SHOWS  HOW  THE 
POOR  OHANOERT  PRISONER  OBTAINBD  HIS  RELEASE 
AT  LAST. 

Mr.  Pickwick  Mi  a  great  deal  too  nmch  touched  bj 
the  warmth  of  Sam's  attachment,  to  be  able  to  exhibit 
any  manifestation  of  anger  or  disjdeasure  at  the  precipi- 
tate course  he  had  adopted,  in  voluntarilj  consigning  him- 
self to  a  debtors'  prison,  for  an  indefinite  period.  The 
only  point  on  which  ha  persevered  in  demanding  any  ex- 
planation, was,  the  name  of  Sam's  detaining  creditor,  but 
this  Mr.  Weller  as  perseveringly  whhhdd. 

**  It  a'n't  o'  no  use,  sir,"  said  Sam,  again  and  agmn. 
^  He's  a  ma-lidous,  bad-diq>oaed,  vork^y-minded,  spite* 
ful,  windicdvQ  creetur,  with  a  hard  heart  as  there  aVt 
no  scrffnin':  as  the  wirtuous  eleigyman  remarked  of  the 
old  genTm'n  with  the  dropsy,  yen  he  said,  that  upon  the 
whole  he  thought  he'd  raythtf  leave  his  property  to  his 
▼ife  thsea  build  a  chapel  vith  it" 

^Bot  consider)  Sam,"  Mr«  PickwidL  remonslnUad, 
^  the  sum  Is  bo  small  that  it  can  very  easily  be  paid ; 
imd  haying  made  up  my  mind  that  you  shall  stop  with 
mffi  you  should  reioolleet  how  much  more  usefiil  you 
would  be,  if  you  could  go  outside  the  waUs." 
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^  Werj  much  obliged  to  jou,  air,"  replied  Mr.  Wellec 
^i^ravelj ;  **  but  Fd  rajther  not" 

"^  Bather  not  do  what,  Sam  ?  " 

^  Wjf  air,  Fd  rajther  not  let  myself  down  to  aak  a 
fiivor  o'  thb  here  onremoraeful  enemy." 

«<Bat  it  ia  no.1l«r«f  aAltg  hkil't#  take  hia  money, 
Sam,"  reasoned  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Beg  y«or  paidooyair,"  rejoined  Sam*;  *^imt  it  '«d  be 
a  weiy.  great  fiivor  to  pagr  it,  aad  he  don't 'deaervwaone ; 
IImi^s  were  it  is,  flif;" 

.  Here  Mr.  Piokwk^  tubbing  lua  noet  witk  an  air  of 
aome  vexation,  Mr.  Weller  thought  it  prudent  to  change 
the  theme  <^  the  discourse. 

^  I  ciAea  my  detertnination  on  pHiiciple,'air,"  i^marked 
Sam,  ^  and  you  take  youva  on  (iie  same  gromid ;  widl 
pntB  me  in  mind  o'  the  man  aa  kified  hia*aelf  on  prind- 
ple :  wioh  o*  course  you've  hee7d.«nn,  sir.''  Mn.  Weller 
{laased  when  he  aorived  at  tUs  point,  and  eaat  a  comical 
look  at  hia  maator  out  of  the  comett  of  hia  eyes. 

^  There  ie  no  ^«f  ^ounw'  'm  the  ease,  Sam,"  said  Mil 
Pickwick,  gradoatiy  breakhig  into  a  amile^  in  spite  6f  the 
antaaineaa  whioh  Sam'^  obstinacy  bad  giren  him.  ^  The 
fiunc  of  the  gentleman  m  question,  never  reached  my 
eon." 

^'ISh,  sir!"  exdafaned  Miv  We»er.  ''Yon  aatoniah 
me,  air^  he  wda  a  deriE  ^ia  a  goVment  office,  air.** 

''WMhe?"  aaidMr.Pickwiek. 

'^  Yes,  he  wos,  sir," rej<Hned  Mr.  WeHer ;  ''andawery 
pieanmt  genTm*B  too  -^  one  o'  the  perdse  and  tidy  sort, 
aa  pnta  their  feet  in  litde  Lidia^rulbb^  flre^oekets  wed 
iifa  wet  wdatfaer,  and  never  has  no  other  boaom  Menda 
but  haae^ikina ;  he  m/red  up  tila  money  lan  pHncii^ 
wore  a  clean  shirt  ev^  day  ott  ptfindpte;  never  Bpeke 
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lo  none  of  bk  relatidns  on  ptittdpley  'feefr  tfaey  slKHtM 
want  to  borrow  mone^  «f  iikn ;  and  fNiB  altog«Cher,  in 
<kct,  aca  nnootomon  ttgreeitbd^  triiArscter.  He  had  liis 
hair  cttt  on  ffrin<<i^lid  Vunoe  a  Ibrtnighty  and  «ontiiieted 
for  bte  clothes  on  Ike  eoMomie  jmnciple^*^  three  rndts 
a  jear,  ^d  ^nd  back  the  old  una.  Bcteg  a^wtefjr  teg** 
lar  geti*fni*n  he  dm'd  eVry  day  M;  the  sakne  place,  where 
it  iras  one  and  nine  to  cut  off  the  jdnt  f  and  a  wery  good 
one  and  nine's  worth  lie  used  to  cut)  as  the  landlord  often 
said,  with  the  tears  a-trioklin'  down  his  ho^ :  let  alone 
the  way  he  n^d  to  poke  the  fire  in  the  rinter  time, 
which  was  a  dead  loss  of  ^rpence  ha'penny  »-day :  to 
say  n6thin'  at  all  o'  the  aggrawation  o'  seein'  hira  do  it 
So  rnicommon  grand  with  it  too  I  '  Post  arter  the  next 
genTm'n,'  he  sings  out  ey*ry  day  ven  he  conee  in.  ^  See 
arter  the  Times^  Thomas ;  let  me  look  at  the  Momin' 
Herald,  wen  it's  out  &  himd;  don't  foiget  to  bespeak 
the  Chronicle ;  and  just  bring  the  Ti^ser  riSi  you ; '  and 
then  he'd  set  vith  his  eyes  ihced  on  the  dodc,  and  rash 
out  just  a  quarter  of  a  miait  afore  the  thne,  Id  waylay 
the  boy  as  wos  a^^omin'  in  wkfa  the  erenin'  P^P^ry  wich 
he'd  read  with  sich  intense  int««st  and  perseweranoe, 
as  woiited  the  other  customers  up  to  the  wery  oondnes 
o'  desperation  and  insanity,  'specially  one  i-M8oible  old 
genTin'n  as  the  vaiter  wo6  always  obfiged  to  keep^a  sharp 
eye  on,  at  aieh  times,  'feiur  he  should  be  temipled  to  co»o 
mil  some  rash  «ct  with  the  earting-knife.  Tell,eiiv  here 
he'd  slop,  oooofiTtin'  the  best  pkee  for  three  hoars,  and 
never  takin'  noddn'  arter  Ids  dinner,  bat^6ep>  and  then 
heM  go  away  to  a  co^fee^itmse  a  few  streets  dff,  and  hare 
a  smaD  pot  o'  cdffbe  and  four  crumpets,  aarter  wieh  he'd 
walb  home  to  Kenshigton  and  go  to  bed.  One  night  he 
was  took  wery  91 ;  sends  for  the  doctor;  doetor  comes 
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b  a  green  flj :  with  a  kind  o'  Robinson  Crusoe  set  •' 
Btepa,  as  he  ooold  let  down  wen  he  got  out,  and  poll  op 
after  him  wen  he  girt  in,  to  porwent  the  necessity  o'  the 
coaohnian*s  gettin'  down^  and  thereby  andeoeirin'  the 
public  bj  letting  'em  see  that  it  wos  only  a  li^^  coot 
he'd  got  atky  and  not  the  troasers  to  match.  <  Wot's  the 
matter  ? '  says  the  doctor.  <  Wery  ill,'  says  the  patient. 
'Wot  have  yon  been  a-eatin'  on?'   says  the  doctor. 

<  Boast  weal»'  says  the  patient.  <  Wot's  the  kst  thing 
you  dewoored  ? '  says  the  doctor.  '  Onmpets,'  says  the 
patient  *  That's  it,'  says  the  doctor.  'Ill  send  you  a 
box  of  pills  directly,  and  don't  you  never  take  no  more 
of  *tm,'  he  says.  '  No  more  o'  wot  ? '  says  the  patient 
—  <PillsI'  ' No ;  crni^)ets,' says  the  doctor.  *Wy?* 
says  the  patient,  starting  up  in  bed ;  *  I've  eat  four 
crumpets,  ev'ry  night  for  fifteen  year,  on  principle' 

<  Well,  then,  you'd  better  leave  'em  off,  on  principle,' 
says  the  doctor.  <  Crumpets  is  wholesome,  sir,'  says  the 
patient  '  Crumpets  is  not  wholesome,  sir,'  says  the  doe- 
tor,  wery  fierce.  '  But  they're  so  cheap,'  says  the  pa- 
tient, comin'  down  a  little^  '  and  so  wery  fiUin'  at  the 
price.'  '  They'd  be  dear  to  you  at  any  price ;  dear  if 
you  wos  paid  to  eat  'em,*  says  the  doctor.  *  Four  crum* 
:pets  a-night,'  he  says,  *  vill  do  your  business  in  six  months ! ' 
The  patient  looks  him  full  in  the  iaee>  and  turns  it  ever 
in  his  msnd  for  a  long  time^and  at  last  he  says, '  Are  you 
*.ure  o*  that  ^ere,  sir  ?'  '  FU  stake  ray  professional  rc^ 
utatioQ  on  it,'  says  the  doctor.  *  How  many  .crumpets  at 
a  idttin',  do  you  think  'ud  kill  me  off  at  once  ? '  says  the 
patient  ^  I  don't  know,'  says  the  doctor.  ^  Do  yon 
think  half  a  crown's  worth  'ud  do  it  ? '  sigrs  the  pa- 
tient '  I  think  it  might,'  says  the  doctor.  '  Three 
shillings'  wurth  'ad  be  sure  to  do  it,  I  s'pose  ? '  says  the 
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{Mitient.  *  Certainly/  says  the  doctor.  '  Wery  good,' 
says  the  patient ;  *  good-night'  Next  niomin'  he  gets  op, 
has  a  fire  lit,  orders  in  three  shillins'  wurth  o*  cmmpets, 
toasts  'em  all,  eats  'em  all,  and  blows  his  brains  oat." 

''What  did  he  do  that  for?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick 
abruptly ;  for  he  was  considerably  startled  by  this  trag> 
ical  termination  of  the  narrative. 

^  Wot  did  he  do  it  for,  sirl"  reiterated  Sam.  «  Wy, 
in  support  of  his  great  principle  that  crumpets  woe 
wholesome,  and  to  show  that  he  wouldn't  be  put  out  of 
his  way  for  nobody  I " 

With  finch  like  shillings  and  changings  of  the  dra- 
course,  did  Mr.  Weller  meet  his  master^s  questioning 
on  the  night  of  his  taking  up  his  residence  in  the  Fleet. 
Finding  all  gentle  remonstrance  useless,  Mr.  Pickwick 
at  length  yielded  a  reluctant  consent  to  his  taking  lodg- 
ings by  the  week,  of  a  bald-headed  cobbler,  who  rented  a 
small  slip-room  in  one  of  the  upper  galleries.  To  this 
humble  apartment  Mr.  Weller  moved  a  mattress  and  bed- 
ding, which  he  hired  of  Mr.  Boker ;  and,  by  the  time  he 
lay  down  upon  it  at  night,  was  as  much  at  home  as  if  he 
had  been  bred  in  the  prison,  and  his  wh<^  family  had 
vegetated  therein  for  three  generations. 

"Do  you  alvays  smoke  arter  you  goes  to  bed,  old 
cock  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Weller  of  his  landlord,  when  Uiey 
had  both  retired  for  the  night 

^  Yes,  I  does,  young  bantam,"  replied  the  cobbler. 

**  Will  you  allow  me  to  in-quire  wy  you  make  up  your 
t)ed  under  that  *ere  deal  table  ?  "  said  Sam. 

'"Cause  I  was  always  used  to  a  four-poster  aforo  I 
came  here,  and  I  find  the  legs  of  the  Uhle  answer  just 
as  well,"  replied  the  cobbler. 

"You're  a  character,  sir,"  said  Sam. 
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^  I  hfiyai't  got  anjTlhiiig  of  the  kind  b^ongfng  to  me,'' 
rfjdned  the  cobbler,  shakitig  his  head ;  ^  and  if  jou  wuit 
to  meet  with  a  good  one,  Vm  afvM  you'll  find  some  dif* 
fioultj  in  suiting  yourself  at  this  register  office.^ 

The  above  c^rt  dialogue  took  place  as  Mr.  Wellcr 
lay  extended  on  his  mattress  at  one  end  of  the  room,  and 
the  cobbler  on  his,  at  the  other;  the  apartment  being 
illumined  bj  the  light  of  a  rush  candle,  and  ^he  cobbler's 
pipe :  whieh  was  glowing,  below  the  table,  like  a  red-hot 
coal.  The  cbnveraation,  brief  as  it  was,  predisposed  Mr. 
Wellcr  strongly  in  his  landlord's  favor ;  and  raising  hiini- 
self  on  his  elbow  he  took  a  more  lengthened  survey  of 
his  appearance  than  he  had  jet  had  elither  time  or  indi- 
nation  to  make. 

He  was  a  sallotv  man  —  all  cobblers  are ;  and  had  a 
strong  bristly  beard — all  cobUers  have;  his  face  was  a 
queer,  good-tempered,  crooked-featured  piece  of  work- 
manship, omaoiif^ted  with  a  couple  of  eyes  that  most 
have  worn  a  very  joyous  expression  at  one  time,  for  they 
sparkled  yiet  The  roan  was  sixty,  by  years,  and  Heaven 
knows  how  old  by  imprisonment,  iso  tihat  his  having  any 
lodk,  ap^oaefaing  to  itdirth  or  contentment,  was  singcdar 
enough.  He  was  a  little  man,  and  being  half  doubled 
up  as  he  by  in  bed,  looked  about  as  long  as  he  ought  to 
have  been  without  his  legs.  He  had  a  great  red  pipe  in 
his  mouth,  and  was  smoking,  and  staring  at  the  niEli- 
light,  in  a  state  of  enviable  placidity. 

'^  Have  you  b^n  here  long  ?  "  inquired  Sam,  breaking 
the  silence  whidi  had  lasted  (or  some  time. 

^  Twelve  year,"  replied  the  cobbler,  bitiilg  the  end  of 
his  pipe  as  he  ^ke. 

"  Contempt  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

The  cobbler  nodded. 
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"  Welly  tliAiii''  said  SaiBy  with  some  atemaess,  ^  wot  do 
you  persevere  in  bein'  dbetiult'  for :  vastin'  jour  predovb 
life  away,  in  this  here  magni6ed  pound  ?  Wy  don't  yoo 
give  in,  and  teU  the  Chaneellordiip  that  you're  wery 
gorry  for  makin'  his  court  contemptible,  and  you  won't 
do  60  no  more?" 

The  cobbler  put  his  pipe  in  the  comer  of  his  moo^, 
while  he  smiled,  and  then  brought  it  h^  to  its  old  place 
egpu,  but  said  nothing, 

'^Wy  don't  you?"  said  Saqiy  urging  his  questkm 
strenuously. 

'^.Aii,''  said  the  cobbler,  **yo«  don't  quite  understand 
these  matters.    What  do  you  suppose  ruined  me,  now?" 

^  Wy,"  said  Sam,  trimming  the  rushlight,  "  I  'spose 
.  the  beginnin'  wos,  that  you  got  into  debt,  eh  ?  " 

"^  Never  owed  a  ikrden^"  said  the  cobblfir ;  '*  tiy 
again." 

"  Well,  perhaps,"  said  Sam,  ^  you  bought  houses,  wich 
is  delicale  English  for  goin'  mad :  or  took  to  buildin', 
wich  is  a  medical  term  for  bein'  incuraUe." 

The  cobbler  shook  his  head  and  said,  ^  Try  again." 

^You  didn't  go  to  law,  I  hope?"  said  Sam,  sub* 
pidkmsly. 

"Never  in  my  life,"  replied  the  cobbler.  **The&ct 
h,  I  was  ruined  by  having  money  left  me." 

*^CoQie,  come,"  said  Sam,  ^that  von*t  do.  I  wish 
some  rich  enemy  'ud  try  to  vork  m^f  destruction  in  thai 
'ere  vay.    I'd  let  him." 

'^Oh,  I  dare  say  you  don't  believe  it,"  said  the  cobbler, 
quietly  smoking  his  pipe.  ^  I  wouldn't  if  I  was  you ; 
but  it  8  true  for  all  that." 

"•  Bow  wos  it?  "  inquired  Sam,  hatf  induced  to  believe 
the  fact  already,  by  the  look  the  cobbler  gave  him. 
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^JiiHt  thky*^  repBed  the  odbbler;  **aii  old  gen^etnan 
that  I  wcM^ed  for,  down  in  the  coantry,  and  a  humble 
rolatimi  <^  whose  I  married  — she's  dead,  God  Mess  her, 
and  thank  Him  for  it ! —  was  seized  with  a  fit  and  went 

Ofj* 

^ Where?"  inquired  Sam,  who  was  growing  slecpj 
after  the  numerous  events  of  the  daj. 

^  How  shoul^l  know  where  he  went  ?  **  said  the  eol>- 
bler,  speaking  through  his  nose  in  an  Intense  enjoyitteiit 
of  his  pipe,    •<  He  went  off  dead." 

«  Oh,  that  indeed,"  said  Sam.    «  Well  ?  " 

^  Well,"  said  the  cobMer,  ^  he  left  fire  thcvsand  pound 
behind  him." 

*<  And  wery  gen-teel  in  him  so  to  do,"  said  Sam. 

"  One  of  which,"  continued  the  cobbler,  ^^  he  left  to 
me,  'cause  I'd  married  his  relation  you  see." 

"  Wery  good,"  murmured  Sam. 

^  And  being  snrrou&ded  by  a  great  number  of  nieces 
and  neT;^s,  as  was  always  a-quarrelling  and  fighting 
among  themselves  for  the  property,  he  makes  me  his 
exeeutcnr,  and  leaviss  die  rest  to  me :  in  trust,  to  cRvide 
it  among  'em  as  the  will  prowided." 

^  Wot  do  you  mean  by  leaving  it  on  trust  ?  "  inquired 
(Sam,  waking  up  a  little.  "  If  it  a'n't  ready  money,  were's 
the  use  on  it  ?  " 

^  It*s  a  law  term,  that's  all,"  said  the  cobbler. 

"'  I  don't  think  that,"  said  Sam,  shaking  hh  head. 
**  There's  wery  little  trust  at  that  shop.  Hows'iever  go 
on." 

<<  Well,"  said  the  cobbler,  *^  when  I  was  igoing  to  take 
out  a  probate  of  the  will,  the  nieces  and  nevys,  who  was 
desperately  di8app<mited  at  not  getting  all  the  money, 
enters  a  caveat  against  it." 

«  Wliat's  that  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 
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^  A  legiEd  iiistr«Bieiit,  whkh  is  as  much  as  to  eaj,  it's 
no  go,"  replied  the  cobbler. 

"^  I  we,"  said  Sam,  «"  a  sort  of  bniihep-in4aw  o'  the 
bave^iisHeaucass.    WelL** 

<<  Boty*'  ooatiQued  the  oobUer,  ^  finding  that  they 
wouldn't  agree  among  thenaelves,  and  conseqoently 
couldn't  get  up  a  case  against  the  will,  thej  withdrew 
the  cav^eaty  and  I  fmd  aU  the  kgaeiM.  Fd  hardlj  cbne 
it,  when  one  nevj  brings  an  acti<Mi  to  set  the  will  asidew 
The  case  eomes  on,  some  months  afterwards,  afore  a  deaf 
old  geatleroAn,  in  a  back  room  somewhere  down  \>j  Paul's 
Churoh-jard ;  and  arter  four  counsds  had  taken  a  day 
apiece  to  bulber  him  regularly,  he  takes  a  day  or  two 
to  consider,  and  read  the  evidence  in  six  voUums,  and 
then  gives  his  judgment  that  how  the  testator  was  not 
quite  right  in  his  head,  and  I  must  pay  all  the  money 
back  again,  and  all  the  costs.  I  appealed ;  the  case  come 
on  before  thre^  or  four  very  sleepy  gentlemen,  who  had 
heard  it  all  before  in  the  other  court,  where  they're  law- 
yecs  without  work  ;  the  only  difference  being,  that,  there, 
they're  called  doctors,  and  in  the  other  place  delegates,  if 
you  understand  that ;  and  they  very  dutifully  oonfirraed 
the  decision  of  the  old  gentleman  below.  AAer  that,  we 
jvent  into  Chancery,  where  we  are  still,  and  where  I  shall 
aJUirays  be.  My  lawyers  have  had  all  my  thousand  pound 
long  ago ;  and  what  between  the  estate,  as  they  call  it, 
ai^d  the  costs,  I'm  here  for  ten  thousand,  and  shall  stop 
here,  till  I  die,  mending  shoes.  *  Some  gentlemen  have 
talked  of  bringing  it  afore  parliament,  and  I  dare  say 
would  have  done  it,  only  they  hadn't  time  to  oome  to  me, 
and  I  hadn't  power  to  go  to  them,  and  they  got  tired  of 
my  long  letters,  and  dropped  the  business.  And  this  is 
God's  truth,  without  one  word  of  suppression  or  esBg- 
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geratWD)  as  fifty  peof^  bodi  in  this  {^nee  and  oat  of  it, 
▼ery  well  know." 

The  cobbler  panned  to  aaeertain  what  eflfect  his  storj 
had  produced  on  Sam  ;  but  finding  -tiiat  he  had  dropped 
asleep,  knodied  the  ashes  cot  of  his  pipe,  si^ied,  pot 
it  down,  drew  the  beddotfaes  over  his  head,  attd  went  lo 
sleep  too. 

Mn  Pickwick  was  sitting  at  breakfi^t,  ak>ne,  next, 
morning  ?  Sam  -behig  bnsiljr  engaged  in  iSbe  cobblcr^s 
room,  polishing  his  master^s  diOes  and  bmshing  the 
black  gaiters:  when  there  came  a  knock  at  the  door, 
which,  before  Mr.  Pidcwkk  could  cry  **  Come  in,"  was 
followed  by  the  appearance  of  a  head  of  hair  and  a  cot- 
ton-velvet cap,  both  of  which  articles  of  dress  he  had  no 
difiicnlty  in  recognizing  as  the  personal  property  of  Mr. 
Smangle. 

"  How  are  you  ?  "  said  that  worthy,  accompanying  the 
inquiry  with  a  score  or  two  of  nods ;  •*  I  say  —  do  you 
expect  anybody  this  morning?  Three  men  —  devilish 
gentlemanly  fellows  —  have  been  asking  after  you  down- 
stairs, and  knocking  at  every  door  on  the  hall  flight ;  fyn 
which  they've  been  most  infernally  blown  up  by  the  col- 
legians, that  had  the  trouble  of  opening  "em." 

^  Dear  me !  how  very  Ibotish  of  them,"  said  Mr.  Pidr- 
widc,  rising.  *^  Yes ;  I  have  no  doubt  they  are  some 
friends  whom  I  rather  expected  to  see,  yesterday." 

^  Friends  of  yours ! "  exclaimed  Smangle,  seizing  Mr. 
Pickwick  by  ^e  hand.  ^  Say  no  more.  Curse  me^ 
the/n;  friends  of  mine  from  this  minute,  and  friends  of 
Mivins^  too.  Infernal  pleasant,  gentlemanly,  dog,  MiT- 
ms,  isn't  he  ?  "  said  Smangle,  with  great  feeling. 

•*  I  know  80  little  of  the  gentleman,"  sidd  Mfc  Pick- 
wk*,  hesitating,  **  that  I  " 
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^  I  kBow  jou  do^**  interposed  Smaogle,  clasping  Mr 
Pickwick  bj  the  shoulder.  **  Ton  shall  know  him  bet* 
ter.  You'll  be  delighted  with  him.  l^at  man,  sir,"  said 
Smaogle,  with  a  solemn  oocmtenaiice*  ^has  ocnnic  powers 
Ibat  would  do  honor  to  Druiy  Lane  Theatre." 

<"  Has  he  indeed  ?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"^  Ah,  bj  Jove  he  haa  I "  replied  Smangle.  <"  HeAt 
Lim  ooitte  the  four  cats  in  the  wheelbarrow  *—  four  dis- 
tinet  cats,  sir,  I  pledge  you  my  honor.  Now  you  know 
that's  infomal  clever  I  Dam'me,  you  can't  help  liking  « 
man,  when  you  see  these  traits  about  him.  He's  only 
one  fonlt^that  little  failing  I  mentioned  to  you,  you 
know.'' 

As  Mr.  Smangle  shook  his  head  in  a  confidential  and 
sympathizing  manner  at  thi4  juncture,  Mr.  Pickwick 
fob  thai  he  was  expected  to  say  sometbiiig,  so  he  said 
**  Ah  !  *'  and  looked  restlessly  at  the  door. 

^  Ah ! "  echoed  Mr.  Snmngle,  with  a  long-drawn  sigh. 
^  He's  deligbtful  company,  that  man  is,  sir  —  I  don't 
know  better  company  anywhere;  but  he  has  that  one 
drawback.  If  the  ghost  of  his  grandfather,  sir,  was  to 
rise  before  him  this  minute,  he'd  ask  him  for  the  loan  of 
his  acceptance  on  an  eighteenpenny  stamp." 

<'  Dear  me  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Yes,"  added  Mr.  Smangle ;  ^  and  if  he'd  the  power 
of  rainng  him  agam,  be  would,  in  two  months  and  three 
days  from  this  time,  to  renew  the  bill  I " 

^  These  are  very  remarkable  traits,"  said  Mr.  Picl^ 
wick ;  ''  but  Fm  afraid  that  while  we  are  talking  here, 
my  friends  may  be  in  a  state  of  great  perplexity  at  not 
finding  me." 

^  111  show  'em  the  way,"  said  Smangle,  making  for 
the  door.  "  Good-day.  I  won't  disturb  you  while  they're 
here,  you  know.     By  the  by  " 
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Ab  Somngle  proDotmoed  tli«  lust  diree  words,  ho 
•topped  suddenly,  reclosed  (he  door  which  he  had 
opened,  and,  walkiog  aoftty  buxk  to  Mr.  FidLwick, 
•(epped  cloee  ap  to  bim  <m  tiptoe,  and  aaid  in  a  wBtj  aoA 
whisper : 

^  Tou  couldn't  aiake  it  oonveiiient  to  leod  mo  half^a- 
crown  till  the  latter  end  of  next  week,  oonld  700  ?  " 

Mr.  PickwidL  could  scaroelj  forbear  smiliog,  tat  man- 
aging to  preserve  his  grwntyt  he  drew  forth  the  ewn,  aod 
placed  it  in  Mr.  Smangle's  pafan  ;  upon  which,  that  gen- 
tleman, with  many  nods  and  winks,  implying  profiwiBd 
mystery,  disappeared  in  quest  of  the  three  strangers, 
with  whom  he  presently  returned ;  and  having  coughed 
thrice,  and  nodded  as  many  times,  as  an  assurance  to 
Mr.  Pickwick  that  he  ehould  not  forget  to  pay,  he  shook 
bands  all  round,  in  an  engaging  manner,  and  at  length 
took  himself  oE 

^  My  dear  friends,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  shaking  hands 
alternately  with  Mr.  Tupman,  Mr.  Winkle,  and  Mr. 
Snodgmss,  who  were  the  three  visitors  in  question,  ^  I 
am  delighted  to  see  you." 

The  triumvirate  were  much  afiected.  Mr.  Tupmao 
shook  his  head  deploring!^ ;  Mr.  Saodgrass  drew  Hatik 
bis  handkerchief,  with  undisguised  emotioB  ;  and  Mr. 
Winkle  retired  to  the  window,  and  sniffed  aloud. 

''  Momin',  genTm'n,"  said  Sam,  entering  at  the  mo- 
ment with  the  shoes  and  gaiters;  ''avay  with  melinchoUy, 
as  the  little  boy  said  ven  his  achool^missis  died.  Yelcomo 
to  the  College,  genTm'n." 

^  This  foolish  feUow,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  tapping  Sam 
on  the  head  as  he  knelt  down  to  button  up  his  master's 
gaiters :  ^*  This  foolish  fellow  has  got  himself  arrested, 
in  order  to  be  near  me." 
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"<  WlMt l**  exekimied  the  thme  fHendB. 

"<  YeS)  ges'lVn,"  aaid  Sam,  <<  I'm  a  —  stand  steady 
sir,  if  70U  ]deaae  —  I'm  a  pns'ner,  genTm'n ;  coii*fined, 
as  the  lady  said." 

^A  prisoner  1"  exckdmed  Mr.  Winkle,  with  unao- 
ODuntable  vehemence. 

^  Hallo,  sir ! "  responded  Sam,  looking  np.  ^'  Wof  s 
tiiemall»r,«ir?" 

**'  I  had  hoped,  Sam,  that nothing,  nothing,"  said 

Bir.  Winkle,  preeqpitately. 

There  was  something  so  very  ahmpt  and  unsettled  in 
Mr.  Winkle's  manner,  that  Mr.  Pickwick  involuntarily 
looked  at  his  two  friends,  for  an  explanation. 

^  We  don't  know,"  said  Mr.  Tupman,  answering  this 
route  appeal  aloud.  ^  He  has  been  much  eicited  for 
two  days  pastt  and  his  whole  demeanor  very  unlike  what 
it  usually  ia.  We  fear  there  must  be  somellung  the  mat- 
ter, bat  he  rescdately  denies  it" 

^  No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Winkle,  coloring  beneath  Mr. 
Piekwick's  gaze;  *^lliere  is  really  nothing.  I  assure 
you  there  is  nothing,  my  dear  sir.  It  will  be  necessaiy 
for  me  to  leave  town,  for  a  short  time,  on  private  bnsiness, 
and  I  had  hoped  to  have  prevailed  upon  you  to  allow  Sam 
to  accompany  me." 

Mr.  Pickwick  koked  more  astonished  than  before. 

''I  think,"  foltered  Mr.  Winkle,  '<that  Sam  would 
liave  had  no  objection  to  do  so ;  but,  of  course,  his  being 
a  prisoner  here,  renders  it  impossible.  So  I  must  go 
alone." 

As  Mr.  Winkle  said  these  words,  Mr.  Pickwick  felt,  with 
sooie  astonishment,  that  Sam's  fingers  were  trembling  at 
the  gaiters,  as  if  he  were  rather  surprised  or  startled. 
Sam  looked  up  at  Mr.  Winkle,  too,  when  he  had  finished 
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speaking;  and  theagfa  the  glafioe  th^  axchttiged  was 
in9tantaneotis,  they  eeetned  to  understand  each  ether. 

''  Da  you  know  anything  of  this,  Sam  ? "  said  Mr* 
Pickwick,  sharply. 

"  No,  I  don't,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  beginning  to 
button  with  extraordinary  assiduity. 

''Are  you  sure,  Sam  ?  *  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

«  Wy,  sir,"  responded  Mr.  WeUer ;  « I'm  sure  00  fiu-, 
that  Fve  never  heerd  aaythin'  on  the  subject  afi»«  this 
moment  If  I  makes  any  guess  aft>oat  it,"  added  Sam, 
looking  at  Mr.  Winkle,  **  I  hanen't  get  any  right  to  say 
what  it  is,  fear  it  diould  be  a  wrong  'un." 

**  1  have  no  right  to  make  any  fbrther  inquiry  into  the 
private  affairs  of  a  friend,  however  intimate  a  one,^  said 
Mr.  Pickwick,  after  a  sh(»i  silence ;  **  at  present  let  me 
merely  say,  that  I  do  not  understand  this  at  alL  There 
—  we  have  had  quite  enough  of  the  subject.'* 

Thus  expressing  himself,  Mr.  Pickwick  led  the  con- 
versation to  different  topics,  and  Mr.  Winkle  gradually 
appeared  more  at  ease,  though  sttil  very  fkr  from  being 
completely  so.  They  had  all  so  much  to  converse  about, 
that  the  morning  very  quickly  passed  away:  and  when,  at 
three  o'clock,  Mr.  Weller  produced  upon  the  liltle  dining^ 
table,  a  roast  leg  of  mutton  and  an  encmnous  meat^pie : 
with  sundry  dishes  of  vegetables,  and  pots  of  porter, 
which  stood  upon  the  chairs,  or  Hie  sofa-bedstead,  or 
where  they  could :  eveiybody  fblt  disposed  to  do  justice 
to  the  meal,  notwithstanding  that  the  meat  had  been  pur- 
chased, and  dressed,  and  the  pie  made,  and  baked,  at 
the  prison-cookery  hard  by. 

To  ^lese  succeeded  a  bottle  or  two  of  very  good  wine, 
lor  which  a  messenger  was  despatched  by  Mr.  Pidcwick 
to  the  Horn  Coffte^houee,  in  Doctors^  Connnone.    The 
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bf>ftle  or  two,  mdecd,  night  be  more  properly  described 
as  a  bottle  or  six,  for  bj  the  time  it  was  drunk  and  te« 
onrer,  the  bell  began  to  ring,  for  strangers  to  withdraw^ 

But,  if  Mr.  Winkle's  behavior  had  been  uaaccountable 
in  the  morning,  it  became  perfectly  unearthly  and  solemn 
when,  under  the  influenee  of  his  feelings,  and  his  share 
of  the  bottle  or  six,  he  prepared  to  tidie  leave  <^  his 
friend.  He  lingered  behind,  until  Mr.  Tupman  and  Mr, 
Saod^ass  had  disappeared,  and  then  fervently  elenohed 
Mr.  Pickwick's  hand,  with  an  expression  of  face,  in 
which  deep  and  mighty  resolve  w«s  fearfully  blended 
with  the  very  conoentnOed  esaeaee  of  gloom. 

*^  GUMd-night,  my  dear  sir ! "  said  Mr-  Winkle  betireen 
hiB  set  feetlk 

^  Bless  you,  my  dear  fellow  I "  replied  the  warm-- 
hearted Mr»  Piokwidi,  as  he  returned  the  pressure  of  his 
youBg  friend's  hand. 

^  Now  then  ! "  cried  Mr.  Tupman  from  the  gallery. 

«"  Yes,  yes,  directly,!'  replied  Mr.  Wiokle.  ""  Good- 
night!'' 

<'  Qood-Mght,"  said  Mr.  Flckwick. 

There  was  another  good-night,  and  another,  and  half"* 
a<loien  more  after  that,  and  still  Mr.  Wmkle  had  ftsi 
bold  of  his  frtend^s  hand,  and  was  looking  into  bis  faffO 
with  the  same  strange  expression. 

''  Is  anything  the  matter  ?"  stdd  Mr.  Pickwick  at  lasli 
when  his  ^urm  was  quite  sore  with  shaking. 

«"  Nodnng,"  said  Mr.  Winkle. 
J.  *^  WeU  then,  good-night,"  said  Mr.  Pickwiek,  attempt- 
ing to  disengage  his  hand. 

**  My  friend,  my  benefhctor,  my  honored  eompanitm,'' 
murmured  Mr.  Winkle,  catching  at  his  wrist  **  Do  not- 
judge  me  harshly ;  do  not^  when  yMi  hear  tha^  diilFea 
to  extremity  by  hopeless  obstacles,  I " 
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^  Now  then,"  said  Mr.  Tupanm,  reappearing  at  tlie 
loor.    ^  Are  yon  coming,  or  are  we  to  be  locked  in  ?  " 

•*  Yes,  yes,  I  am  ready,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle.  And 
with  a  violent  effort  he  tore  himself  away. 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  was  gazing  down  the  passage  after 
them  in  silent  astonishment,  8am  Weller  i^peared  at  the 
stair-head,  and  whispered  hr  one  moment  in  Mr.  Win- 
kle's ear. 

^  Oh  certakily,  depend  upon  me,"  bM  that  gcintkwun, 
aloud. 

"^ Thankee,  sir.    Ton  won't  forget,  ml"  said  Sam. 

<"  Of  course  not,"  nepHed  Mr.  Winkle. 

«<  Wish  yon  lock,  sir,"  said  Sam,  touching  his  hat  ""I 
should  very  much  liked  to  ha'  joined  you,  sir ;  bnt  the 
govHier  o*  course  is  pairanount" 

**It  is  very  much  to  your  credit  that  you  remain  here," 
said  Mr.  Winkle.  With  these  wcHrds  they  disappeared 
down  the  stiffs. 

^  Vei*y  extraonfinavy,"  8»d  Mr.  Pidcwick,  going  back 
into  his  room,  and  seating  himself  at  the  table  in  a  mus- 
ing attitude.  ^  What  eon  that  young  man  be  going  to 
do!" 

He  had  sat  ruminating  itemt  the  matter  for  aome 
time)  when  the  voice  of  Reker,  the  tnmkey,  demanded 
whether  he  might  come  \n% 

**  By  all  means,"  emd  Mr.  Pickwidc. 

^Fve  brought  you  a'softar  pillow^  or,"  nid  Bdrar, 
'<  instead  of  the  temporary  one  you  had  last  ni;^" 

"^ThlUik  yon,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  "« Will  yon  take  a 
glass  of  wine  ?  " 

**  Ton're  wery  good,  sir,"  repHed  Mr.  Bokar^  aeceptiiig 
the  pitiflnsred  gkas.    **  Yoart,  sir." 

*  Thank  you,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 
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^Fm  aony  (0  saj  that  jonr  laiidlard'9  very  had  to- 
aig^ty  m,"  said  Boker,  aettiDg  domn  his  glass,  and 
iospectiDg  the  liaing  of  his  hat  preparatoiy  to  putting  it 
00  again. 

^  What  I  The  Chancery  prisoner  I "  exclaimed  Ifr* 
Piohwick* 

"  He  won't  ho  a  Chanoery  prisoner  wery  long^  sir/* 
replied  Boker^  taming  his  hat  rounds  so  as  to  get 
the  maker's  name  right  side  upwards^  as  he  kK>ked 
iMtoit. 

*<  Ton  make  my  bbod  run  cold,"  said  Mx.  Fickwiek* 
"What  do  yon  mean?" 

*^  He's  been  consumptive  £or  a  kmg  time  pest,**  said 
Mr.  Boker,  "  and  he's  taken  wery  bad  in  breath  to-night 
The  doctor  said,  six  months  ago^  that  nothing  but  change 
of  air  could  save  him." 

"  Great  heaven  ! "  exclaimod  Mr.  Pickwick  ;  ^  has 
this  man  been  sk>wly  murdered  by  the  kw  for  six 
months  I" 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,  sir,"  re|^ed  Boker,  weigh- 
ing  the  hat  by  the  brims  in  both  hands.  "  I  suppose 
he'd  have  been  took  the  same  wherever  he  was.  He 
went  mto  the  infirmary,  this  morning;  the  doctor  says 
his  strengUi  is  to  be  kept  op  as  much  as  possible ;  and 
the  warden's  sent  him  wine  and  bvoth  and  that,  from 
his  own  house.  Itfs  not  the  warden's  &ult,  you  knowj 
sir." 

"^  Of  coune  not,"  leplied  Mr.  Pickwick  hastily. 

"  I'm  afraid,  howevef ,"  said  Boker  shaking  his  head* 
''that  it's  all  up  with  him.  I  offered  Neddy  two  six* 
penn'orths  to  one  upon  it  just  now,  but  he  wouldn't  take 
it,  and  quite  right.    Thankee^  su>.     Good-m'ght,  sir." 

"^  Stay,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick  earnestly.  "^  Where  is 
this  iufinnary  ?" 
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*^  Just  over  where  you  slept,  sir,"  replied  Roker.  "  111 
fihow  jou)  if  jou  like  to  come."  BCr.  Pidcwick  matched 
op  his  hat  without  speaking,  and  followed  at  once. 

The  turnkey  led  the  way  in  silence ;  and,  gently  rai»* 
ing  the  latch  of  the  room^oor,  motioned  Mr.  Pidcwick 
to  enter.  It  was  a  large,  hare,  desolate  room,  with  a 
Qumher  of  stump  bedsteads  made  of  iron :  on  one  of 
which  lay  stretched  the  shadow  of  a  man :  wan,  pale, 
and  ghastly.  His  breathing  was  hard  and  thiok,  aad  he 
moaned  painfully  as  it  came  and  went.  At  the  bedside, 
sat  a  sh<»rt  old  man  in  a  cobblei^s  apron,  who,  by  the  aid 
of  a  pair  of  horn  spectacles,  was  reading  from  the  Bible 
aloud.    It  was  the  fortunate  legatee. 

The  sick  man  laid  his  hand  npkm  his  attendant's  arm, 
and  motioned  him  to  stop.  He  dosed  Uie  book,  and  laid 
It  on  the  bed. 

^  Open  the  window,"  said  the  sick  man. 

He  did  so.  The  noise  of  carriages  and  carts;  the 
rattle  of  wheels;  the  cries  of  men  and  boys;  all  the 
busy  sounds  of  a  mighty  multitude  instinct  with  life  and 
occupation,  blended  into  one  deep  murmur ;  floated  into 
the  room.  Above  the  hoarse  loud  hum,  arose,  from  lime 
to  time,  a  boisterous  laugh  ;  or  «  scrap  of  some  jingltng 
song,  shouted  forth,  by  one  of  the  giddy  crowd,  would 
strike  upon  the  ear,  for  an  iikstant,  and  then  be  lost 
amidst  the  roar  of  voiees  and  the  tramp  of  footsteps  — 
the  breaking  of  the  billows  of  the  restless  sea  of  lifo, 
that  rolled  heavily  on,  without  Melaneholy  sounds  to 
a  quiet  listener  at  any  time  ;  how  melaneholy  to  the 
watcher  by  the  bed  of  death ! 

<<  There  is  no  air  here,^  said  die  side  man  fidntly. 
<<  The  place  pollutes  it ;  it  was  ft*esh  round  about,  when 
I  walked  there^  years  ago ;  but  it  grows  hot  and  heavy  in 
passing  these  walls.     I  cannot  breathe  it** 
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^  We  have  breathed  it  together,  for  a  long  tunet"  said 
the  old  man.     ^  Come,  come ! " 

There  was  a  short  silence,  during  which  the  two  spec- 
tators approached  the  bed.  The  sick  man  drew  a  hand 
of  his  old  fellow-prisoner  towards  him,  and  pressing  it 
affecdonatelj  between  both  his  own,  retained  it  in  his 
grasp. 

^  I  hope,"  he  gasped  after  a  while  —  so  faintlj  thai 
they  b«it  tl^eir  ears  dose  oyer  the  b^  to  catch  the  haH^- 
formed  eoiinds  his  pale  lips  gave  vent  to  —  "I  hope  my 
vereiful  Judge  will  bear  in  mind  mj  heavy  punishment 
on  earth*  Twen^  years,  my  friend,  twenty  years  in 
this  hideous  grave !  My  heart  broke  when  my  child 
died,  and  I  could  not  even  kiss  him,  in  his  little  coffin. 
My  loneliness  since  then,  in  all  this  noise  and  riot,  has 
been  very  dreaidful.  May  Grod  foi^ve  me  I  He  has 
seen  ray  solitary,  Ungering  death." 

He  folded  his  hands,  and  murmuring  something  more 
they  could  net  hear,  fell  into  a  sleep  —  only  a  sleep  at 
first,  for  they  saw  him  snfiile. 

They  wl^pered  together  for  a  little  time,  and  the 
turnkey,  stooping  over  the  pillow,  drew  hastily  back. 
"  He  has  got  his  discharge,  by  G  — !  *'  said  the  man. 

He  had.  But  he  had  grown  so  like  death  in  life,  that 
lliey  knew  sot  when  he  died. 
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CHAPTEB  XLV. 

I)B8CRIPTTVfi  OF  AW  AFFECTING  WTBHYIfiW  BETWUtM 
MR.  SAMUEL  WELLBR  AND  A  FAMILT  PAtttT.  MR, 
FtCKWIOK  MAKES  A  TOUR  OF  TltB  DIMimmvfi 
WORLD  HE  INHABITS,  AND  RB80LTE8  TO  MIX  WITH 
IT,  IN   FUTURE,   AS   LITTLE  AS   POSSIBLE. 

A  FEW  mornings  after  his  incarceration,  Mr.  Samael 
Weller,  having  arranged  his  master's  room  with  all  pos- 
sible care,  and  seen  him  comfortably  seated  over  his 
books  and  papers,  withdrew  to  employ  himself  for  an 
hour  or  two  to  come,  as  he  best  could.  It  was  a  fine 
morning,  and  it  occurred  to  Sam  that  a  pint  of  porter  in 
the  open  air  would  lighten  his  next  quarter  of  BXi  h<mt  or 
so,  as  well  as  anj  little  amusement  in  which  he  could 
indulge. 

Baving  arrived  at  this  conclusion,  he  betook  himself 
to  the  tap,  and  having  purchased  tie  beer,  and  obtained^ 
moreover,  the  day-but-one-before-yesterdaT's  paper,  he 
repaired  to  the  skittle-ground,  and  seating  himself  on  a 
bench,  proceeded  to  enjoy  himself  in  a  very  sedate  and 
nietliodical  manner. 

Firat  of  all,  he  took  a  refreshing  draught  of  the  beer, 
and  then  he  looked  up  at  a  window,  and  bestowed  a  Pla- 
tonic wink  on  a  young  lady  who  was  peeling  potatoes 
thereat    Then  he  opened  the  paper,  and  folded  it  so  as 
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to  get  the  poUoe  reports  oiilward;  and  this  being  a  rexu- 
tjous  and  difficult  thing  to  do,  when  there  is  any  wind 
stirring,  he  took  another  draught  of  the  beer  when  lie 
bad  accomplished  it.  Then,  he  read  two  lines  of  the 
paper,  and  stopped  short,  to  look  at  a  cou{de  of  men  who 
were  finishing  a  game  at  rackets,  which,  being  ooncluded, 
he  cried  out  ^'  werj  good  "  in  an  approvii^  manner,  and 
looked  round  upon  Uie  spectators,  to  ascertain  whether 
their  sentiments  coincided  with  his  own.  This  involved 
tfie  necessity  of  looking  up  at  the  windows  also;  and  as 
the  young  lady  was  still  there,  it  was  an  act  of  common 
politeness  to  wink  again,  and  to  drink  to  her  good  health 
indombshowyiaanother  draqghtof  tbebeer»whieh  Sam 
did;  and  haviag  fiowned  hideously  upon  a  small  boy 
who  had  noted  this  latter  proceeding  with  open  eyes,  be 
threw  one  leg  over  the  other,  and,  h(4ding  the  newspaper 
in  both  bands,  began  to  rei^  in  real  earqest 

He  had  hardly  composed  himself  into  the  needAil  stata ' 
of  abstraction,  when  he  thought  he  heard  bis  own  name 
proclaimed  in  some  distant  passage.    Nor  was  he  m$* 
taken,  for  it  quiokly  passed  from  mouth  to  mouth,  and  in 
a  few  aecpnds.  the  air  teemed  with  shoote  of  ^  Weller ! " 

^  Here ! "  roared  Sam,  in  a  stentorian  yolee.  ^  Wot'a 
the  matter?  Whp  wants  him?  Has  an  express  3ome 
to  say  that  his  country-house  is  afire  ?  '* 

^  Somebody  wants  you  in  the  hall,"  said  a  man  vbc 
was  standing  by. 

<<  Just  mind  that  'ere  paper  and  the  pot,  old  feller,  witi 
you  ?  "  said  Sam.  ^  I'm  a-comin'.  Blessed,  if  they  wos 
a-eallin'  me  to  the  bar,  they  couldn't  make  more  noise 
abent  it" 

Accompanying  these  words  with  a  gentle  rap  oa  tha 
head  of  the  young  gentleman  before  notisedt  who^  |iiiC0f»* 
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toi0D8  of  his  dose  vlcinily  to  l3ie  person  in  reqnest,  wad 
screaming  ^  Weller ! "  with  all  his  might,  Sam  hastened 
across  the  ground,  and  ran  up  the  steps  into  the  halL 
Here,  the  first  ohject  that  met  his  ejes  was  his  heloTed 
father  sitting  on  a  hottiHn  stair,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand, 
shouting  out  ^Welter I"  in  his  very  loudest  tone,  at 
half-minute  intervals. 

^  Wot  are  jou  aHKMoin*  at?*  said  Sam  impetuouslj, 
when  the  old  gentleman  had  ^sohaiged  himself  of  an- 
other shout ;  ^  makin'  jourself  so  precious  hot  that  you 
looks  like  a  aggrawated  glass-blower.  Wof  s  the  mat- 
ter?" 

^Aha!"  replied  the  old  gentleman,  *I  b^un  to  be 
afeerd  that  jou'd  gone  for  a  wa&  round  the  B^^icy 
Park,  Sammcy." 

^Come,"  said  Sam,  ^none  o'  them  taunts  a^'  the 
wictim  o'  avarice,  and  come  off  that  'ere  step.  Wot  are 
JOU  a-settin'  down  there  for?    I  don't  live  tfiere." 

^  Fve  got  sich  a  game  fbr  }rou,  Sammjr,"  said  th^  elder 
Mr.  Weller,  rising. 

*^  Stop  a  minit*,"  said  Sam,  *  you're  all  vite  behind." 

*"  Thaf s  right,  Sanmij,  rub  it  dS^  said  Mr.  Weller,  as 
his  son  dusted  him.  ^  It  might  look  personal  here,  if  a 
man  walked  about  wiih  any  whitevash  on  his  clothes,  eh, 
Sammy?" 

As  Mr.  Weller  exhibited  in  this  place  unequivocal 
symptoms  of  an  approaching  fit  of  chucklmg,  Sam  inter- 
jiosed  to  stop  it 

*•  Keep  quiet,  do,"  said  Sam,  *'  there  never  vos  such  a 
old  picter-card  born.     Wot  are  you  bustin'  vith,  now  ?  " 

"  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  wiping  his  forehead,  **  Pm 
aftierd  that  vun  o'  these  days  I  shall  limgh  mysdf  into  a 
«n^l4ezy,  my  boy^" 
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*  VeB,  then,  wot  do  you  doit  for  ?''  said  Sam.  *<  Now/ 
wot  have  yoa  got  to  say?** 

^  Who  do  jon  think'e  come  here  widi  me,  Samivel  ?  " 
said  Mr.  Weller,  drawing  back  a  pace  or  two,  pursing  np 
his  month,  and  extending  his  eyebrows. 

"PeU?'' said  Sam. 

l^Ir.  Waller  shook  his  head,  and  his  red«dieeks  ex- 
panded with  the  laughter  that  was  endeaToring  to  find  a 
vent 

^  Mottied-ihced  man,  pVaps  ?  "  suggested  Sam. 

Again  Mr.  Weller  s^book  has  head. 

*^  Who  then  ?  **  asked  Sam. 

^  Year  moCher^-law,"  said  Mr.  Weller ;  and  it  was 
ItK^  he  did  sa^  it,  or  his  <^ieeks  must  inevitably  have 
cracked,  from  their  most  mmatural  distension. 

"  Your  mother-in-law,  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  **  and 
the  red-nosed  man,  my  boy;  and  the  red-nosed  man. 
Ho!  ho!  ho!" 

With  this,  Mr.  Weller  launched  into  convidsions  of 
laughter,  while  Sam  regarded  him  with  a  broad  grin 
gradually  overspreading  his  idiole  conntenance. 

**  The/ve  tome  to  have  a  Httle  serious  talk  vith  ydu, 
Samivel,''  said  Mr.  Weller,  wipuig  his  eyes.  *^  Dom*i  let 
iM  noChin*  aboot  the  onnat'ral  creditor,  Sammy.'' 

**  Wot,  don't  they  know  who  it  is  ?  "  inquired  Sam* 

^  Not  a  bit  on  it,"  replied  his  father. 

^  Vere  are  they  ?  "  said  Sam,  reciprocating  all  the  old 
gentleman's  grins. 

^  In  the  snuggery,"  rejoined  Mr.  Wdler.  ^  Catch  the 
red-nosed  man  a-goin'  anyvere  but  vere  the  liquors  is ; 
not  he,  Samivel  —  not  he.  Ye'd  a  wery  pleasant  ridef 
ttldh^firthe  rOBd  from  the  Markit  this  momin',  Sarnmy,** 
mid  Mr.  Weller,  wlwn  he  felt  himself  equal  to  the  task 
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of  speaking  in  an  articiilate  xmumer.  ^I  drove  t^  M 
piebald  in  that  'ere  little  shajcart  as  belonged  (o  yoiur 
inother-in4aw'8  first  wenter,  into  vidi  a  harm-cheer  wos 
lifted  for  the  shepherd ;  and  Fm  blest,''  said  Mr.  Weller, 
with  a  look  of  deep  scorn  —  <<  Fm  blest  if  thej  ^dn't 
bring  a  portable  flight  o'  steps  out  into  the  road  a-froot  o' 
our  door,  for  Jiim  to  get  up  by.'* 

"<  Tou  don't  mean  that  ?"  said  Sam. 

*^ldo  mean  that,  Sammy,"  replied  his  fiither,  ^  and  I 
Yish  jou  could  ha'  seen  how  tight  he  held  on  by  the 
sides  wen  he  did  get  up,  as  if  hs  wos  alberd  o'  being 
precipitayted  down  full  six  foot,  and  dashed  into  a  mil- 
liott  o'  hatoms.  He  tunbled  in  at  last,  however,  and 
ayay  y«  vent ;  and  I  raytfa^  think  —  I  say  I  raytber 
think,  Samivel  — that  he  Ibund  hiMelf  a  little  jolted 
wen  we  turned  the  comers." 

^  Wot,  I  s'pose  you  happened  to  driye  up  ag'in'  a  post 
or  two?"  said  Sam. 

^Fm  afeeid,"/  replisd  Mr.  Weller,  in  a  rapture  of 
winks,  ^I'm  afeerd  I  took  yun  or  two  on  *env  Sammy ; 
be  wos  a-flyin'  out  o'  the  harm^dkoer  all  the  way*** 

Hers  the  old  gentleman  shook  his  head  from  dde  to 
Bide,  and  was  seised  wtdi  a  hoarse  internal  rumblingr 
accompanied  with  a  Tiolent  swelliiig  of  the  countenance, 
and  a  sudden  increase  in  the  breadth  cf  all  his  features 
— symptoms  which  alarmed  his  son  not  a  little. 

"" Don't  be  frightened,  Sammy;  don't  be  frightened," 
said  the  old  gentleman,  when,  by  dint  of  much  strugglii^ 
and  nurious  convulsive  stanips  upon  the  f^und,  he  had 
recovered  his  voice.  ^  It's  only  a  kind  o'  quiet  laugh  as 
Fm  a4tyin'  to  come,  Sanmiy." 

<"  WeU,  if  that's  wot  it  is,"  said  Sam,  <"  you'd  better  no( 
try  to  come  it  ag^  Ton'U  find  it  mrytber  a  daageroos 
Inwention." 
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<^ Don't  yoa  Gke  it,  Sammy?"  itk^oired  tike  M  goii« 
tleman. 

<<  Not  at  all,"  replied  Sa£ti. 

«  Well,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  wiOi  the  tears  stm  mniwig 
down  his  cheeks,  ^  it  'nd  ha'  been  a  wery  great  aocom- 
modation  to  me  if  I  could  ha'  done  %  and  'nd  ha^  saved 
A  good  many  vords  atween  year  mother-in-law  and  me, 
sometimes ;  but  Fkn  aileerd  you're  righ%  Siimmy^;  it's*  fao 
much  in  the  appleplexy  line  —  a  deal  t<io  much,  Smb^ 
hreV* 

lids  conversation  brought  thetoi  to  the  diK>r  of  the 
snuggery,  into  which  Sam -^  pausing  for  an  instant  to 
look  over  his  shoulder,  and  cast  a  sly  leer  at  hia  re- 
spected progenitor,  who  was  still  giggling  behind-^  at 
once  led  the  way. 

"^  Mother-in-law,"  said  Sam,  politely  saluting  the 
lady,  '^wery  much  obliged  to  yon  for  this  here  wiut 
Shepherd,  how  air  you?" 

**  Oh,  Samnel ! "  said  Mra.  Weller.  ^  This  is  dread- 
ful." 

^Mot  a  bit  on  it,  mum,"  repfied  Sam.  ^Is  H,  shep- 
herd?" 

Mr.  Stiggins  raised  his  hands,  and  tamed  up  his  ^es, 
tiU  the  whites  —  or  rather  the  yellows  —  were  alone  via- 
ible,  btit  made  no  reply  in  words. 

^  Is  this  here  genTm'n  troubled  vith  any  painful  earn' 
plaint?"  said  Sam^  looking  to  his  mother-ia-law  fbr  ex- 
planation. 

^  The  good  man  is  grieved  to  see  you  h^re,  Samuel," 
raplied  Mrs.  WellerL 

<'Oh,thali'ait,isit?"  said  Sam.  ^  I  wos  a&erd,  from 
his  manner,  that  he  might  ha'  forgotten  to  take  pepper 
vith  that  'ere  last  eewoumber  he  eat    Set  down,  sir  i  ve 
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make  no  extra  charge  for  the  settin*  down,  as  the  king 
remarked  wen  he  blow'd  up  his  ministers." 

"  Young  man,"  said  Mr.  Stiggins,  ostentatiously,  "  J 
fear  you  are  not  softened  by  imprisonment." 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  replied  Sam,  **  wot  woa  yoo 
graoioosly  pleased  to  hobserye  ?  " 

^  I  apprehend,  young  man,  that  your  nature  is  no 
softer  for  this  <dia6tening,^  said  Mr.  Stiggins,  in  a  loud 


"  Sir,"  replied  Sam,  "  you're  wery  kind  to  say  so.  I 
hope  my  natur*  is  not  a  soft  vun,  sir.  Wery  much  obliged 
to  you  for  your  good  opinion,  sir." 

At  this  point  of  the  conversation,  a  sound,  indecorously 
approaching  to  a  laugh,  was  heard  to  proceed  from  the 
chair  in  which  the  elder  Mr.  Weller  was  seated ;  upon 
which  Mrs.  Weller^  on  a  hasty  consideration  of  all  the 
circumstances  of  the  case,  considered  it  her  bounden  duty 
to  become  gradually  hysterical. 

*^  Weller,"  said  Mrs.  W.  (the  old  gentleman  was  seated 
in  a  comer) ;  "  Weller !  come  forth." 

^  Wery.  much  obleeged  to  you,  my  dear  "  replied  Mr. 
Weller;  **  but  I'm  quite  comfortable  vere  I  am." 

Upon  this,  Mrs.  Weller  buret  into  tears. 

"  Wot's  gone  wrong,  mum  ?  "  said  Sam. 

"Oh,  Samuel!"  replied  Mrs,  Weller,  "your  &ther 
mnkes  me  wreU^ed.    Will  nothing  do  hin  good  ?  " 

<*Do  yoa  hear  this  hen?"  said  Sam.  "Lady  Taota 
to  know  Tether  nothin'  'uU  do  you  good." 

"  Wery  much  iodebted  to  Mia.  Welkr  fiir  her  po4ite 
inquiries,  Sammy,"  replied  the  old  gentleman.  **  I  think 
a  pipe  vonld  benefit  me  a  good  deaL  Ooold  I  be  aoeom- 
modated,  Sammy?" 

Here  Mrs.  Weller  tet  fidl  some  more  tears,  and  Mr. 
Stiggins  groaned. 
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<<  Hallo !  here's  this  unibrt'Date  genTm'n  took  iU 
•g^in,"  said  Sam,  looking  round.  "Were  do  you  feel 
it  now,  air?" 

"  In  the  same  place,  jouag  man^''  rejoined  Mr.  Stig> 
gins;  ^ IB  the  same  place*** 

^  Were  may  that  be,  sir  ?  **  inquired  Sam,  with  grea 
outward  simplicity. 

^  In  the  bozeim*  young  man,"  replied  Mr.  Stiggins, 
placing  his  umbrella  on  his  waistcoat 

At  this  affecting  reply,  Mrs.  Weller,  being  wholly  on* 
able  to  suppress  her  feelings,  sobbed  aloud,  and  stated 
her  conviction  that  the  red-nosed  man  was  a  saint; 
whereupon  Mr.  Weller,  senior,  ventured  to  suggest,  in 
an  undertone,  that  he  must  be  the  representative  of  the 
united  parishes  of  Saint  Simon  Without,  and  Saint 
Walker  Within. 

"  Pm  afeerd,  mum,*'  said  Sam,  ^  that  this  here  gen- 
^rn'n,  with  the  twist  in  his  countenance,  feels  rayther 
thirsty,  with  the  melandioly  spectacle  afore  him.  Is  it 
the  case,  mum  ?  " 

The  worthy  lady  locked  at  Mr.  Stiggins  for  a  reply ; 
^t  gentleman,  with  many  rollings  of  the  eye,  clenched 
bis  throat  with  his  right  hand,  and  mimicked  the  act  of 
swallowing,  to  intimate  that  he  was  athirst. 

'*  I  am  afraid,  Samuel,  that  his  feelings  have  made  him 
•Oy  indeed,"  said  Mrs.  Weller,  moumfiilly. 

**  Wot's  your  usual  tap,  sir  ?  "  replied  Sam. 

"Oh,  my  dear  young  friend,"  repHcd  Mr.  Stiggins, 
^all  taps  is  vanities  I" 

"  Too  true  \  too  true,  indeed,"  said  Mrs.  WeUer, 
murmuring    a  groan,  and   shaking   her  head  assent- 

*•  Wcsll,"  said  Sam,  "  I  des-say  they  may  be,  su- ;  bot 
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«rioh  is  joar  partidder  wankj?    Vich  wBnitj  do  yon 
like  tba  fkiTor  on,  best^  air?*" 

"  Oh,  my  dear  young  friend,"  replied  Mr.  Stiggins,  *•  I 
despise  them  alL  If,"  said  Mr.  Sdggiitt,  ''if  there  is 
any  one  of  them  less  odious  tluui  another,  it  is  Che  liquor 
caUed  mm  —  warm,  my  dear  young  friend^  with  three 
lumps  of  sugar  to  the  tumbler." 

*^  Wery  sorry  to  say,  sip,*  said  Sam>  *  that  they  dou't 
allow  that  partickler  wanity  to  be  sold  in  this  here  estab- 
lidimeDt." 

*^  Oh,  the  baldness  of  heart  of  these  inveterate  men  I  * 
ejaculated  Mr.  Stiggins.  ^  Oh,  the  accursed  oniehy  of 
these  inhuman  persecutors  t " 

With  these  words,  Mr.  Stiggios  again  cast  up  his  eyes, 
and  rapped  his  breast  with  his  imibiella ;  and  it  is  but 
justice  to  the  reverend  gentleman  to  say,  that  his  indig- 
nation appeared  very  real  and  unfeigned  indeed. 

After  Mrs.  Weller  and  the  red-nosed  gentleman  bad 
commented  on  this  inhuman  usage,  in  a  very  forcible 
manner,  and  had  vented  a  variety  of  pious  and  faofy 
execrations  against  its  authors,  the  latt^  recommended 
wl  bottfo  <^  port^ne,  warmed  with  a  litUe  water,  spiee^ 
ind  sugar,  as  being  grateful  to  the  stomach,  and  savoring 
less  of  vanity  than  many  other  compounds.  It  was  ao- 
eoidingly  ordered  to  be  prepared ;  pending  its  prepara- 
tion the  red-nosed  man  and  Mrs.  Weller  looked  at  the 
elder  W.  and  groaned. 

^  Well,  Sammy,"  said  that  gentleman,  ^  I  hope  youH 
find  your  spirits  rose  by  this  here  lively  wieit  Weiy 
eheerftil  and  imptovhi'  coowersation,  aVt  it,  Sammy  ?  " 

^  Tou^  a  reprobate^*  replied  Sam ;  ^and  I  desire  ymi 
won't  address  no  more  o'  them  ungraceful  remarks  it 
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So  fkr  from  being  ectified  by  tkis  very  proper  reply, 
die  elder  Mr.  Weller  at  once  rebipaed  into  a  broad  grin ; 
Mid  thk  inexoraUe  conduct  causing  the  lady  and  Mr. 
Stiggins  to  close  theur  eyes,  and  rock  themselves  to  and 
fro  on  their  diairs,  in  a  troubled  manner,  he  furthermore 
indulged  in  several  acts  of  pantomime,  indicative  c^  a 
desire  to  pommel  and  wring  the  nose  of  the  aforesaid 
Stiggins ;  ^e  performance  of  which,  appeared  to  afford 
hSm  great  mental  reliei  The  old  gentleman  very  nar- 
rowly escaped  detection  in  one  instance ;  for  Mr.  Stig* 
gins  happening  to  give  a  start  on  the  arrival  <^  the 
D^Qs,  brought  hb  head  in  smart  eootaet  with  the 
dencSied  fist  witli  wfaodi  Mr.  Weller  had  been  deserib* 
iftg  imaginary  fireworks  in  tihe  air,  within  two  inches 
of  his  ear,  for  some  minutes. 

^  Wot  are  yon  »«reachia'  out  yonr  hand  for  the  tai&- 
bler  in  that  'ere  sawage  way  for  ?  "  said  Sam,  with  great 
promptitude.  '^  Don't  you  see  you've  hit  the  gen'l'- 
m'n?" 

""I  didn't  go  to  do  it,  Samnj,"  said  Mr.  Weller^  in 
some  degree  abashed  by  the  very  unezpeeted  oecnrrence 
of  the  incident. 

^Try  an  inward  api^ieatioQ,  SBr,**  said  Sam,  as  the 
red-nosed  gentleman  rubbed  his  head  with  a  rueful  vis- 
age. ^  Wot  do  yon  think  &  that,  for  a  go  o'  wantty 
warm,  sir?" 

Mr.  StiggiBs  made  no  verbal  answar,  but  his  masnev 
was  expressive.  He  tasted  the  contents  of  the  glass 
which  Sam  had  placed  in  his  hand ;  put  his  mnbrella  on 
the  floor,  and  tasted  it  i^iun :  pasmng  his  hand  placidly 
across  his  stomach  twice  or  thrice;  he  then  drank  the 
wbole  at  a  breach,  and  smaekkig  bis  lips,  held  out  the 
tumbler  for  more. 
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.  Nor  was  Mrs.  WeUer  befamdhaiKl  in  doing  jusl^e  to 
the  composition.  The  good  ladj  begftn  l)y  protesling 
that  she  couldn't  toudi  a  drop  —  then  took  a  small  dit^ 
~  then  a  large  drop  —  and  then  a  great  many  drops  i 
and  her  feelings  being  of  the  nature  of  those  substances 
which  are  powerfully  affected  by  the  application  of 
strong  waters,  she  dropped  a  tear  with  every  drop  of 
negus,  and  so  goi  on^  meUing  the  &eHngs  down,  until  at 
length  she  had  arrived  at  a  very  pathetic  and  deoeni 
pitch  of  misery. 

The  elder  Mr.  Wetter  observed  Aese  signs  and  tokens 
widi  many  man^sstalions  of  disgust,  and  when,  after  a 
seeood  jug  of  the  same,  Mr.  Stiggins  began  to  si^  iii 
a  dismal  manner,  he  j^ainfy  evineed  lus  dtaapprobatioa 
of  the  whole  proceedings,  l^  sundry  incoherent  ram* 
blkigs  of  speech,  among  which  frequent  angry  repethions 
of  the  word  ^gammon"  were  akiie  distinguishaUe  to' 
the  ear. 

"  ni  tell  you  wot  it  is,  Samivel,  my  boy,"  whispered  the 
xM  gentleman  into  his  son's  ear,  aflsr  a  loBg  and  stead- 
fast oonteasplatiten  of  his  lady  and  Mn  Stiggins)  ^I  think 
there  must  be  soroethin'  wrong  in  your  molher'in-law's 
inside,  as  v^  as  in  thai  o'  tlM  red-nosed  man.'' 

"  Wot  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Sam. 

^  I  mean  this  here,  Sammy/'  repHed  the  old  gentle- 
man, ^'  that  wot  they  drink,  don't  seem  no  nourishment 
to  'em ;  it  all  tome  to  warm  water,  and  comes  arpoiuin' 
onto'  their  eyes*  'Bend  upon  it,  Satnmy,  it's  a  consti« 
tootkmal  infirmity." 

Mn  Weller  delivered  this  scientific  opinion  with  many 
confimiatory  frowns  and  nods :  which,  Mr&  Weller  re 
marking,  and  concluding  Hiat  they:bQre  BOfne  disparaging 
reference  either  to  herself  or  to  Mr.  Stiggias,  or  to  both*' 
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was  OA  the  pdnt  of  becmning  iniiiitd7  wocaet  when  Mr. 
Stiggins,  getting  on  bis  legs  as  well  as  lie  coold,  pro- 
ceeded to  deliver  an  edifying  discoarse  ibr  tbe  benefit 
«f  the  companj,  bot  more  espeeiallj  of  Mr.  Samael, 
whom  he  adjured,  in  moving  terms,  to  be  npon  bis 
guard  in  that  sink  of  iniqni^  into  which  be  was  cast ; 
to  abAtain  &om  all  hypocrisj  and  pride  of  heart;  and 
to  take  in  all  things  exact  pattern  and  oq>y  by  him 
(Stiggins),  in  which  case  he  might  caleolate  on  arriving, 
sooner  or  later,  at  the  comfortable  conclusion,  that,  l^e 
him,  he  was  «  most  estimable  and  blameless  oharacter, 
and  that  all  his  aeqoaintanee  and  friends  were  hopelessly 
abandoned  and  profligate  wretches :  which  consideration, 
he  said,  could  not  but  afibrd  him  the  liveliest  satisfac- 
tion* 

He  lurd>enn(H«  conjured  him  to  avoid,  above  all 
things,  the  vice  of  intoxication,  which  he  Ukeaed  unto 
the  filthy  habits  of  swine,  and  to  those  pmsonous  and 
baleful  drugs  whidi  befang  chewed  in  the  mouth,  are  said 
to  filch  away  the  memory.  At  this  point  of  Us  diseourse, 
the  reverend  and  red-nosed  gentleman  becime  singularly 
iinoherent,  and  staggering  to  and  fro  in  the  excitlsment 
of  his  eloquence,  was  fain  to  cateh  at  the  back  of  a  chair 
to  preserve  his  perpendicular. 

Mr.  Stiggins  did  not  desire  his  hearers  to  be  npon 
their  guard  against  those  false  prophets  and  h  retched 
mockers  of  religion,  who,  without  sense  to  expound  its 
first  doctrines,  or  hearts  to  feel  its  first  principles,  are 
more  dangerous  members  of  society  than  the  common 
crimroal:  imposing,  as  they  necessarily  do,  upon  the 
weakest  and  worstpinformed  natures,  casting  scorn  and 
oontempt  on  what  should  be  held  most  sacred,  and  bring- 
*ng  into  partial  disrepute  large  bodies  of  virtuous  and 
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welt^ondueted  persons  of  man  j  excdlent  fleets  and  po^ 
suasions ;  but  as  he  leant  over  the  hatk  of  the  diair  iar 
a  considerable  time,  and  (dosing  one  eye,  winked  a  good 
deal  with  the  ether,  it  is  presomed  that  he  thought  aO 
tliis,  bat  kept  it  to  himself. 

During  the  delivery  of  the  oration,  Mrs.  Wetter  sobbed 
and  wept  at  the  end  of  the  pamgraphs:  while  Sam,  at- 
ting  cross-legged  on  a  diair  and  resting  Us  arms  on  the 
top -rail,  regarded  the  speaker  with  great  snavity  and 
blandness  of  demeanor,  oecasionany  bestowing  a  look  of 
recognition  on  the  old  gentleman,  who  was  delighted  at 
the  beginning,  and  went  to  sleep  about  half-way. 

**BTayvol  wery  pretty!"  said  Sam,  when  the  red- 
nosed  man,  having  finished,  pulled  his  worn  gloves  on : 
thereby  thrusting  his  fingers  through  the  broken  tops  till 
the  knuckles  were  disclosed  to  view  —  **  Wery  pretty.** 

<<  I  hope  it  may  do  you  good,  Sami^l,''  said  Mrs,  Wel- 
ler  solemnly. 

<'  I  think  it  vill,  mum,"  replied  Sam. 

**^  I  wish  I  cottkl  lu^  &at  it  would  do  your  fiidier 
good,"  said  Mrs.  Weller. 

<"  Thankee,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  senior.  <<  ^0W 
do  you  find  yourself  arter  it,  my  love  ?  " 

""  Scoffer ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Weller. 

^  Benighted  man  I "  said  the  reverend  Mr.  Stiggins. 

^  If  I  don- 1  get  no  better  light  than  that  'ere  moonshine 
o'  youm,  my  worthy  creetur*,"  said  the  elder  Mr.  Wel« 
ler,  *^  it's  wery  likely  as  I  shall  eontiney  to  be  a  night 
eoaoh  till  Fm  took  off  the  road  fdtogether.  Now,  Mrs. 
We,  if  the  piebald  stands  at  livery  much  longer,  liell 
stand  at  nothin'  as  we  go  bade,  and  pVaps  that  'ere 
barm^heer  'uU  be  tipped  over  into  some  hedge  <»•  «n> 
other,  with  the  sh^iherd  in  it." 
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At  this  sappositioii,  the  revefend  Mr.  fiHggHM»  in  en* 
ieitt  oonstamation,  gathedred  ii{»  hie  ImI  mid,  ombn^ 
sad  proposed  an  immediate  departure^  lo  irhkh  Mrs. 
Weller  assented.  Sam  walked  with  tkem  io  the  lo4ge- 
gale,  and  toek  a  dutifol  leave. 

^  A-do,  SamiTeV  said  the  M  ge»tlemtti# 

""Wot'sa-do?"  inquired  Sam. 

^Wdl,  good-b^r,  then,**  said  the  eld Kontteman^ 

^Oh,  that's  wot  jou're  a-aimin'  at,  is  it? "  said  Sam* 
•<5ood4)y!'' 

'^  Sammy,"  whispiored  Mr.  Welkr,  looking  oantiondy 
nmnd ;  ^  my  duty  to  your  goVnert  and  tell  him  if  he 
thinks  better  o'  this  here  bis'ness,  to  eom-moonioate  vith 
me.  Me  and  a  cab'net-maker  has  devfised  a  plan  for 
gettin'  him  out  A  pianner,  Samiviel  <—  a  planner ! " 
siud  Mr.  Weller,  striking  ye  scm  on  the  ehest  with  the 
back  of  his  hand,  and  &Jling^  back  a  step  or  two. 

^  Wot  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Sam. 

**  A  ptaaoer  forty,  Samiyel,*'  refined  Mr.  Weller,  in  a 
BtlH  more  mysterious  manner,  ^as  he  can  have  on  hiMi 
vun  as  von't  play,  Sammy." 
4«*And  wot  'ad  be  the  good  o'  that?"  s^d  Sam. 

*"  Let  him  send  to  my  friend,  the  eab'net-maker,  to 
fetch  it  back,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  WeUer.  ^  Are  you 
avdce,  now  ?  " 

^  No,"  rejoined  Sam. 

"There  aVt  no  vnrks  in  it,"  whispered  his  &ther» 
**  It  'uU  hold  him  easy,  vith  his  hat  and  shoes  on,  and 
breathe  thmugh  the  legs,  vich  his  holler.  Have  a  pas- 
sage ready  tgken  for  'Merriker.  The  'Merrikin  gov'ment 
vill  never  give  bim  np,  ven  they  finds  as  he's  got  money 
to  spend,  Sammy.  Let  the  gov'ner  stop  there^  till  Mrs. 
Bardelf  s  doad,  or  Mr.  IXidson  and  Fogg's  hongi  wicb 
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last  ewent  I  ^ink  is  the  most  likely  to  happen  ^rst, 
Sammy  ;  and  then  let  him  come  back  and  write  a  book 
about  the  'Merrikins  aall  paj  all  his  expenses  and  m<»ref 
if  he  blowB  'em  up  enoagk'' 

Mr.  Weller  delivered  this  harried  abstraet  of  hifi  plot 
with  great  vehemence  of  whisper ;  and  then,  as  if  fearful 
of  weakening  the  effect  of  the  tremendous  commnnica- 
tion,  by  any  fhnher  dialogue,  gave  the  coadnDan's  sfdme, 
and  vmiished. 

Sam  had  scarcely  recovered  his  usual  composure  of 
countenance,  which  had  been  greatly  dkturfoed  by  tiie 
secret  communication  of  his  respected  relative,  when 
Mr.  Plokwick  accosted  him. 

*'  Sam,**  said  that  gentleman* 

«  Sir,"  feplicd  Mr.  WeUer. 

^  I  am  going  for  a  walk  round  the  prison,  and  I  wish 
you  to  attend  me.  I  see  a  prisoner  we  know  coming 
this  way,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  smiliBg. 

«*Wich,  sir?^  inquired  Mr.  Weller;  "the  genTm'n 
vitfa  the  head  o'  hair,  or  the  intcresttn'  captive  in  the 
stockin's?" 

"  Neither,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  He  is  an  older 
(Hend  of  yours,  Sam." 

"(y  mine,  sir?'"  exclaimed  Mr.  Weller. 

**  You  recollect  the  gentleman  very  well,  I  dare  say, 
Sara,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  pr  else  you  are  mors  un- 
mhidful  of  your  old  acquaintances  than  I  think  you  are. 
Hush !  not  a  word,  Sam  —  not  a  syllable.     Here  he  Is." 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  spoke,  Jingle  walked  up.  He 
kK>ked  less  miserable  than  before,  being  clad  in  a  half- 
worn  suit  of  clothes,  which,  with  Mr.  Pickwick's  assist^ 
ance,  had  been  released  from  the  pawnbn^er's.  He 
wore  dean  linen  too,  and  had  had  lus  hair  out.    He  waa 


Digitized 


by  Google 


trii  PlCkl^^CK  CLUB.  f>1 

very  pale  and  thin,  however ;  and  as  he  crept  slowly  up, 
leaning  on  a  stick,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  he  had  suffered 
severely  from  illness  and  want,  and  was  still  very  weak. 
He  took  off  his  hat,  as  Mr.  Pickwidc  sainted  him,  and 
seemed  mtieh  fanmhled  and  abashed  at  sight  of  Sam 
Wetter. 

Following  close  at  his  heels,  came  Mr.  Job  Trotter,  te 
the  catalogue  of  whose  vices,  want  of  fai&  and  attach* 
ment  to  his  companion  c^'uld,  at  all  events,  find  no  place. 
He  was  still  ragged  and  squalid,  but  his  face  was  not 
quite  so  hollow  as  on  his  first  meeting  with  Mr.  Hck- 
wick,  a  few  days  before.  As  he  took  off  his  hat  to  our 
benevolent  old  fHend,  he  murmbred  some  broken  ex- 
pressions of  gratitude,  and  muttered  something  about 
having  been  saved  from  starving. 

•*  Well,  well,"  said  Mr.  PidLwick,  impatiently  inter- 
rupting Wm,  ^'you  can  follow  with  Sam.  I  want  to 
speak  to  you,  Mr.  Jingle.  Can  you  walk  without  his 
arm?" 

**  Certainly,  sir  —  all  ready  —  not  too  fiwt  —  legs 
shaky  —  head  queer— round  and  round — earthquaky 
sort  of  feeling  —  very.** 

"  Here,  give  me  your  arm,**  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**No,  no,"  replied  Jingle;  "  won't  indeed —  rather  not." 

•* Nonsense,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick;  **lean  upon  me,  I 
desire,  sir." 

Seeing  that  he  was  confhsed  and  agitated,  and  uncer- 
tain what  to  do,  Mr.  Pickwick  cut  the  matter  short  by 
drawing  the  invalided  stroller's  arm  through  his,  and 
leading  him  away,  without  saying  another  word  about  it. 

During  the  whole  of  this  time,  the  countenance  of  Mr. 
Samuel  Weller  had  exhibited  an  expression  of  the  mo^ 
overwhelming  and  absorbing  astonishment  that  the  im- 
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ngiiiatioa  can  portray.  After  looUiig  from  Job  to  JingU^ 
aod  from  Jingle  to  Job  in  porofoand  fileni^  he  softly 
qjaculajted  tibe  words,  ^Well^  I  wn  daoin'dP  which  he 
repeated  at  least «  soQce  of  times:  after  whicb  exertioiiy 
he  appeared  wholly  bereft  of  speech^  99d  agun  cast  his 
eyes,  first  upon  the  one  and  then  upon  the  otiier,  in  mote 
peq>lexit7  and  bewilderment 

^  NoW|  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick^  looking  baidu 

^Fm  a-comin',  sir,"  repEed  Mr.  WeUer,  mechani- 
cally following  his  master;  and  still  he  lifted  not  his 
eyes  from  Mr.  Job  Trotter,  who  walked  at  his  side,  in 
silence* 

Job  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  groiuid  for  some  time. 
Sam«  with  his  glued  to  Job's  countenance,  ran  up  against 
the  people  who  were  walking  about,  and  fell  over  little 
childj^en,  and  stumbled  agamst  steps  and  railings,  without 
jBppearing  at  all  sensible  of  i(^  until  Job,  lookipg  stealthily 
up,  said : 

«  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Weller  ?  " 

^  It  M  him  I "  exclaimed  Sam  j  and  bavii^g  established 
Job's  identity  beyond  all  doubt,  he  smote  his  leg,  and 
vented  his  feelings  in  a  long  shrill  whistlt. 

^  Things  has  altered  with  roe,  sir,"  said  Job. 

''I  should  think  they  had,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Weller, 
Burveying  his  companion's  rags  with  undUguiaed  won- 
der. ^  This  b  rayther  a  change  for  the  worse,  Mr. 
Trotter,  as  the  gen'Fm'n  «aid,  wen  he  got  two  doubtful 
sliiilin's  and  sizpenn'orth  o'  pocket-pieces  for  a  good  half 
crown." 

^  It  is,  indeed,"  replied  Job,  shaking  his  head.  ^  There 
is  no  deception  now,  Mr.  Weller.  Tears,"  ^d  Job,  with 
a  look  of  momentary  slyness— ^' tears  are  not  theoniy 
proofs  of  distress,  nor  the  best  cmes." 
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•*  No,  they  aVt,"  replied  Sam,  expressively. 

"  They  may  be  put  on,  Mr,  Weller,"  said  Job. 

^  I  know  they  may/'  said  Sam ;  ^  some  people,  indeed, 
has  'em  ahrays  ready  laid  oo,  and  can  pall  oat  the  plug 
wenever  they  Hkes.** 

"  Yes,"  replied  Job ;  **  but  these  sort  of  things  are  not 
so  easily  counterfeited,  Mr.  Weller,  and  it  is  a  more  pain- 
ful proeess  to  get  them  up."  As  he  spoke,  he  pointed  to 
his  sallow  sunken  cheeks,  and,  drawing  up  his  coat* 
sleeve,  disclosed  an  arm  which  looked  as  if  the  bone 
ooald  be  broken  at  a  toudi :  so  sharp  and  britde  did  it 
appear,  beneath  its  thin  covering  of  flesh. 

^  Wot  have  you  been  a-doin'  to  yourself?  "  said  Sam, 
recoiling. 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Job. 

"NothinM"  echoed  Sam. 

^  I  have  been  doin'  nothing  for  many  weeks  past," 
said  Job;  ^.and  eating  and  drinking  fdmost  as  little." 

Sam  took  one  comprehensive  glance  at  Mr.  Trotter's 
tlun  face  and  wretched  apparel,  and  then,  seizing  him  by 
the  arm,  commenced  dragging  him  away  with  great  vio- 
la) ce. 

"Where  are  you  going,  'Mr.  Weller?"  said  Job. 
vainly  struggling  in  the  powerfol  grasp  of  his  okl  en- 
emy. 

"  Come  on,"  said  Sam  ;  "  come  on  I "  He  deigned 
no  further  explanation  until  they  reached  the  tap ;  and 
then  called  for  a  pot  of  porter,  which  was  speedily 
produced. 

"  Now,"  said  Sam,  "drink  that  up,  eVry  drop  on  it ; 
and  then  turn  the  pot  upside  down,  to  liM  me  see  as 
you've  took  the  med'ctne." 

*^  But  my  dear  Mr.  Weller,"  remonstrated  Job. 
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**•  Down  tith  it,"  said  6am,  peremptorify. 

Thus  admonishfid,  Mi*.  Trotter  raised  the  pot  to  his 
lips,  and,  bj  gentle  and  ahnost  imperoeptiUe  degrees, 
tilted  it  into  the  ait*  He  paused  once,  and  011I7  once,  to 
draw  a  long  breath,  but  without  raising  his  ^ue  from  the 
vessel,  which,  in  a  few  moments  thereafter,  he  held  out 
aiL  arm's  lengthy  bottom  upwards.  Nothing  fell  upon  the 
tlie  ground  but  a  feMr  particles  of  frodi,  whidi  slowlj 
xleiaohed  theoiselvcB  fhim  the  rim,  and  tridded  lasily 
down. 

<<  Well  dose,''  said  Sam.  *^  How  do  700  find  yoonelf 
arter  it  ?  " 

«<  Better,  sir,  I  think  I  am  better/*  responded  Job. 

"  O'  course  you  air,"  said  Sam  argumentativelj.  **  It*s 
like  puttin'  gas  in  a  balloon ;  I  can  see  with  the  naked 
eye  that  you  gets  stouter  under  the  operation.  Wot  do 
you  say  to  another  o'  the  same  dinnensions  ?  " 

^  I  would  rather  not,  I  am  mudi  obliged  to  you,  sir,* 
replied  Job  -^  ^  much  rather  not." 

'^  Yell,  then,  wot  do  you  say  to  wme  wittles  ?  "  inquired 
Sam. 

"  Thanks  to  your  worthy  governor,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Trotter,  ^  we  have  half  a  leg  of  mutton,  baked,  at  h 
quarter  before  thiee,  with  the  potatoes  under  it,  to  save 
boiling." 

""Wot!  Has  ke  been  a-pmrwidhi'  for  you?"  asked 
Sam,  emf^adcally. 

''  He  has,  sir,"  replied  J<^.  **  More  than  that,  Mr. 
Weller ;  my  master  being  very  ill,  he  got  us  a  room  — 
WQ  were  in  a  kennel  before  —  and  paid  for  it,  sir ;  and 
come  to  look  at  us,  at  night,  when  nobody  should  know. 
Mr.  Weller,"  said  Job,  with  real  tears  in  his  eyes,  for 
once,  ^I  could  serve  that  gentleman  tfll  I  Ml  down 
dead  at  his  foet." 
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**1  say,''  said  Sam,  "^Pll  trouble  you,  my  fiiend~ 
none  o'  that!" 

Job  Trotter  looked  amazed. 

^None  o'  that,  I  say,  young  feller,"  repeated  Sam, 
firmly.  ^  No  man  serves  him  but  me.  And  now  we're 
upon  it,  I'll  let  you  into  another  secret  besides  that^"  said 
Sam,  as  he  paid  for  the  beer.  ^'  I  never  heerd,  mind 
you,  nor  read  of  m  story-books,  nor  see  in  picters,  any 
angel  in  tights  and  gaiters  —  not  even  in  spectacles,  as 
I  remember,  though  that  may  ha'  been  done  for  any- 
thin'  I  know  to  the  contrurey  —  but  mark  my  vords, 
Job  Trotter,  he's  a  reg'lar  thorough4>red  angel  for  all 
that ;  and  let  me  see  the  man  as  wentur's  to  tell  me  he 
knows  a  better  vun."  With  this  defiance,  Mr.  WeUer 
buttoned  up  his  change  in  a  side-pocket;  and,  with 
many  confirmatory  nods  and  gestures,  by  the  way,  pro- 
ceeded in  search  of  the  subject  of  discourse. 

They  found  Mr.  Pickwick,  in  company  with  Jingle, 
talking  very  earnestly,  and  not  bestowing  a  look  on  the 
groups  who  were  congr^ated  on  the  racket-ground; 
they  were  very  motley  groups  too,  and  well  worth  the 
looking  at,  if  it  were  only  in  idle  curiosity. 

^  Well/'  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  Sam  and  his  compan- 
ion drew  nigh,  ^  you  will  see  how  your  health  becomes, 
and  think  about  it  meanwhile.  Make  the  statement  out 
for  me  when  you  feel  yourself  equal  to  the  task,  and  I 
will  discuss  the  subject  with  you  when  I  have  consid- 
ered it.  Now,  go  to  your  room.  Tou  are  tired,  and 
not  strong  enough  to  be  out  long." 

Mr.  Alfred  Jingle,  without  one  spark  of  his  old  anima^ 
tion  —  with  nothing  even  of  the  dismal  gayety  which  he 
had  assumed  when  Mr.  Pickwick  first  stumbled  on  him 
in  his  miseiy  —  bowed  low  without  speaking,  and  mo- 
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^nihg  to  Job  not  to  follow  him  jiist  yet,  crept  slowlj 
away. 

"  Curious  scene  this,  is  it  not,  Sam?**  said  Mr.  Pick- 
vfick,*  looking  good-humoredly  round. 

"  Wery  much  so,  sir,*  replied  Sam-  ^  Wbnders  •qU 
never  cease,**  added  Sam,  speaking  to  himselT.  "Fm 
wery  much  mistaken  if  that  'ere  Jingle  wom't  ardoin* 
somethin*  in  the  water-cart  way ! " 

The  area  formed  by  the  wall  in  that  part  of  the  Fleet 
in  which  Mr.  Pickwick  stood,  was  just  widfe  enough  to 
niake  a  good  racket  court:  one  side  being  form^  of 
course,  by  the  wall  itself,  and  the  oUier  by  that  portion 
of  the  prison  which  looked  (or  rather  would  have  looked, 
but  for  the  wall)  towards  St  Paul's  Cathedral.  Saun- 
tering or  sitting  about,  in  every  possible  attitude  of  list- 
less idleness,  were  a  great  number  of  debtors,  the  major 
part  of  whom  were  waiting  in  prison  until  their  day  <^ 
"  going  up  **  before  the  Insolvent  Court  should  arrive, 
while  others  had  been  remanded  for  various  terms, 
which  they  were  idling  away,  as  they  best  oould.  Some 
were  shabby,  some  were  smart,  many  dirty,  a  few  clean  ; 
but  there  they  all  lounged,  and  loitered,  and  slunk  about, 
with  as  little  spirit  or  purpose  as  the  beasts  in  a  menag- 
erie. 

Lolling  from  the  windows  which  commanded  a  view 
of  tliis  promenade,  were  a  number  of  persons,  some  in 
noisy  (Conversation  with  their  acquaintance  below,  others 
playing  at  ball  with  some  adventurous  throwers  outside  ; 
and  others  looking  on  at  the  racket-players,  or  watching 
the  boys  as  they  cried  the  game.  Dirty  slip-shod  women 
passed  and  rc|^)asseJ,  on  their  way  to  the  cooking-house 
in  one  corner  of  the  yard ;  children  screamed,  and  fouglit. 
•ind  played  together,  in  another ;  the  tumbling  of  the  skit- 
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ties,  and  the  abonU  of  the  players^  mingled  perpetually 
.  .w^th  these  land.a  Uupdred  other  sounds;  and  all  was 
noise  and  tumult  —  ^ave  in  a  little  mij^enible  sbed  a  few 
yards  off,  where  the4'e  lay,  all  quiet  and  ghastly,  the  body 
of  the  Ch u^cery  prisoner  who  had  died  the  nighjl  befoi*e, 
awaiting  the  mc^ckeiy  of  an  inquest.  The  body  I  It  is 
tlie  lawyer's  term  for  the  restless  whirling  mass  of.  cares 
and  anxieties,  affections,  hppes,  and  griefs,  that  make  up 
the  living  m^n.  The  law  bad  his  body ; .  and  there  ijt  jay, 
clothed  in  grave-clothes,  ai^  awful  witness  to  its  tendei 
.  mercy. 

'* WoQld  you  like  to  see  a  whistling-shop,  sir?"  in« 
quired  Job  Trotter. 

^  What  do  you  mean  ?  **  was  Mr.  Pickwick's  counter 
inquiry. 

"  A  visllin'  shop,  sir,"  interposed  Mr.  Weller. 

**  What  is  that,  Sam  ?  A  bird-fancier's  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Ble»s  your  heart,  no,  sir,"  replied  Job ;  "  a  whistling- 
shop,  .  sir,  is  where  they  sell  spirits."  Mr.  Job  Trotter 
'  briefly  e]q>lained  here,  that  all  persons,  being  prohibited 
under  heavy  penalties  from  conveying  spirits  into  debt- 
ors' prisons ;  and  such  commodities  being  highly  prized 
by  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  confined  therein :  it  had 
occurred  .to  some  speculativls  turnkey  to  connive,  for 
.  certain  lucrative  consideratibns,  at  two  or  three  prison- 
ers' retailing  the  favorite  article  of  gin,  for  their  own 
profit  and  advantage. 

^  This  plan  you  see,  sir,*has  been  gradually  introduced 
J   into  all  the  prison^  for  debt,"  said  Mr.  Trotter. 

*'  And  it  ha9  this  wery  great  advantage,"  said  Sam, 

^  tliat  the  turnkeys  takes  wery  good  care  to  seize  lK>Id 

,  >'  ^y^rj  body  but  them  as  pays  'em,  tbat  attempts  tht« 
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willaiij,  and  wen  it  gets  in  the  papers  they're  applauded 
for  their  mgilance  ;  so  it  cuts  two  ways  —  frightens  other 
people  from  the  trade,  and  elewates  their  own  characters." 

**  Exactly  so,  Mr.  Weller,'*  observed  Job. 

^  Well,  but  are  these  rooms  never  searched,  to  ascer- 
tain whether  any  spirits  are  concealed  in  them  ?  "^  said 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

*•  Cerfnly  they  are,  sir,**  replied  Sam ;  *  but  the  tum« 
keys  knows  beforehand,  and  gives  the  word  to  the  wist- 
lers,  and  you  may  wistle  for  it  wen  you  go  to  look." 

By  this  time,  Job  had  tapped  at  a  door,  which  was 
opened  by  a  gentleman  with  an  uncombed  head,  who 
bolted  it  after  them  when  they  had  walked  in,  and 
grinned ;  upon  which  Job  grinned,  and  Sam  also :  where- 
upon Mr.  Pickwick,  thinking  it  might  be  expected  of 
him,  kept  on  smiling  to  the  end  of  the  interview. 

The  gentleman  with  the  uncombed  head  appeared 
quite  satisfied  with  this  mute  announcement  of  their  bus- 
iness ;  and  producing  a  flat  stone  bottle,  which  might 
hold  about  a  couple  of  quarts,  from  beneath  his  bedstead, 
he  filled  out  three  glasses  of  gin,  which  Job  Trotter  and 
Sam  disposed  of  in  a  most  workmanlike  manner. 

*^  Any  more  ?  **  said  tlie  whistling  gentleman. 

**  No  more,"  replied  Job  Trotter. 

Mr.  Pickwick  paid,  tfie  door  was  unbolted,  and  out 
they  came ;  the  uncombed' gentleman  bestowing  a  friend- 
ly nod  upon  Mr.  Boker,  who  happened  to  be  passing  at 
the  moment 

From  this  spot,  Mr.  Pickwick  wandered  along  all  the 
galleries,  up  and  down  all  the  staircases,  and  once  again 
round  the  whole  area  of  the  yard.  The  great  body  of 
the  prison  population  appeared  to  be  Mivins,  and  Sman- 
gle,  and  the  parson,  and  the  butcher,  and  the  leg,  over 
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and  oveTj  and  over  again.  There  were  the  same  squalor, 
the  same  turmoil  and  noise,  the  same  general  character* 
istics,  in  eyer7  comer ;  in  the  hest  and  the  worst  alike. 
The  whole  place  seemed  restless  and  troubled ;  and  the 
people  were  crowding  and  flitting  to  and  fro,  like  the 
shadows  in  an  uneasy  dream. 

^I  have  seen  enough,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  he 
tlirew  himself  into  a  chair  in  his  little  apartment. 
^  Mj  head  aches  with  these  scenes,  and  my  heart  toow 
Henceforth,  I  will  be  a  prisoner  in  my  own  room.** 

And  Mr.  Pickwick  steadfastly  adhered  to  this  determi- 
nation. For  three  long  months  he  remained  shut  up, 
all  day ;  only  stealing  out,  at  night,  to  breathe  the  air, 
when  the  greater  part  of  hiis  fellow-prisoners  were  in  bed 
or  carousing  in  their  rooms.  His  health  was  evidently 
beginning  to  suffer  from  the  closeness  of  the  confinement ; 
but  neither  the  of^en  repeated  entreaties  of  PeHier  and 
his  friends,  nor  the  still  more  frequently  repeated  warn- 
ings  and  admonitions  of  Mr.  Samuel  Weller,  could  in- 
duce him  to  alter  one  jot  of  his  inflexible  resolution. 
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CHABTEB.XLVL 
«BCoaDS  ▲  vouonoia  act   of  dblioats  fekumo, 

irOT    UmUXBD   WJTB.    PLEASAHTET,  ACaiBTBD  ABD 
PRBPOBMSD  BT  1CE88BB.  D0D80NAKD  BOOa. 

It  yfBB  widim  a  week  of  tke  dose  of  due .  mooth  of 
July,  thiU  a  knckiKj  cabriolet,  munber  nnreoorded,  waa 
seen  to  proceed  at  a  rapid  pace  op  Goewell  Street;  dbree 
people  were  squeezed  into  it  besides  the  driver,  who  sat, 
of  course,  in  his  own  perdcular  litde  didwj  at  the  aide ; 
over  the  apron  wore  hang  two  ^shawls,  belonging  to  all 
ajqpcarance  to  two  small  vixeaish-locdung  ladies  under 
the  apson ;  between  whom,  compreaeed  into  a  very  small 
compass,  there  was  stowed  away,  a  gentleman  of  heavy 
and  subdued  demeanor,  who,  whenever  he  ventured  to 
make  an  observation,  was  snapped  up  short,  by  one  of 
the  vixenish  ladies  before  mentioned.  Lastly,  the  two 
vixenish  ladies  and  the  heavy  gentleman  were  giving  the 
driver  contradictory  directions,  all  tending  to  the  one 
|K>int,  that  he  should  stop  at  Mrs.  Bardell's  door,  which 
the  heavy  gentleman,  in  direct  opposition  to,  and  defiance 
of,  the  vixenish  ladies,  contended  was  a  green  door  and 
not  a  yellow  one. 

^  Stop  at  the  house  with  the  green  door,  driver,"  said 
the  heavy  gentleman. 

^  Oh !  you  perwerse  creetur  I "  exclaimed  one  of  the 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THB  PICKWICK,  GLDB.  71- 

viKeffiBh  ladies;.     ^  Drnre  to.  the  'onse  with  the  yellow 
door,  d^bmin." 

Upon  this,  the  cabman,  who  in  a  sudden  effort  to  pull 
up  at  the  house  with  the  green  door,  had:  pulled  the  horse 
up  so  high,  that  he  nearly  pulled  him  backwards  into  the 
cabriolet)  let  the  animal's  fore-legs  down  to  the  grouutl 
again,  and  paused. 

"Now  vere  am  I  to  pull  up?"  inquired  the  driver. 
^  Settle  it  among  jourselves.     All  I  aak  is,  vere  ? " 

Here  the  contest  wasr  renewed  witli  mcreased  violence ; 
^and  the  horse  being  troubled  with  a  fly  on  his  nose,  the 
cabman  humanely  employed  his  leisure  in  lashing  him 
about  the  head,  on  the  counlier-irritation  principle. 

<^  Most  wotes  carries  the  day,"  said  one  of  the  vixen- 
ish ladies  at  length.  <<  The  'ouse  with  the  yellow  door, 
cabmin." 

But  afler  the  ci^riolet  had  dashed  up,  in  splendid 
style,  to  the  house  with  the  yellow  door :  ^  making,''  a« 
one  of  the  vixenish  ladies  triumphantly  said,  *'  actenrally 
more  noise  than  if  one  had  oome  in  one's  own  carriage  "  . 
—  and  af)er  the  driver  had  dismoimted  to  assist  tho 
ladies  in  gettii^  out,  the  small  round  head  of  Master 
Thomas  Bardell  was  tlirust  out  of  the  one  pair  window 
of  a  house  with  a  red  door,  a  few  numbers  off. 

<'  Aggrawaiin'  thing,."  said  the  vixenish  lady  last  men- 
tioned, darting  a  withering  glance  at  the  heavy  gentle  • 
man. 

'*  My  dear,  if  s  not  my  fault,"  said  the  gentleman. 

"  Don't  talk  to  me,  you  creetur.  don't,"  retorted  the 
tody.  "The  house  with  the  red  door,  cabmin.  Oh  I  if 
efer  a  woman  was  troubled  with  a  ruffi'nly  creetur,  that 
takes  a  pride  and  pleasure  in  disgracing  his  wife  -  on 
every  possible  occasion  albre  strangers,  I  am  that  wom- 
an!" 
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^  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself.  Raddle,*^  said 
the  other  little  woman,  who  was  no  other  than  Mr& 
Cluppins. 

"  What  have  I  been  a-doing  of?  "  asked  Mr.  Raddle. 

**  Don't  talk  to  me,  don't,  you  brute,  for  fear  I  should 
be  perwoked  to  forgit  my  sect  and  strike  you,"  said  Mr& 
l^dle. 

While  this  dialogue  was  going  on,  the  driver  was  most 
ignominiously  leading  the  horse,  by  the  bridle,  up  to  the 
house  with  the  red  door,  which  Master  Bardell  had  al- 
ready opened.  Here  was  a  mean  and  low  way  of  arriy-« 
ing  at  a  friend's  house  I  No  dashing  up,  with  all  the  fire 
and  fury  of  the  animal ;  no  jumping  down  of  the  driver ; 
no  loud  knocking  at  the  door ;  no  opening  the  apron  with 
a  crash  at  the  very  last  moment,  for  fear  of  the  ladies  sit- 
ting in  a  draught ;  and  then  the  man  handing  the  shawls 
out,  afterwards,  as  if  he  were  a  private  coachman !  The 
whole  edge  of  the  thing  had  been  taken  off —  it  was  flat- 
ter than  walking. 

"  Well,  Tommy,"  said  Mrs.  Cluppinsi  **  how's  your 
poor  dear  mother?" 

«  Oh,  she's  wery  well,"  replied  Master  BardelL  "  She's 
in  the  front  parlor,  —  all  ready,  Pm  ready  too,  I  am " 
Here  Master  Bardell  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and 
jumped  ofl^  and  on  the  bottom  step  of  the  door. 

**  Is  anybody  else  a-goin*,  Tommy  ?  "  siud  Mrs.  CIui>- 
pins,  aiTanging  her  pelerine. 

"  Mrs.  Sanders  is  goin',  she  is,"  replied  Tommy,  "  Tm 
goin'  too,  I  am." 

"Drat  the  boy,"  said  little  Mrs.  Cluppins.  «He 
thinks  of  nobody  but  himself.     Here  Tommy,  dear." 

"Well,"  said  Master  Bardell. 

"  Who  else  is  a-goin',  lovey  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Cluppins  io 
an  insinuating  mannor. 
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^Oh!  Mrs.  Rogers  is  a-^gmn',''  replied  Master  Bar- 
dell,  opening  his  eyes  very  wide  as  he  delivered  the  in- 
tdligence. 

^  What  I  the  lady  as  has  taken  the  lodgings  I  "^  ejaen* 
lated  Mrs.  Cluppins. 

Master  Bardeil  put  his  hands  deeper  down  into  hia 
pockets,  and  nodded  exactly  thirty-five  times,  to  imply 
that  it  was  the  lady  lodger,  and  no  other. 

"<  Bless  Qsl''  said  Mrs.  Glappins.  '<If8  quite  a 
party." 

^  Ah,  if  you  knew  what  was  in  the  euphoard,  you'd 
eay  so^"  replied  Master  BardelL 

^  What  is  there.  Tommy  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Quppins,  coax- 
ingly.    "  Youll  teU  me,  Tommy,  I  know.** 

^  No,  I  won't,"  replied  Master  Bardell,  shaking  his 
head,  and  applying  himself  to  the  bottom  step  again. 

""  Drat  the  child  I  "  muttered  Mrs.  Cluppins.  ''  What 
a  prowokin'  little  wretch  it  is  I  Come,  Tommy,  tell  your 
dear  Cluppy." 

^  Mother  said  I  wasn't  to,"  rejoined  Master  Bardell, 
**'  I'm  apgoin'  to  have  some,  I  am."  Cheered  by  thb  pros- 
pect, the  precocious  boy  a]:^lied  himself  to  his  infantile 
treadmill,  with  increased  vigor. 

The  above  examination  df  a  child  of  tender  years,  took 
place  while  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Baddle  and  the  cab-driver  were 
having  an  altercation  concerning  the  fare :  wLich  termi- 
nating at  this  point  in  fieivor  of  the  cabman,  Mrs.  Baddle 
came  up  tottering. 

^  Lank,  Mary  Ann  I  what's  the  matter  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Cluppins. 

*^  It's  put  me  all  over  in  such  a  tremble,  Betsy,"  re- 
plied Mrs.  Baddle.  «« Baddle  aVt  like  a  man;  he  leaves 
everythink  to  me  " 
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This  was  soareely  fiuropon  the  anfortuoate  Mr.  Rad 
die,  who  had  been  thrust  aside  by  his  good  ladj  in  the 
commencement  of  the  dispute,  and  peremptorily  cova- 
manded  to  hold  hie  tongae.  He  had  no  opportunity 
of  defending  himself,  however,  for  Mrs.  Baddle  gave  un^ 
equivocal  signs  of  fainting ;  which,  berag  perceived  from 
the  parlor  window,  Mns.  Bardell,  Mrs.  Sanders,  the 
lodger,  and  the  Ibdger's  eervant,  darted  precipilat^  0iit, 
mnd  conveyed  her  mU>  the  houae:  all  talking  at  the  samo 
time,  and  giving  utterance  to  various  expressions  of  pitj 
ttwd  coadoienoe,  as  if  isfae  were  ene  of  the  most  soffcring 
mortals  on  earth.  Beii^  t;onveyed  into  the  front  par- 
ior,  she  was  there  deposited  on  ai  eofk ;  and  the  lady  from 
the  first  floor  running  up  to  the  first  floor,  relumed  with 
tabottleof  sal  volatile,  which,  boiding  Mn.  Raddle  tight 
round  the  neck,  she  aipplied,  in  all  womanly  kindness  and 
)Hty,  to  her  nose,  natil  that  lady  with  many  ploages  and 
atruggleswasfiuti  to>  declare  herself  decidedly  better* 

^ Ah,  poor  thing ! "  siud  Mrs.  Rogers,  ^I  know  what 
'her  feciin's  is,  too  well** 

^Ah,  poor  thing!  so  do'I,^'  said  Mrs. Sandevs:  and 
then  all  the  ladies  moaned  in  anison,  and  saki^/Aay  knew 
what  it  was,  and  they  pitied  her  from  their  hearts,  they 
4id*  Even  the  lodger's  little  servant,  who  was  thirteen 
years  old,  and  three  feet  high,  murmured' her  sympathy. 
^  But  what's  been  the  matter?  "  said  Mrs.  Bardell. 

<*Ah,  what  has  Jdeoomposed  you,  ma'am?''  inqnarod 
Mrs.  Rogers. 

^1  have  been  a^good  deal  iorried,"  replM  Mia.  Rad- 
dle, in  a  reproachful  manner.  Thereupon  the  ladiea  east 
-indignant  looks  at  Mr.  Baddle. 

<*  Why,  tiwiact  i^"  said  that  anhappy  gentleman,.rtep- 
ping  forward,  ^  when  we  alighted  at  this door^adispaie 
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R^Me  with  Om  driver  of  the  <»Mt%?— ^  A  kmd 
Bcream  from  his  wife,  at  the  menlioii  of  .thi&.wocd^  ren-*. 
dered  all  farther  explaoaliOD  inaudible. 

^  You'd  bolter  leave  m  to  bring  her  round,  Baddliv'' 
said  Mrs.  Clnppini.  ^Sfae'il  ne^o*  got  better  as  longaa 
foo're.hem." 

All  the  ladies  concan*edin:tyac^iiik»;  8oMr«;Rad« 
die  was  :piMhoi  oQt.of:the  rooxa^.aatl  requested  togiTe 
himself  fan  airing  in  the  back  yatd^  which  he  ^id^£at 
abent  a  i  qvacfeerf  of  an  hdor,  when.  M^i  Baidell '  an- 
nennoed  toinrnv  with ^: solemn  fisHse^  that  he.  m^^.ooaae 
iniBow,  but  that  hemusi  be  very  careful.how  he  bebaared 
towards  his  wife.  She  knaiw  he  didn't  mean  to>  be  an-, 
kind;  bat  Mary  Aan  waaverxfac  iiwn.  strong,  and  if  he 
didn't  take  care^  he, might  lose*  her  when  he  least  ex* 
peeled  it,  which  would  be  a.  very  ^dread&L  reflection  for 
him  afierwafda ;  and  fio  on»  All  tius,  Mr,  Saddle  heard 
with  great  subonssiony  and  preaen^y  retamed  io  the  par-, 
lor  in  a  most  laah-like  manneb. 

''Why,  Mrs.  Rogers,  ma'am,**  SMd  Mrs.  Bwrdell, 
''yeaVe  never  been  introduced,  I  deolarel :  Mr.  Bad- 
dle^  ma^am;  Mos.  (Snppinsy  ma!!am^  Mrs*-  Baddle^ 
nm'am.'' 

.^*-^'' Which  is  M»  Cl%i^ppaul»  fiiater,"  snggialed 
Mirs.  Sanders. 

''Ob,  indeed  I "  said  Mis.  Bfi^n,  gracioiMly ;  for  A» 
wins  the  lodger^  and  her  senrantiWas  iawaiting^  so  she 
wBSvmoBt  gBaciQns:than;  inlimate,  iii  ri^t  of  her  positiocb 
"Oh^indeedl" 

Mrs.  Raddle  smiled  sweetly,  Mr.  Baddle  bowed^  and 
Mrs.  CShippins  said,  "she  was  sure^  she  was  very  hi^py 
to  have  a  opportunity  of  being  ksown  to  a  lady  winch, 
tfhahad  heerd  so.mudi  in&TUMir.ofj.a8  Mrs.  Rogers''— 
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a  oompliment  whick  the  lasMiamed  kdj  acknowledged 
with  graceful  eondescension. 

""Well,  Mr.  Raddle,"  said  Mrs.  Bardell;  Tm  surs 
you  ought  to  feel  very  much  honored  at  you  and  Tommy 
b^g  the  only  gentlemen  to  escort  so  many  ladies  all  the 
way  to  the  Spaniards*  at  Hampstead.  Don't  you  think 
he  ought,  Mrs.  Rogers,  ma'am  ?* 

^Oh,  certainly,  ma'am,^  repHed  Mre.  Rogers;  after 
whom  all  the  other  ladies  responded,  ^  Oh,  oertabdly.** 

^  Of  course  I  feel  it,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Raddle,  rubbing 
his  hands,  and  evincing  a  slight  tendency  to  Inighten  up 
a  little.  <'  Incbed,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  said,  as  we 
were  coming  along  in  the  cabridly  " 

At  the  recapitulation  of  the  word  which  awakened  so 
many  painful  recollections,  Mrs.  Raddle  applied  her 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes  again,  and  uttered  a  half-sup* 
pressed  scream ;  so  that  Mrs.  Bardell  frowned  upon  Mr. 
Raddle,  to  intimate  th|it  he  had  better  not  say  anything 
'more ;  and  desired  Mrs.  Rogers's  servant,  with  an  air, 
to  "  put  the  wine  on." 

This  was  the  signal  for  displaying  the  hidden  treasures 
of  the  closet,  which  comprised  sundry  plates  of  oranges 
and  biscuits,  and  a  bottle  of  old  crusted  port  —  that  at 
one  and  nine  -*•  with  another  of  the  celebrated  East  India 
«herry  at  fourteen-pence,  which  were  all  produced  in 
honor  of  the  lodger,  and  afforded  unlimited  satis£u;tion  to 
everybody.  After  great  consternation  had  been  excited 
m  the  mind  of  Mrs.  Cluppins,  by  an  Attempt  <m  the  part 
of  Tommy  to  recount  how  he  had  been  cross-examined 
regarding  die  cupboard  then  in  action,  (which  was  for- 
tunately nipped  in  the  bud  by  his  imbibing  half  a  glass 
of  the  old  crusted  ^the  wrcmg  way,"  and  thereby  en- 
dangering his  lifo  for  some  seconds,)  the  parQr  walkfd 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  77 

Ibfihy  in  qneet  of  a  Hampetead  stage.  This  was  aooii 
found,  and  in  a  couple  of  houw  they  all  arrived  safely  in 
the  Spaniards'  Tea-gardens,  where  the  luckless  Mr.  Bad- 
die's  very  first  act  nearly  occasioned  his  good  lady  a 
relapse :  it  being  ndther  more  Dor  leas  than  to  order  tea 
for  seven :  whereas  (as  the  ladies  one  and  all  remarked), 
what  could  have  been  easier  than  for  Tommy  to  have 
drunk  out  of  anybody's  cup,  or  everybody's,  if  that  was 
all,  when  the  waiter  wasn't  looking:  which  would  have 
saved  one  head  of  tea,  and  the  tea  just  as  good  I 

However,  there  was  no  help  for  it,  and  the  tea-tmy 
came,  with  seven  cups  and  saucers,  and  bread  and  batter 
on  the  same  scale.  Mrs.  Bardell  was  unanimously  voted 
into  the  chair,  and  Mrs.  Bogers  being  stationed  on  her 
right  hand,  and  Mrs.  Raddle  on  her  left,  the  meal  pro- 
ceeded with  great  m/irriment  and  success. 

^  How  sweet  the  country  is,  to-be-sure  I "  sighed  Mrs. 
Bogers ;  ^  I  almost  wish  I  lived  in  it  always." 

<*0h,  you  wouldn't  like  that,  ma'am,"  replied  Mrs. 
Bardell,  rather  hastily ;  for  it  was  not  at  all  advisablci 
with  reference  to  the  lodgings,  to  encourage  such  notions ; 
**  you  wouldn't  like  it,  ma'am." 

<*  Oh !  I  should  think  you  was  a  deal  too  lively  and 
sooght-afier,  to  be  content  with  the  country,  ma'am," 
said  little  Mrs.  Chipiuns. 

^  Perhaps  I  am,  ma'auL  Perhaps  I  am,"  uj^ied  the 
first-floor  k>dger. 

^For  lone  people  as  have  got  nobody  to  care  for  them, 
or  take  care  of  them,  or  as  have  been  hurt  in  their  mind, 
or  that  kind  of  thbg,"  observed  Mr.  Raddle,  plucking  up 
%  little  cheerfubess,  and  looking  round,  ^  the  country  is 
all  very  welL  The  country  for  a  wounded  spirit,  they 
sqy.- 
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Now,  of  an  things  in  the  woHd  that  the  ttnfbtmurt^ 
man  coald  have  9M,  any  ifoald  have  been  preferable 
to  this.  Of  course  Mrs.  BardeH  burst  mto  tears,  and 
requested  to  be  ]ed  from  the  table  instantly;  upon 
which  the  afTectionate  child  began  to  cry  too,  most  ^9- 
mally. 

«*  Would  anybody  beRere,  ma^am,**  eidkimed  Mrs 
RaMle,  turning  fiercely  to  thefi^-floor  lodger,  "that  a 
woman  could  be  married  to  such  a  tmmanly '  ci'eettir 
which  can  tamper  with  a  woman^a  fe^ngs^  as'he  does;* 
every  hour  in  the  day,  ma'am  ?** 

"My  dear,**  remonstrated  Mr.  Had^,  « I  didnt  mean  • 
anything,  my  deiM^' 

"  Ton  didnl  mean !  *  repeated  Mrs.  Raddle,  with  great 
scorn  arid  contempt.  "  Go  away.  I  can't  bear  the  sight 
on  you,  you  brute.^  .*  ''  »>: 

"Tou  must  not  flurry  yourself,  Mary  Ai^n,**  Interposed 
Mrs.  Cluppins.    **  You  really  must  consider  yourselfj  my 
deaf,  which  you  never  do.   Now  go  away,  R&ddle,  there's 
a  good  soul,  or  you'll  only  aggravate  her.  * 

"You  had  better  take  your  tea  by  yourself,  sir,' im 
deed,"  said  Mrs.  Rogers,  again  applying  the  smelling* 
bottle. 

Mrs.  Sanders,  who,  accordhig  to  custom,  was  very  busy 
with  the  bread  and  butter,  expressed  the  same  opinion, 
and  Mt.  Raddle  ^uietljr  retired. 

After  this,  there  was  a  great  hoisting  up  of  Mastcf  • 
Burden,  who  was  rather'  a  large  sheiB  for 'hugging,  into 
bis  mother's  amis  \  in  wffich  operation  he  gOt  hfs  bobts 
in  the  ton-board,  and  occasioned  some  confusion  among 
the  cups  and  saucers.  But  that  description  of  faiAting  • 
fits,  which  is  contagious  among  ladies,  seldom  lasts  long ; 
so  when  he  had  been  well  kissed,  and  a  "little  cried  over, 
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■Mrs*  BiM^ell  n^y^red,,  9^  bSm,  dpwo  againtWOD^^*^ 
how  she  could  have  been  so  foolishy.fuid  poured  oat  soipe 
jj»Qre  tea* 

It  was  at  this  moment,  that  the  sound  of  approafiu^ 
.wheels  was ^heardy  and  that  the  ladies,  looking  up,  saw  u 
,  Jmckaey*csoaoh  stpp  at  the  garden-gate* 
.^More  oompanj.! **  said  Mrs^ Sanders. 
^  It's  a  gentlamaa,"  said  Mrs.  Raddle. 
^  Well,  if  it  a'n't  Mr.  Jackson,  the  joung  man  fi;am 
Dodson  and   Fogg's  I"    cried  Mrs.  Bardell      ""Why, 
,,grsciou4l     Surely  Mr.  Pickwick  can't  have  paid  the 
.  damage" 

-<  Or  hoffened  marriage  I "  said  Mrs.  Clu|>pins. 
**De^r,,me>  bow  alow  the.  gentleman  is  I"  ex«lain»ad 
Mrs.  Rogers :  <<  Why  doesn't  he  make  haste  ?  " 

As  the  bdy  ^^wke  these  words,  Mr.  Jackson  tamed 
.  from  the  ooach,  wbere  he  had  been  addressing  $ome  ob- 
,  servations  to .  a  shabby  n^m  in  black  leggins,  who  bad 
just  emerged  irom  the  yehicle,  with  a  thick  ash  stick  in 
.  his  hand :  and  made  his  way  to  the  place  where ,  the 
.  Jadies  ware  seated ;  ¥rindi;ig  his  hair  rou^d  the  brim  of 
.Ims  bat  ^  i^e  came  along. 

^  Is  anything  the  matter  ?    Has  an3rthing  taken:  plaee, 
.Mr.  Jaokson ?"  aatd  Mrs.  Baidell,  eagerly. 

*^  Nothing  whatever,  ma'am,"  relied  Mr.  Jaekaon. 
**  How  de  do,  ladles  ?  I  have  to  ask  pardon,  ladies,  for 
intruding  —  but  the  law,  ladies  —  the,  law."  With  this 
apology  Mr.  Jackson  smiled,  made  a  comprehensive  bow, 
and  giave  his  haur  another  wind.  Mrs,  Rogers  whis- 
pered Mrs.  Raddle  that  he  was  really  an  elegant  young 
.mao^ 

"•  I  ioalled  in  Goswell  Street,"  resumed  Jackson,  '^  apd 
Reaving  tb^t  jpq  we^  bpi}e>  A^<un  th9slavey,.took.a  oot^h 
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wad  came  on.  Oar  people  want  joo  down  in  tbe  cHj 
directly,  Mrs.  BardelL" 

**  Lor  I "  ejaculated  that  ladj,  starting  at  tbe  Rndden 
nature  of  ^e  oommunicadon. 

**  Yea,"  said  Jackson,  biting  his  Hp.  ^  Ks  yery  im- 
portant and  pressing  business,  which  can't  foe  postponed 
on  any  account  Indeed,  Dodson  expressly  said  so  to 
me,  and  so  did  Fogg.  Fve  kept  Ae  eoach  on  purpose 
for  you  to  go  back  in." 

^  How  very  strange  I  **  exclaimed  Mrs.  BardelL 

Tlie  ladies  agreed  that  it  woi  very  strange,  but  were 
unanimously  of  opinion  that  it  must  be  very  important^ 
or  Dodson  and  Fogg  would  never  have  sent ;  and  further, 
that  the  business  being  urgent,  she  ought  to  repair  to 
Dodson  and  Fogg's  without  any  delay. 

There  was  a  certain  degree  of  pride  and  importance 
about  being  wanted  by  one's  lawyers  in  such  a  monstrous 
huny,  that  was  by  no  means  dbpleasing  to  Mrs.  Bardell, 
especially  as  it  nnght  be  reasonably  supposed  to  enhance 
her  consequence  in  the  eyes  of  the  fir8t-^o<^  lodger. 
She  simpered  a  little,  afl^ted  extreme  vexation  and  hes- 
itation, and  at  last  arrived  at  the  conclusion  tfaa*  she  si^ 
posed  she  must  go. 

"  But  won't  you  refresh  yourself  after  your  walk,  Mr. 
Jackson  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Bardell,  persuasively. 

"  Why,  really  there  a'n't  much  time  to  lose,"  replied 
Jackson;  "and  Fve  got  a  friend  here,"  he  continued, 
looking  towards  the  man  with  the  ash  stick. 

*^  Oh,  ask  your  friend  to  come  here,  sir,"  said  Mrs. 
Bardell.     "  Pray  ask  your  friend  here,  sir."  >/ 

*^Why,  thankee,  I'd  rather  not,"  said  Mr.  Ja^son, 
with  some  embarrassment  of  manner.  "  He's  not  much 
osed  to  ladies'  society,  and  it  makes  him  bashfuL    If 
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jou'U  order  ihe  waiter  to  deliver  him  anything  short,  lie 
won't  drink  it  off  at  once,  won't  he  I  —  only  try  him  f* 
Mr.  Jackson's  fingers  wandered  playfliUy  round  his  nose, 
at  thb  portion  of  his  discourse,  to  warn  his  hearers  that 
he  was  speaking  ironically. 

The  waiter  was  at  once  despatched  to  the  bashfiii  gen« 
tleman,  and  the  bashful  gentleman  took  something ;  Mr. 
Jaekson  also  took  something,  and  the  ladies  took  some- 
thing, for  ho8pitalit3r's  sake.  Mr.  Jackson  then  said  thut 
he  was  aihiid  it  was  time  to  go ;  upon  which,  Mrs.  San« 
ders,  Mrs.  Cluppins,  and  Tommy  (who  it  was  arranged 
should  aoeompany  Mrs.  Bardell:  leaving  the  others  to 
Mr.  Raddle's  protection)  got  into  the  coach. 

^  Ivaac,"  said  Jackson,  as  Mrs.  Bardell  prepared  to  get 
in  :  looking  up  at  the  man  with  the  ash  stidL,  who  was 
seated  on  the  box,  smoking  a  cigar. 

« Well."     . 

•<  Thii  is  Mrs.  BardelL" 

^  Oh,  I  knowed  that,  long  ago,"  said  the  man. 

Mrs.  Bardell  got  in,  Mr.  Jackson  got  in  after  her,  and 
away  they  drove.  Mrs.  Bardell  couki  not  help  ruminat- 
ing on  what  Mr.  Jackson's  friend  had  said.  Shrewd 
creatures,  those  lawyers :  Lord  bless  us,  how  they  find 
people  out ! 

^  Sad  thing  about  these  costs  of  oar  people's,  a'n't  it," 
9aid  Jackson,  when  Mrs.  Cluppins  and  Mrs.  Sanders  had 
fiilkn  asleep ;  ^  your  bill  of  costs,  I  mean  ?" 

**  Tm  very  sorry  they  can't  get  them,"  replied  Mrs. 
BardelL  ^But  if  you  law-gentlemen  do  these  things 
on  specolation,  why  yon  must  get  a  loss  now  and  then, 
you  know." 

**  You  gave  them  a  cognovit  for  the  amount  of  your 
costs,  after  the  trial,  I'm  told,"  said  Jackson. 

VOL.  IV  • 
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^  Yes.  Just  as.a  matter  ff£  Ibcm/'  feyjUed  Mrs.  Bm- 
deU- 

^  CerUUolj,'' replied  Jitck40D«  drjlj.  ^Qwtaa^si^tter 
of  form.     Quite." 

On  they  drove,  and  Mrs.  B^rdoU  fell  ^doep.  Sbe 
was  Awakened,  ^er  BOK^e  timfipbyi the ,8t^|)||)iiig.4)f  the 
Qpfich. 

^'Bk^  ii8l'',Baiditke  l|^7r''.we  vaerat  FvpeoMfffs 
XJwirt?" 

^We^re  not  going  qwte  so  feiv" .  replied  J^cksop. 
<<^  Have  the,  goodness  to, ^tep  ouk^ 

Mrp.  Baidelly  imH  yet  thoixHigbij  awiJicy  complied*  It 
was  a  curious  place: — ;a  large  wall,  with  a  gate  in  tho 
)mi4i}ley  l^ld  a  gasr%ht  burning  inside. 

" iNow, ladie^''  cried  the o^an  w;ith  theeshatiek,  hokr 
ing  into  the  coach,  apd  ,slMikiog  Mrs.  Sanders  to  wake 
her,  "  Come  I "  Bousing  her  friend,  Mrs.  Sanders 
alighted.  Mrs.  Bardell,  leanii^.  on  Ja^^k^on's  anB»  and 
leading  Tommy  by.rthe.lian^.h^  already  enterri-4he 
(Porct.    TJfc^y  followed. 

The  rpom  th^y  ti,imed  ix&to,  wasi.evea  Acve  odd49ek- 
jing.than  the  p9^ph.  Sueh^a  njimiber  tf  oien  standing 
tabout  I    And  they  stared,^  I 

'^  What  place  is  this  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  BardelVpaasing. 

^  Only  one  of  oar  public  offices,"  relied  Jaekson, 
hurrying  her  tbrpugh  a  door,  and  lopking  round  to.  see 
that  the  other  wo^men  were  foUo\iring.  *'  XiOok  sharps 
Isaac!" 

^  Safe  mdd  sound,"  replied  the  man  with  the  ashs^tck. 
T\^  door  swung  heavily  after  them,  and  they  descended 
a  small  flight  of  steps. 

"<.  Here  i^re  are,  at  l^st.  AH  right  and  tight.  Bibs.  Bar- 
dell ! "  said  ^cksop,  lopking  .exultingly  joiind. 
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«  Wk^l  do  you  mean  ?^  Mid  Mi^  Bftrddil,  wiclca  pftl- 
pitaling  heart. 

^  JiiBt;^^  M^**  replied  Jaekfion,  drawing  h«r  a  IMIe  on 
one  side;  ^don^t  be  irighliea^  Mrs.  BardelL  Th^ie^ 
n6^»rm9taiiiere:delicfllt0'inaii  thian 'Dodsen^-ma^Wii,  or*^ 
a  more  humane  man  than  Fogg.  It  was  their  duljr/itt  ' 
tlie  way  of  basiness,  to  take  you  in  execution  ft)r  them 
costs ;  but  they  were  anxious  to  spare  your  feelings  as 
much  as  they  could.  What  a  comfort  it  must  be,  to  you, 
to  think  how  it's  been  done !  This  is  the  Fleet,  ma'am. 
Wish  you  good-night,  Mrs.  BardelL  Good-night,  Tom- 
my P 

As  Jackson  hurried  away  in  company  with  the 
man  with  the  ash  stick,  another  man,  with  a  key  in 
his  hand,  who  had  been  looking  on,  led  the  bewildered 
female  to  a  second  short  flight  of  steps,  leading  to  a 
door-way.  Mrs.  Bardell  screamed  violently;  Tommy 
roared ;  Mrs.  Cluppins  shrunk  within  herself ;  and 
Mrs.  Sanders  made  off,  without  more  ado.  For,  there, 
stood  the  injured  Mr.  Pickwick,  taking  his  nightly 
allowance  of  air ;  and  beside  him  leant  Samuel  Wel- 
ler,  who,  seeing  Mrs.  Bardell,  took  his  hat  off,  with 
mock  reverence,  while  his  master  turned  indignantly  on 
his  heel. 

«  Don't  bother  the  woman,"  said  the  turnkey  to  Wei- 
lor ;  "  she's  just  come  in." 

^  A  pris'ner ! "  said  Sam,  quickly  replacing  his  hat. 
«<  Who's  the  plaintives?  What  for?  Speak  up,  old 
feller-" 

^Dodson  and  Fogg,"  replied  the  man;  ^execution 
on  cognovit  for  costs." 

^  Here  Job,  Job ! "  shouted  Sam,  dashing  into  the  pas* 
sage,  ^  run  to  Mr.  Porker's,  Job ;  /  want  him  directly 
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I  see  some  good  in  this.     Here's  a  game.     Hooray 
were's  the  gov'nor  ?  *• 

But  there  was  no  reply  to  these  inquiries,  for  Job  had 
started  ftiriously  <^,  the  instant  he  received  his  commia* 
sion,  and  Mrs.  BardeU  had  fiunted,  in.  real  downri^ 
earnest. 
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CHAPTER  XLVn. 

IB  OHIEFLT  DEYOTSD  TO  ICATTBBS  OF  BUSINESS,  AKD 
THE  TEXPOHJLL  ADYAKTAOE  OF  DOD80N  AND  FOG€k 
KB.  WDfKLE  BBAPPEABS  UHDER  BXTRAOBDINABT 
OIBOUIUTANCES.  MB.  PIOKWICK's  BENETOLBNCB 
PBOVES   STROHOEB  THAK   HIS   OBSTIKACT. 

Job  Trotter,  abating  nothing  of  his  ^ed,  ran  up 
Holborn :  sometimes  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  some- 
times on  the  payement,  and  sometimes  in  the  gutter,  as 
the  chances  of  getting  along,  yaried,  with  the  preai  of 
men,  women,  children,  and  coaches,  in  eadi  division 
of  the  thoroughfare  :  and,  r^ardless  of  all  obstacles, 
stopped  not  for  an  instant  nntil  he  reached  the  gate  of 
Ghraj's  Inn.  Notwithstanding  all  the  expedition  he  had 
used,  however,  the  gate  had  been  closed  a  good  half  hour 
when  he  readied  it,  and  bj  the  time  he  had  discovered 
Mr.  Porker's  laundress,  who  lived  with  a  married  daugh- 
ter, who  had  bestowed  her  hand  upon  a  non-resident 
waiter,  who  occupied  ^e  one-pair  of  some  number,  in 
scMne  street,  closely  acyoining  to  some  brewery,  somo- 
where  behind  Gray's  Inn  Laae^  it  was  within  fifteen 
minutes  of  the  time  of  closing  die  prison  for  the  night. 
Mr.  Lowten  had  still  to  be  ferreted  out  from  the  back 
parlf>r  of  the  Magpie  and  Stump  ;  and  Job  had  scarcely 
accomplished  this  object,  and  communicated  Sam  Wei* 
kir's  message,  when  the  dock  struck  ten. 
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^  There,'*  said  Lowten,  **  it's  too  late  now.  Too  can't 
get  in  to-night ;  you've  got  the  key  of  the  street,  my 
fnend." 

"  Ne^er  mind  me,"  replied  Job,  "  I  can  sleep  any- 
where. But  Won't  it  be  better  to  see  Mr.  Perker  to- 
night, so  that  we.uuiyJb^  tUst^  thieifiM  thing  in  the 
morning  ?  ** 

^  Why,**.  r«8pon<bd-Lowt«ii^  after.  RTMtde«oniideittloa^. 
«<  if  it  -wat  'in.  anybody  elaa'e  case^  Peiker  wouldn't  ^be 
beal  /  {deaacd  at  my  gong  .up  to  hk .  house ;  but  "as  lift 
]y&*«  Piokwiok'sy  I  ihksk  I  may  yenture  to  take  m  icab  «fid 
charge  it  ta  tho^  office."  Dediyag  on  this  line  of  oon- 
duct,  Mr.  Lowten  took  up  his  hat,  and  b^ging  the 
assembled  oompaily  to  appoint  a  depyrty  chahniaii  dnrhig 
his  temporary  absence^  led  the  way  to  the  nearest  cooudn 
standi  and  summoning  the  cab  of  moat  promising  i^ear- 
ance,  directed  the  4iii^er  to  rep»r  to: Montague  Place, 
RusBell  Square. 

Mr*  Perker  had  had  a  dinoeivparty  diat  day^  as  waa 
testified  hj  the  appearance  ^  lights  in  the  dmwing^coom 
windows,  the  sound  of  an  improred  grand  piaflo,  and  i 
an  imptovable  cabinet  v<noe  issuing  therefrom  i  tuid  a.. 
rather  overpowering  snell  of  Hieat,.whidi  perraded  th#./ 
steps  a*d  entry*    In  fiut  a  couple  of  very  good  eeontry 
agencies,  happening  tooone  up  to  town,  at  ^e  same 
time,  an  agreeaUe  little  party  bad  been  got  together  to  ^ 
meet  tliem :  comprising  Mn  Snicktthe  Life  Oftoe  Seo* 
retary,  Mr.  Prosee  the  csainrnt  oounsel,  three  soUdton, ' 
one  cemniifisioner  of  bankrupts,  a  special  pleader  from., 
the  Temple,  a  smatt-eyed  .peremptory  young  gen^eman, . 
his  pupi^  who  had  written  a  lively  book  about  the  law 
of  demises,' with  a  Tast  quantity  of  marginal  notes  and 
references ;  and  soFeral  other  eminent  and  distkifnidied  . 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CliXJB.  W 

.personages*  From  tUs  9oeiety,  Uule  Mr.  Perker  de- 
tached himself,  on  his  cXetk  hmkg  annouDeed  in  a  whis 
per ;  and  repairiiig  to  the  dining-room,  there  found  Mr. 
Lowten  and  Job  Trotter  looking  very  dim  aitd  shadowy 
by  the  light  of  a  kitchen  candle,  whkh  the  gentleman 
who  condescended  to  appear  in  plush  aborts  and  cottons 
for  a  quarterly  stipend,  had,  with  a  bee<MEning  contempt 
£[)r  the  clerk  and  all  things  appertaining  to  '^the  office^" 
placed  upon  the  table. 

^  Now,  Lowten,"  said  little  Mr.  Peiker,  shnttiBg  the 
AoWy  ^^  what's,  the  matter  ?  'No  important  letter  come  in 
a  parcel,  is  there?** 

<^  No,  fflr,"  replied  Lowten.  '^  This  is  a  measenger  firom 
Mr.  Pickwick,  ftir." 

^From  Pkkwiok)  eh? "said  the  fiitle  man,  taming 
quickly  to  Job.     "  Well ;  what  is  it  ?" 

^  Dodson  and  Fogg  have  taken  Mrs.  BardeH  in  exeea- 
-tlon  for  her  costs,  sir,"  said  Job. 

^  No !"  exclaimed  Pecker,  putting  bis  bands  in  bis 
pockets,  and  reclining  against  the  sideboard. 

^  Yes,"  said  Job.  ^  It  seems  they  got  a  cognovit  oat 
.of  her,  for.  the  amount  of  'em,  directly  afiar  the  tnaL" 

^  By  Jove !"  said  Perker,  taking  both  haadsiout  df 
Jus  pockets,  and  striking  the  knuckles  of  his  right  against 
the  palm  of  his  left,  emphatically,  ^  those  are  the  clev- 
erest scamps  I  ever  had  anything  to  do  with ! " 

"  The  .sharpest  praotitiooers  /  ever  knew,  sir,"  ob- 
,6erved  Lowten. 

"  Sharp  ! "  echoed  Perker.  "  There's  no  knowing 
where  to  have  them." 

*^  Very  tjme,  sir,  there  is  not,"  replied  Lowten ;  and 
.ibaPy  both  master  and  man  poiidered  for  a  few  seconds, 
withianimated  countenances,,  jus  if  tbey  were  reflecting 
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opon  one  of  the  most  beautiitil  and  ingenious  discoveries 
that  the  intellect  of  man  had  ever  made.  When  they 
had  in  some  measure  recovered  from  their  tranoe  of 
admiration,  Job  Trotter  discharged  himself  of  the  rest 
of  his  commission.  Perker  nodded  his  head  thought 
fullj,  and  pulled  out  his  watch. 

^  At  ten  precisely,  I  will  be  there,"  said  the  litde  man. 
*'  Sam  is  quite  right.  Tell  him  sa  Will  you  take  a  glass 
of  wine,  Lowten  ?  " 

"  No,  thank  yon,  sir.** 

^  You  mean  yes,  I  think,**  said  the  little  man,  turning 
to  the  sideboard  for  a  decanter  and  glasses. 

As  Lowten  did  mean  yes,  he  said  no  more  on  the  sub- 
ject, but  inquired  of  Job,  in  an  audible  whisper,  whether 
the  portrait  of  Perker,  which  hung  oj^posite  the  fire- 
place, wasn't  a  wonderful  likeness:  to  which,  Job  d 
coarse  replied  that  it  was.  The  wine  being  by  this  time 
poured  out,  Lowten  drank  to  Mrs.  Pei^er  and  the  chil- 
dren, and  Job  to  Perker.  The  gentleman  in  the  plush 
shorts  and  cottons  considering  it  no  part  of  his  duty  to 
show  the  people  from  the  office  out,  consistently  declined 
to  answer  the  bell,  and  they  showed  themselves  out 
The  attorney  betook  himself  to  his  drawing-room,  the 
derk  to  the  Magpie  and  Stump,  and  Job  to  Covent  Gwt» 
den  Market  to  spend  the  night  in  a  vegetable-basket. 

Punctually  at  the  appointed  hour  next  m<»iiing,  the 
gooil-humored  little  attorney  tailed  at  Mr.  Pickwick's 
door,  which  was  opened,  with  great  alacrity,  by  Sam 
Weller. 

^  Mr.  Perker,  sir,"  said  Sam,  announcing  the  vi«toT 
to  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  was  sitting  at  the  window  in  a 
thoughtful  attitude.  ^  Wery  glad  you've  looked  in  acci- 
dentally, sir.  I  rayther  think  the  gov'ner  wants  to  have 
a  vord  and  a  half  with  you,  sir." 
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Perker  bestowed  a  look  of  intelligeiice.  on  Sam,  inti- 
matiDg  that  he  understood  he  was  not  to  saj  he  had  been 
•ent  for:  and  beckoning  him  to  approach,  whispered 
brieflj  in  his  ear. 

^  Tou  don't  mean  that  'ere,  sir  ?  **  said  Sam,  starting 
back  in  excessive  snrprise. 

Perker  nodded  and  smiled. 

Mr.  Samnel  Weller  looked  at  the  little  lawyer,  then 
ui  Mr.  Pickwick,  then  at  the  ceiling,  then  at  Perker 
again;  grinned,  laughed  outright,  and  finally,  catching 
up  his  hat  from'  the  carpet,  without  further  expUanation, 
disappeared. 

**What  does  this  mean?**  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick, 
locking  at  Perker  with  astonishment.  ^  What  has  put 
Sam  into  this  most  extraordinary  state  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nothing,  nothing,''  replied  Perker.  **  Come,  my 
dear  sir,  draw  up  your  chair  to  the  table.  I  have  a  good 
deal  to  say  to  yon." 

^  What  papers  are  those  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick,  as 
the  little  man  deposited  on  the  table  a  small  bundle  of 
documents  tied  with  red  tape. 

^  The  ip&per»  in  BardeH  and  Pickwick,"  replied  Per* 
ker,  undoing  the  knot  with  his  teeth. 

Mr.  Pickwick  grated  the  legs  of  his  chair  against  the 
ground ;  and  throwing  himself  into  it,  folded  his  hands 
and  looked  sternly  —  if  Mr.  Pickwick  ever  could  look 
sternly  —  at  his  legal  friend. 

<^  Tou  don't  like  to  hear  the  name  of  the  cause  ?  "  said 
the  little  man,  still  busying  himself  with  the  knot 

"  No,  I  do  not  indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

** Sorry  for  that,"  resumed  Perker,  ''because  it  will 
form  the  subject  of  our  conversation.* 

^  I  wouM  rather  that  the  subject  should  be  never 
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mentioned  between  lis,  PeAer,**  ftiterp6Bed  Mr.  Hck 
nick,  hastily. 

"  Pooh  pooh,  my  dear  sir,**  said  the  Kttle  man,  untying 
the  bundle,  and  glancing  eagerly  at  Mr.  Pickirick  out  of 
the  comei^  of  his  eyes.  **  It  must  be  mentioned.  1 
have  come  here  on  purpose.  Now,  are  you  ready  to 
hear  what  I  have  to  say,  my  dear  sir  ?  No  hurry  ;  if 
you  ate  not,  I  can  wait-  I  have  this  morning's  paper 
here.  Tour  tfme  shall  be  mine.  There  I  **  Hereupon, 
the  little  man  thr^w  one  leg'  over  tlie  other  and  made  a 
«how  of  banning  to  read,  with  gtBat'  composure  anvl 
application. 

«  Well,  well,**  said  Ifr.  Pickwick,  with  a  sigh,  but 
softening  into  a  smile  at  the  same  tinie.  **  Say  what  yoo 
have  to  say ;  it's  the  old  story  I  suppose  T" 

"  With  a  difference,  my  dear  sir ;  with  a  dffierence," 
rejoined  Perker,  deliberately  folding  up  the  paper  and 
putting  it  into  his  pocket  again.  ^  Mrs.  Bardell,  the 
plamtiff  in  the  action,  is  within  these  walls,  sJr.*^ 

"  1  know  it,**  was  Mr.  Pickwick's  repty. 

"  Very  good,**  retorted  Perker.  "  And  you  know  how 
she  comes  here,  I  suppose  5  I  mfean  on  what  grounds, 
and  at  whose  suit  ?  ** 

"Yes;  at  least  I  have  heard  Sam's  account  of  the 
matter,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  affected  carelessness* 

**  Sam's  account  of  the  matter,"  replied  Perker,  •*  is,  I 
will  venture  to  say,  a  perfectly  correct  one.  Well  now, 
my  dear  sir,  the  first  question  I  have  to  ask,  is,  whether 
this  woman  is  to  remain  here  ?  ** 

**  To  remain  here  !  "  echoed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  To  remain  here,  my  dear  sir,"  rejoined  Perker,  lean- 
ing back  in  his  chair  and  looking  steadily  at  his  client 

«•  How  can  you  ask  »€?**  said  thai  gentletnaki.    **Tt 
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rests  with  Docbim  and  Fogg;  joa. knew  that,  very 
welL" 

^  1  know  nothing  of  the  kiad,"  letoited  Perker,  firmly. 
'^  It  does  fud  rest  with  Dodaon  and  Fogg ;  you  know  the 
men,  my  dear  air,  as  wdU  aa  I  do.  It  resta  aolely,  wholly, 
and  entirely  with  you.** 

''With  meP  ejaenlated  Mr.  Pickwkk,  riamg  aar- 
voualy  from  has  chair,  and  reaeadng  faimscdf  directly  a^ 
tcrwards. 

.  The  little  man  gave  a  doohle  knodc  on  the  lid^of  hia 
eniiff-box,  opened  it,  Uxk  a  great  pinch,  ^hut  it  np  again, 
and  rjBpeat^d  the  words,  ''With  yon." 

"I  say,  my  dear  or"  punmed  the  little  man,  who 
aeoned  to  gather  ooafidence  from  the  snnff  r  '^  I  say,  that 
her  speedy  liberation  or  perpetual  imprisomnent  rests 
with  you,  and  wkh  you  alone.  Hear  me  oat,  my  dear 
sir,  if  you  ^ease,  and  do  not  be  so  very  energetic,  fiir  it 
will  only  put  you  into  a  perspiration  and  do  no  good 
whatever.  I  say,**  continued  Perker,  cheeking  dif  each 
position  Oft  a  dififerent  finger,  as  he  lud  it  down ;  "  I  say 
that  nobody  but  you  can  rescue  her  fiom  this  den  of 
wretohednese ;:  and  that  you  can  tmlj  do  tfaat^  bj  paying 
the  easts  of  thia  suit— *  both  of  plaintiff  and  defendant — 
into  the  hands  of  these  Freeman's  Coort  sharks.  Now, 
pray  be  qutet,  my  dear  sbr." 

Mr.  Piokwick,  whose  fiiee  had  been  undergoing  most 
aurprifliag  changes  daring  this^cpeeeh,  and  who  was  evi- 
dently on  the  verge  of  a  strong  burst  of  indignatk)n, 
calinod;hia  wiaih  as  well  as  he  could.  Perker,  strength- 
ening his  argumentative  powers  with  another  pinch  of 
snuif,  proeeedied. 

"  I  have,  seen  the  woman^  this  morning.  By  paying 
the  co$ts,  you  Asan  obtain  a  ^1  n&leaoe  and  discfaaige 
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from  the  damages;  and  further — this  I  know  u  a  fiir 
greater  object  of  consideration  with  you,  my  dear  sir  —  a 
voluntary  statement,  under  her  hand,  in  the  form  of  a 
letter  to  me,  that  this  buaineBS  was,  from  the  yery  first, 
fcnnented,  and  encouraged,  and  brought  about,  by  these 
men,  Dodson  and  Fogg;  that  she  deepij  regrets  OTer 
liaving  been  the  instrument  of  aanoyance  or  injury  to 
you;  and  that  she  entreats  me  to  intercede  with  yon, 
and  implore  your  pardon." 

^  If  I  pay  her  costs  for  her,**  said  Mr.  Picfcwidc,  in* 
dignanily.    ^  A  valuable  document  indeed ! " 

"No  '•/'  in  the  case,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Perker,  trium- 
phantly. ^  There  is  the  very  letter  I  speak  of.  Brought 
to  my  office  by  another  woman  at  nine  o'clock  this  morn- 
ing, before  I  had  set  foot  in  this  place,  or  held  any  com- 
munication with  Mrs.  Bardell,  upon  my  honor."  Select- 
ing the  lettCT  from  the  bundle,  the  little  lawyer  laid  it  at 
Mr.  Pickwick's  elbow,  and  took  snuff  for  two  consecutive 
minutes,  without  winking. 

^  Is  this  all  yon  have  to  say  to  me  ? "  inquired  Mr. 
Pickwick,  mildly. 

"  Not  qnite,"  replied  Perker.  "  I  cannot  undertake 
to  say,  at  this  moment,  whether  the  wording  of  the  cog^ 
novit,  the  nature  of  the  ostensible  consideration,  and  the 
proof  we  can  get  together  about  the  whole  conduct  iji  the 
suit,  will  be  sufficient  to  justify  an  indictment  for  con- 
dpiracy.  I  fear  not,  my  dear  sir;  they  are  too  clever 
fcr  that,  I  doubt  I  do  mean  to  say,  however,  that  the 
whole  &cts,  taken  together,  will  be  sufficient  to  justify 
you,  in  the  minds  of  all  reasonable  men.  And  now,  my 
dear  sir,  I  put  it  to  you.  This  one  hundred  and  fifiy 
pounds,  or  whatever  it  may  be  —  take  it  in  round  num- 
bers—  is  nothing  to  you.     A  jury  has  decided  agiUQsl 
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jou  i  wen,  ihefar  Terdiet  is  wrong,  but  still  they  decided 
as  they  thought  right,  and  it  it  against  joa.  You  have 
now  an  opportunity,  on  easy  terms,  of  pUicing  yourself 
in  a  much  higher  position  than  you  ever  could,  by  re« 
roaining  here ;  which  would  only  be  imputed,  by  people 
who  didn't  know  you,  to  sheer,  dogged,  wrong-headed, 
brutal  obstinacy:  nothwg  else,  my  dear  sir,  beficTe  me. 
Can  you  hesitate  to  avail  yourself  of  it,  when  it  restores 
yon  to  your  friends,  your  old  pufsuits,  your  health  and 
amusements ;  when  it  liberates  your  iaiUiful  and  attadied 
servant,  whom  you  otherwise  doom  to  imprisonment  for 
the  whole  of  your  fife  ?  and  above  all,  when  it  enables 
you  to  take  the  very  magnanimous  revenge  —  which  I 
knowv  my  dear  sir,  is  one  after  your  own  heart  —  of 
releasing  this  woman  from  a  scene  of  misery  and  de- 
bauchery, to  which  no  man  should  ever  be  consigned,  if 
I  had  my  will,  but  the  infliction  of  which,  on  any  woman, 
is  perhaps  even  more  frightful  and  barbarous.  Now  I  ask 
you,  my  dear  sir,  not  only  as  your  legal  adviser,  but  as  your 
very  true  friend,  will  you  let  slip  the  occasion  of  attaining 
all  these  objects,  and  doing  all  this  good,  for  the  paltry 
consideration  of  a  few  pounds  finding  their  way  into  the 
pockets  of  a  couple  of  rascals,  to  whom  it  makes  no  man* 
ner  of  difference,  except  that  the  more  they  gain,  the 
more  ^efU  seek,  and  so  the  sooner  be  led  into  some 
piece  of  knavery  that  must  end  in  a  crash  ?  I  have  put 
these  considerations  to  you,  my  dear  sir,  very  feebly  and 
imperfectly,  but  I  ask  you  to  think  of  them — turn  them 
over  in  your  mind  as  long  as  you  please :  I  wait  here 
most  patiently  for  your  answer.** 

Before  Mr.  Pickwick  could  reply ;  before  Mr.  Perker 
had  taken  one  twentieth  part  of  the  snuff  with  whidh  so 
unusually  long  an  address  imperatively  required  to  be 
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followed  tup;  *Ui«re  W9s  a  k>w  wmrnmimg.ol  voicea  eat' 
Mof  ftikd  tUe&  aheMtn&kg. knock  at  tbe dgor. 

^  Dcar^  dear,*?  eopolaiiDed  Mr^  Pickwick)  who  liad  beeo 
.eTidentlj  rouaed  .by  his  firiea^a' appeal;  ^  what  an  an- 
^MjranoeUiatdMriB!    Whoisthat?" 

^.He^  mt"  feptied  Sam  iWeUer»  puttiag  in  his  head. 

^ I «aa't.«peak  to  yoa  jast  iiow»  Sam,"  aaid  lie;  Pick- 
wick.   ^lamiNigagadyatthiaiaieiiieQtiSaaL'' 

^  Beg  your  paiitev^iry''  r^|ouied  Mr.  Wetter*  ^  But 
here'a  a  i»tif  here^  aiiv  as  aaya  she's  'Senethin'  werj  par- 
tieUer  to  disclose." 

*<  I  oai^'t  isee  aqy  ladj,"  repUed  Mr.  Pkkfnek,  whose 
mind-  was  fiUed  with'  vlaiooa  of  Mrs*  BardelL 

^I  vouldo't  make  too  sure  o'  that,  airr  urged  Mr. 

WeUer,  diaking  hialiead.  ^  If  you  know'd  who  was  near, 

;  sir,  I  rajther  think  yoa'd -change  your  noto;  aa  the  hawk 

remarked  to  himself,  with  a  ckeerfnl  laugh,  veil  he  heerd 

the  rolMn  redbijeast  a^singin'  round  the  eomer." 

«  Who  k  it  ?  "  inquirod  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"<  Will  you  see.  her,  sir  ?  "  asked  Mr.  WiiUer»  holding 
the  door  in  his  hand,  aa  if  he  had  some  curious  live  ani- 
mal lon  .the  other  aide. 

^^  I  suppose  I.  mttst,"»^d  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  at 
.  Perker. 

"<  Well  then,  all  in  to  begmt"  cried  Sam.  <" Sound 
the  gong,  drandip. the; curtain)  and  enter  the  two  oon- 
6p^^^or8." 

As  Sam  Waller  spoke^  ha  threw  ihe  door  open,  and 
theix)  rushed  tumuUuoualy  Jnto  the  ^room,  Mr.  Nathaniel 
Winkle :  leading  after  him,  by  the  hand,  Ike.  ideattcal 
young  ibdy  who,  at  Dingley  Delly  had  worn  the-  boots 
.  with  the  fur  round  the  lops  {  and  who,  now  a  very  plea^^ 
ing  gompouod  -of  blnahea  and  ooafusiony  «bd  like  aQk, 
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and  a  smart  bonnet,  and  a  lich  laoe  vefl,  loolfed  prettief 
than  ever. 

**  Miss  Arabella  Allen  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  IMckwiek, 
rising  from  his  chfdr. 

"No,**  replied  Mr.  Winkle,  dropping  on  his  knee?, 
"  Mrs.  Winkle.     Pardon,  my  dear  friend,  pardon  !  ** 

Mr.  Pickwick  could  scarcely  believe  the  evidence  of 
his  own  senses,  and  {Perhaps  would  not  have  done  soy  but 
for  the  corroborative  testimony  afforded  by  the  ?miling 
countenance  of  Perker,  and  the  bodrly*  presence,  in  the 
background,  of  Sam  and  the  pretty  housemaid :  who  ap- 
peared to  contemplate  the  proceedings  with  the  liveliest 
satisfaction. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Arabella,  in  a  low  voice,  aa 
if  alarmed  at  the  silence,  *♦  (^n  you  fbrgive  my  impru- 
dence ?  " 

Mr.  Pickwick  returned  no  verbal  response  to  this  ap- 
peal ;  but  he  took  off  his  spectacles  ii^  great  haste,  and 
seizing  both  the  young  lady's  hands  ip  his,  kissed' her  a 
great  number  of  times  —  perhaps  a  greater  number  thani 
was  absolutely  necessary  —  and  then,  still  retaining  one 
of  her  hands,  told  Mr.  Winkle  he  was  an  audacious 
young  dog,  and  bade  him  get  up :  which  Mr.  Winkle, 
who  had  been,  for  some  seconds,  scratching  his  nose  with 
the  brim  of  his  hat,  in  a  penitent  manner,  did ;  where- 
upon Mr.  Pickwick  slapp^.  him  on  the  back  several  times j 
and  then  shook  hands  heartily  with  Perker,  who,  not  to 
be  behindhand  in  the  compliments  of  the  occasion,  sa- 
luted both  the  bride  artd  the  pretty  housemaid  with  right 
good-will,  and  having  wrung  Mr.  Winkle's  hand  most 
cordially,  wound  up  his  demonstrations  of  joy,  by  taking 
snuff  enough  to  set  any  half  dozen  men,  with  ordinarily 
con»:trncted  noses,  a-sneezing  for  life. 
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<"  Whj,  mj  dear  g^"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  **  how  has 
all  this  come  ahout?  Come,  sit  down,  and  let  me  hear 
it  alL  How  well  she  looks,  doesn't  she,  Perker  ?  **  added 
Mr.  Pickwick,  surveying  Arabella's  face  with  a  look  of 
as  much  pride  and  exultation  as  if  she  had  been  his 
daughter. 

^  Deli^tful,  mj  dear  sir,''  replied  the  litUe  man.  ^  Jf 
I  were  not  a  married  man  myself,  I  should  be  disposed 
to  envy  you,  you  dog."  Thus  expressing  himself^  the  lit- 
tle lawyer  gave  Mr.  Winkle  a  poke  in  the  chest,  which 
that  gentleman  reciprocated;  after  which  they  both 
laughed  very  loudly,  but  not  so  loudly  as  Mr.  Samuel 
Weller :  who  had  just  relieved  his  feelings  by  kissing  the 
pretty  housemaid,  under  cover  of  the  cupboard-door. 

^  I  can  never  be  grateful  enough  to  you,  Sam,  I  am 
sui-e,"  said  Arabella,  with  the  sweetest  smile  imaginable. 
*^  I  shidl  not  forget  your  exertions  in  the  garden  at  Clif- 
ton." 

^  Don't  say  nothin'  wotever  about  it,  ma'am,"  replied 
Sam.  ^I  only  assisted  natur',  ma'am;  as  the  doctor 
said  to  the  boy's  mother,  arter  he'd  bled  him  to  death.** 

"  Mary,  my  dear,  sit  down,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  cut- 
ting short  these  compliments.  ^  Now  then  —  how  long 
have  you  been  married,  eh  ?  " 

Arabella  looked  bashfully  at  her  lord  and  masti'r, 
who  replied,  "  Only  three  days." 

"  Only  three  days,  eh  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  «  Why, 
what  have  you  been  doing  these  three  months  ?" 

*•  Ah,  to  be  sure,"  interposed  Perker ;  "  come  1  Ac- 
count for  this  idleness.  You  see  Pickwick's  only  aston- 
ishment is,  that  it  wasn't  all  over  months  ago." 

•*  Why  the  fact  is,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle,  looking  al  his 
blushing  young  wife,  '<  that  I  could  not  persuade  Bella  to 
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run  away,  for  a  long  time ;  aad  when  I  bad  pereuAdcd 
hetf  it  was  a  long  time  more,  before  we  could  find  an  fnp* 
portimitj.  Mary  bad  to  give  a  montb'B  warning  too,  be- 
fore ghe  conld  leave  ber  place  next  door,  and  we  couldn't 
possibly  bare  done  it  without  ber  aaaistancef*' 

^  Upon  my  word,^  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  by 
this  time  bad  resumed  bis  spectacles,  and  was  looking 
from  Arabella  to  Winkle,  and  from  Winkle  to  Arabella, 
with  as  much  delight  depicted  in  bis  countenance  as 
Ti^arm-beartedness  and  kindly  feeling  can  communicate  to 
•the  human  face  -*—  ^  \i\yoa  my  word !  you  seem  to  have 
been  very  systematic  in  your  prooeedingau  And  h  yoqr 
brother  acquainted  with  ail  this,  my  dear  P  " 

^Oh,  no^  no,**  replied  Arabelia,  changing  color. 
'*  Dear  Mr.  Pickwick,  he  must  only  know  it  from  yoa 
—  from  your  lips  alone.  He  is  so  vjk>len!t,  so  preju- 
diced, and  has  been  so — lo  anxious  in  behalf  of  his 
friend,  Mr.  Sawyer,"  added  ArabeUa,  kK>king  down, 
^that  I  fear  the  cooseqiieneee  dreadfully." 

*^  Ah,  to  be  sore,'  said  Perker,  gravely.  ^  Ton  muf t 
take  this  matter  in  hand  fcr  them,  my  dear  sir.  Thei0e 
young  nsen  will  ve^>eet  you,  when  they  would  listen  to 
nobody  else.  Yo^  most  prevent  mischief  my  dear  sir. 
Hot  blood  —  hot  blood."  And  the  little  man  took  a 
warning  pindi,  and  shook  his  head,  doubtfully. 

'^  You  forget,  my  lore,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  gently, 
*"  you  forget  that  I  am  a  prisoner." 

"^  No,  indeed  I  do  not,  my  dear  sir,"  replied  Arabella* 
'*  1  never  have  forgotten  it:  I  have  never  ceased  to  think 
buw  great  your  sufferings  must  have  been  in  this  shock- 
ing f»lace;  but  I  hoped  that  what  no  consideration  for 
yourself  would  induce  you  to  do,  a  regard  to  our  happi- 
ness, might.   If  my  brother  hears  of  tliis,  fii-st,  from  you,  1 
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IM  eertaiD  we  6hall  be  recondlecL  He  is  mj  only  refai- 
tion  in  the  world,  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  unless  joa  plead 
for  me,  I  fear  I  have  lost  ev«i  him.  I  have  done  wrong 
— very,  very  wrong,  I  know.**  Here  poor  Arabella  hid 
her  face  in  her  handkerchief,  and  wept  bitterly* 

Mr.  Pidtwick^s  nature  was  a  good  deal  worked  upon, 
by  these  same  tears ;  but  when  Mrs.  Winkle,  drying  h<tf 
eyes,  took  to  coaxing  and  entreating  in  the  sweetest  tones 
ef  a  very  sweet  voioe,  he  became  particularly  restless, 
and  evidently  undecided  how  to  act,  as  was  evinced  by 
sundry  nervous  rubbings  of  his  q[>eotacle-glaases,  nose, 
tights,  head,  and  gaiters. 

Taking  advantage  of  these  symptoms  of  indecision, 
Mr.  Perker  (to  whom,  it  appeared,  the  young  couple 
had  driven  straight. that  morning)  urged,  with  legal  point 
-  and  8lu*ewdne8s>  that  Mr.  Winkle,  senior,  was  still  unac- 
quainted with  the  important  rise  in  life's  ifigbt  of  steps 

•  whid)  bis  son  had  taken ;  that  the  future  expectations  of 
the  said  son  depended  entirely  upon  die  said  Winkle, 
senior,  continuing  to  regard  him  with  ondiminished  feel- 
ings of  affeetion  apd  attachment,  which  it  was  very  ub« 
likely  he  would,. if  this  great  event  were  long  k^t  a  se- 

•  cret  from  him ;  that  Mr.  Pickwick  repdring  to  Bristol  to 
seek  Mr.  Allen,  might,  wi£h  equal  reason,  repair  to  Bir« 
mingliam  to  seek  Mr.  Winkle,  senior;  ksHy,  that  Mr. 
Winkle,  senior,  had  good  right  and  title  to  consider  Mr. 
Pickwick  as  in  some  degree  the  guaiHlian  and  adviser  of 
his  son,  and  that  it  eon>equently  behooved  that  gentleman, 
and  was  indeed  due  to  bis  personal  character,  to  acquauit 
the  aforesaid  Winkle,  senior,  personally,  and  by  word  of 
mouth,  with  (he  >\hole  circumstances  of  the  case,  and  with 
^lie  share  he  had  taken  in  the  transaction. 

Mr.  Tupman  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  arrived,  most  oppot- 
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tuneljr^iQ  this  stage  of  the  pleadings,  aikd  as  H  was  neoes* 
sary  to  explain  to  them  all  thai  had  occurred,  together 
with  the  Tanous  reasons  pro  and  con.,  the  whole  of  the  ar- 
gnaioits  Wttre  gone  oTer  again,  after  whidb  ererybody 
urged  every  argument  in  his  own  way,  and  at  his  own 
leii|^  Jbid,  at  last,  Mr.  PiokWidL,  fairly  ar^ed  and 
remonstrated  out  of  all  his  resolutions,  and  being  in  im< 
.minent  danger  of  being  argued  and  remonstrated  out  of 
his  wits,  caught  Arabdla  in  his  arms,  and  declaring  that 
she  was  a  rery  amiable  creature,  and  that  he  didn't 
know  how  it  was,  but  he  had  always  been  very  Ibnd  of 
her,  from  the  first,  said  he  could  never  find  it  in  his  heart 
to  stand  in  the  way  of  young  people's  happiness,  and 
they  might  do  with  him  as  they  pleased. 

Mr.  Welter's  first  act,  on  hearing  this  concession,  was 
to  despatf  }i  Job  Trotter  to  the  Dlustrioiis  Mr.  Pell,  with 
an  authoi  ity  to  deliver  to  the  bearer  the  formal  disdiarge 
which  Ills  prudent  parent  had  hlul  the  foresight  to  leave 
in  the  hmids  of  that  learned  gentleman,  in  case  it  should 
be,  at  any  time,  required  oft  an  emergency ;  his  next 
proc^edifig  was  to  invest  his  whole  stock  of  ready  money, 
in  the  puit^hase  of  five-«iMl-tWenty  gallons  of  mild  por- 
ter :  which  he  himself  dispensed  on  the  racket  gtound  to 
everybody  who  would  partake  of  it ;  this  done,  he  hur- 
ra'd  in  divers  parts  of  the  building  until  he  lost  his  voice, 
and  then  quietly  i^lapsed  into  his  usual  collected  and 
philosophical  condition. 

At  three  o'clock  that  afternoon,  Mr.  Pickwick  took  a 
last  look  1^  his  little  room,  and  made  his  way,  as  well  as 
lie  could,  thuough  the  throng  of  debtors  who  pressed  ear 
gerly  forward  to  shake  him  by  the  hand,  until  he  reached 
the  lodge  steps.  He  turned,  here,  to  look  about  him,  and 
his  eye  lightened  as  he  did  so.     In  all  the  crowd  of  wan. 
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-«mtej*M  ^Kses,  be  saw  not  one  wludi  was  net  tbe  k^ 
•pier  ibr  his  sjmpathj  aod  charity. 

^  Pefker,"  said  Mr.  Pkdcwiek,  beckoning  one  yonmg 
niaa  towards  him,  ^this  is  Mr.  Jiagley  whon  I  spoke  to 
fOQ  about'' 

^Very  good,  mj  dear  sir,"  replied  Perker,  looking 
hard  at  Jingle.  ^  You  wiH  see  me  again,  yirang  mtm^ 
to-morrow.  I  hope  700  may  five  to  remendier  and  feel 
deeply  what  I  shall  hare  to  eoBmranicate,  sir." 

Jingle  bowed  respectfolly,  trembled  very  mueh  as  be 
took  Mr.  Pickwick's  proflfered  band,  and  withdrew. 

^  Job  you  know,  I  diink?**  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  pre* 
^senting  that  gentleman. 

"  I  know  the  rascal,"  replied  Perker,  good-hnmoredly. 
"  See  after  yonr  friend,  and  be  in  the  way  to-morrow  at 
one.     Do  you  hear  F     Now,  is  there  anything  more  ?  ** 

"Nothing,"  rerjovied  Mr.  Pickwick.  "Yon  have  def- 
livered  the  little  parcel  I  gave  yon  for  yonr  M  landlord, 
Sam?" 

**  I  have,  sir,"  replied  Sanu  "  He  ba*8t  oat  a-crylnt, 
sir,  and  said  you  wos  wery  gen'iy>u8  and  thoc^htful,  and 
he  only  wished  yon  could  have  Imn  innockilated  for  a 
galk^imi'  consumption,  ibr  his  old  inend  as  had  lived 
here  so  long,  wos  dead,  and  he'd  noweres  to  look  for 
another." 

*  Poor  felk)w,  poor  fellow  I "  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  "God 
bless  you,  my  friends  I" 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  uttered  this  adieu,  the  crowd  nosed 
a  loud  shout  Many  among  them  were  presskig  forward 
to  shake  him  by  Uie  hand,  again,  when  he  drew  his  am 
through  Perkcr's,  and  hurried  from  the  prison :  iar  noR 
Bad  and  melancholy  for  the  moment,  than  when  he  had 
fiivt  entered  it     Alas  I  how  many  sad  and  unhappy  be^ 
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ings  bad  he  left  behind!  and  how  many  of  them  lie 
caged  there,  still ! 

A  bappj  evening  was  that  for,  at  least,  one  par^  in 
the  Greorge  and  Vulture;  and  light  and  cheerful  were 
two  of  the  hearts  that  emerged  from  its  hospitable  door 
next  morning.  The  owners  thereof,  were  Mr.  Pickwick 
and  Sam  Weller,  tiie  former  ef  whom  was  speedily  de- 
posited inside  a  comfortable  post-coach,  with  a  little 
dickey  behind,  in  «hi«h  the  latter  mounted  with  gre^t 
•gility. 

^  Sir,"  called  out  Mr,  WeUer,  to  his  master. 

^  Well,  Sam,**  implied  Mr.  Pickwick,  thrusting  his 
head  out  of  the  window. 

^  I  wish  them  hones  had  been  three  months  and  bet- 
ter in  the  Fleet,  sin'' 

"  Why,  Sam  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick* 

^  Wy,  sir,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Weller,  rubbing  his  lmnd% 
**  how  they  would  go  if  they  had  been  I " 
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CHAPTEB  XLVm 

SSLATE8  HOW  UK.  PICKWICK,  WITH  THE  ABSISTAHCk 
OF  SAMUEL  WELLSB,  ESSAYED  TO  SOFTEN  THE 
HEART  OF  MR.  BENJAMIN  ALLF^,  AND  TO  MOLLIFY 
THE   WRATH  OF  MR.   ROBERT   8AWTER. 

Mr.  Ben  Allen  and  Mr.  Bob  Sawjer  sat  together 
in  the  little  surgery  behind  the  shop,  discussing  minoed 
veal  and  future  prospects,  when  the  discourse,  not  unnat- 
urally, turned  upon  the  practice  acquired  bj  Bob  the 
aforesaid,  and  his  present  chances  of  deriving  a  compe- 
tent independence  from  the  honorable  profession  to  which 
he  had  devoted  himself. 

—  **  Which,  I  think,**  observed  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  pur- 
suing the  thread  of  the  subject,  **  which  I  think,  Ben, 
are  rather  dubious." 

^  What's  rather  dubious  ? "  inquired  Mr.  Ben  AUen, 
at  the  «ame  time  sharpening  his  intellects  with  a  draught 
of  beer.     "  What's  dubious  ?  " 

*<  Why,  the  chances,"  responded  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

**  I  forgot,"  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen.  "  The  beer  has  re- 
minded me  that  I  forgot,  Bob  —  yes  ;  they  are  dubious." 

^  It's  wonderful  how  the  poor  people  patronize  me," 
said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  reflectively.  "They  knock  me 
up,  at  all  hours  of  the  night ;  they  take  medicine  to  an 
extent  which  I  should  have  conceived  impossible ;  they 
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put  on  blisters  and  leesheB  witb  a  perrseyeraooe  worth j 
of  a  better  <»use ;  they  make  additions  to  their  familiee, 
in  a  manner  which  is  qnite  awfuL  Six  of  those  last- 
named  little  promissory  notes,  all  doe  on  the  same  day, 
Ben,  and  all  intrusted  to  aoe  I " 

«*Ifs  very  gratifymg,  isn't  it?"  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen, 
holding  his  plate  for  some  more  minced  veal. 

**  Oh,  very,"  replied  Bob  ;  "  only  not  quite  so  mnch 
00,  as  the  confidence  of  patients,  with  a  shillipg  or  two 
to  spare,  would  be.  This  business  was  capitally  de- 
scribed in  the  advertisement,  Ben.  It  is  a  practice,  a 
very  extensive  praetice  -*  and  that's  all.'' 

*^  Bob,''  said  Mr.  Ben  Alien,  laying  down  his  knife  and 
fork,  and  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  visage  of  his  friend: 
**  Bob,  ni  tell  you  what  it  is." 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

^  Tott  mast  make  yourself,  with  ad  little  delay  as  pos- 
sible, master  of  AjabeiWs  on^  thousand  pounds." 

'^  Three  per  cent,  consolidated  Bank  annuities,  now 
standing  in  her  iiame  in  the  book  Or  books  of  the  Gov- 
ernor and  Company  of  the  Bank  of  England,"  added 
Bob  Sawyer,  m  legal  phrasecdogy. 

'^  Exactly  so,"  said  Ben.  **  She  has  it  when  she  comes 
of  age,  or  marries.  She  wants  a  year  of  coming  of  age, 
and  if  you  plucked  up  a  spirit  she  neednH  want  a  month 
of  being  married." 

*^  She's  a  very  charming  and  delightfel  creature,*' 
quoth  Mr.  Bobert  Sawyer,  in  reply ;  ^  and  has  only  one 
fault  thai  I  know  of,  Ben.  It  happens,  unfortunately, 
that  that  single  blemish  is  a  want  of  taste.  She  don't 
like  me." 

^  It^s  my  opinion  that  Bhe  don't  know  what  she  does 
Uko,"  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  contempluoudy. 
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«  Perhaps  not,*  remarked  Bir.  Bob  Sawyet.  ^  Bat 
it's  my  opinion  that  she  does  kaow  what  the-doem't  like, 
and  that's  of  more  importance." 

^  I  wish,''  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  setting  his  teedi  to- 
gether, and  speaking  more  liire  a  saTBgo  warrior  who  fbd 
on  raw  wolfs  fle«h  which  he  carved  with  his  fingers^  than 
a  peaceable  yoang  gentleman  who  eat  miaced  veai  wUh 
a  knife  and  fork,  ^  I  wish  I  knew  whether  any  rascal 
really  has  been  tampering  with  her,  and  attemptmg  to 
engage  her  affections.  I  think  I  should  assassinaite  him. 
Bob.** 

*"  rd  put  a  bullet  hi  him,  if  I  fennd  him  out,''  said 
Mr.  Sawyer,  stopping  in  the  course  of  a  long  draught  of 
beer,  and  looking  malignantly  out  of  the  porttr^pot  ^If 
that  didn't  do  his  business,  Fd  extract  it  afterwards,  and 
kill  him  that  way.* 

Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  gassed  abstraete^y  on  his  friend 
for  some  minutes  in  silence,  and  then  said  •*- 

*  You  have  never  propoeed  to  her,  point-blank,  Bob  ?* 

^  No.  Because  I  saw  it  woidd  be  of  no  use,*  replied 
Mr.  Robert  Sawyer. 

^  Tou  shall  do  it,  beibre  you  ave  twenty*ibiir  hours 
older,*  retorted  Ben,  with  deaperate  caknaen.  ^She 
lAoff  have  you,  or  111  know  the  reasoa  wbj,  Fll  exert 
toiy  authotity.* 

«  Well,*  said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  «  we  sbaU  aee,* 

^  We  shmK  see,  my  fHend,*  repKed  Mr.  Ben  Allen, 
fiercely.  He  paused  for  a  few  seconds,  aad  added  io  a 
voice  broken  by  emotion,  "  You  have  teved  her  from  a 
child,  my  friend  —  you  loved  her  when  we  were  boys  at 
school  together,  and  even  then,  she  was  wayward,  mid 
sKgfatod  your  young  feeKngs.  Do  yon  reoolleet,  wih  all 
the  eagerness  of  a  cfaiid's  love,  one  di^  presaiag  upon 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THK  PICKWICK  CLUB.  109 

her  acceptancey  two  BBmH  euw^ajr-eeed  biacuitd  and  ane 
Bweet  apple,  neatly  folded  into  %  dreolar  parcel  with  the 
leaf  of  aoopj-book?'' 

''I  do,''  replied  Bob  Sftwjer. 

<"  She  sUghted  that,  I  think  ?**  said  Ben  Allen. 

"^  She  did,**  icgoined  Bob.  "<  She  said  I  had  kept  the 
parcel  so  long  in  the  pockets  of  mj  oooduroys,  that  the 
apple  was  nnpleasantlj  warm." 

^  I  remember,''  said  Mr.  Allen,  gloomily.  **  Upon 
which  we  ate  it  onrB^res,  in  aHemate  faitefl*" 

Bob  Sawyer  intimated  his  recolledioB  of  the  cireum- 
stance  last  alluded  to,  by  a  nwknoboly  frown  ',  and  the 
two  friends  reaiained  for  some  time  absoriied,  each  in  his 
own  meditalions. 

While  these  obsenrations  were  being  excfaanged  he* 
tween  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  and  Mr.  Bei^amin  Allen :  and 
while  the  boy  in  the  gray  livery,  marveUing  at  the  im- 
wonted  prolongation  of  the  dinner,  cast  an  anxious  look, 
from  time  to  time,  towards  the  glass  door,  distracted  by 
inward  niisgivingB  regarding  the  amount  of  minced  yea) 
which  wonld  be  ultimately  reaerred  for  his  indiyidual 
cravings ;  those  rolled  soberly  on,  thnrngb  the  streets  of 
Bristol,  a  private  fly,  painted  of  a  sad  green  color,  drawa 
by  a  chubby  sort  of  biown  horae,  and  driven  by  a  surly* 
kicking  man  with  his  legs  dressed  like  the  legs  of  a 
groom,  and  his  body  attired  in  the  coat  of  a  noachmaik 
Such  appearances  are  oonmon  to  many  vehicles  belong- 
ing to,  aad  maintained  by,  old  ladies  cf  eoooomical  hab« 
its ;  and  in  this  vehicle,  sat  an  old  lady  who  was  its 
mIstvesB  aad  pinprietor. 

^  Mortia  1 "  said  the  old  lady  calling  to  the  suriy  man^ 
out  of  the  front  window* 

"^  WeU?"  said  the  surly  mMv  touching  his  hat  to  the 
old  lady. 
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«"  Mr.  Sawyei^s,"  said  the  dd  lady. 

'  I  was  going  there,"  said  the  surly  man. 

The  old  lady  nodded  the  satisfaction  which  this  proof 
of  the  surly  man's  foresight  imparled  to  her  fedings ; 
and  the  surly  man  giTing  a  smart  lash  to  the  chubby 
horse,  they  all  repaired  to  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer's  together. 

"^  Martin ! "  said  the  okl  lady,  when  the  fly  stopped  at 
the  door  of  Mr.  Robert  Sawyer  late  Kockemorf. 

''Well?"  said  Martm. 

"•  Ask  the  lad  to  step  oot,  and  ini&d  the  hoffae." 

'*  Fm  going  to  mind  the  horse  myself,''  said  Maftin, 
laying  his  whip  on  die  roof  of  the  fly. 

^  I  oan't  permit  it,  on  any  accoont,"  said  d&e  old  lady ; 
''  your  testimony  will  be  very  important,  and  I  must  take 
yoB  into  the  house  with  me^  Too  must  not  stir  fiiom  my 
fide  during  the  whole  interview.     Do  you  hear?** 

"  I  hear,"  repHed  Martin* 

''Well;  what  are  you  stopping  for?" 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Martin.  So  saying,  the  sorly  man 
leisur^  descended  irom  the  wheel,  on  which  he  had 
been  poising  himself  on  the  tope  of  the  toes  of  his  right 
foot,  and  having  somaioned  iHut  b^  in  tiie  gray  livery, 
epeaed  the  eoaefa^door)  flung  down  the  steps,  and  thrust* 
ing  in  a  hand  enveloped  in  a  dari^  wash-leather  glove, 
pulled  out  the  old  lady  with  as  much  anoonoem  in  faia 
manner  as  \£  she  were  a  bandbox* 

"  Dear  me,"  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  "I  am  so  flur* 
ried,  now  I  have  got  here,  Martin,  that  Fm  aU  in  a  trem* 
ble." 

Mr.  Martin  coughed  behind  the  dark  wadi-^eadier 
glove,  bat  expressed  no  sympathy ;  so  the  old  kdy,  com- 
posing herself,  trotted  up  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer'e  steps,  and 
Mr.  Martin  followed.    Imnediateiy  upon  t^e  old  lady's 
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entenng  the  shop,  Mr.  BenJAmin  Allen  and  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer,  who  had  been  putting  the  spirits  and  water  out 
of  sight,  and  upsetting  nauseous  drugs  to  take  off  the 
Bmell  of  the  tobacco^nu>ke,  issued  hastily  fortib  in  a 
transport  of  pleasure  and  affection. 

^My  dear  aunt,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  '^how 
kind  of  you  to  look  in  upon  us  I  Mr.  Sawyer,  aunt  | 
my  friend  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  that  I  have  spoken  to  yoq 
about,  regarding-*— yon  know,  annt"  And  here  Mr. 
Ben  Allen,  who  was  not  at  the  moment  extraordinarily 
sober,  added  the  word  ^  ArabeUa,"  in  what  was  meant 
to  be  a  whisper,  but  which  was,  in  6ot,  an  especially 
audible  and  distinct  tone  of  speech,  which  nobody  could 
avoid  hearing,  if  anybody  were  so  disposed. 

**  My  dear  Benjamin,*"  said  the  old  lady,  struggling 
with  a  great  shortness  of  breath,  and  trembling  from 
head  to  foot  —  "  don't  be  alarmed^  my  dear,  but  I  think 
I  had  better  speak  to  Mr.  Sawyer,  alone,  for  a  moment 
—  only  for  one  moment" 

^  Bob,"  said  Mr»  Ben  Allen,  ^  will  yon  take  my  aunt 
into  the  surgery  ?  " 

*'  Certainly,"  responded  Bob,  io  a  most  professional 
voice.  ''Step  this  way,  my  dear  ma'anu  Don't  be 
frightened^  ma'am.  We  shall  be  able  to  set  yon  to 
rights  in  a  very  short  time,  I  have  no  doubt,  ma'am* 
Here,  my  dear  ma'am.  Now  then  I "  With  this,  Mr. 
Bob  Sawyer  having  handed  the  old  lady  to  a  chair,  shot 
the  door,  drew  another  chair  close  to  her,  and  waited  to 
hear  detailed,  the  symptoms  of  some  disorder  from  which 
he  saw  in  perspective  a  long  tnun  of  profits  and  advan- 


The  first  thing  the  old  lady  did,  was  to  shake  her  head 
a  great  many  times,  and  begin  to  cry. 
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^  Nerroas,"  said  Bob  Sawyer  complacently.  ••  Cam- 
plior-jalep  and  water  tliree  times  a-day,  and  composing 
draught  at  nighf 

*  I  don^  know  how  to  b^n,  Mr.  Sawyer,"  said  ^e 
old  lady.    "  It  is  so  very  pamfbl  and  distressmg." 

^  You  need  not  begin,  ma'am,*'  rejoined  Mr.  Bob  law- 
yer. ^  I  can  anticipate  all  yon  would  say.  The  head  h 
in  fealt* 

*  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  think  it  was  the  hearty* 
said  the  old  kdy,  wfth  a  slight  groan. 

*  Not  the  slightest  danger  of  fhat,  ma'am,"  repHed 
Bob  Sawyer.    *  The  stomach  is  the  primary  cause.* 

*  Mr.  Sawyer  I "  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  starting. 
<^Not  the  least  ^ubt  of  it,  ma'am,"  rejoraed   Boh, 

looking  wondrous  wise.    ''Medicine,  in  time,  my  dear 
ma'am,  would  hare  prevented  ft  all." 

«*  Mr.  Sawyer,"  said  Ae  oH  lady,  more  flurried  tiian 
before,  **  this  conduct  is  eidier  great  impertinence  to  one 
in  my  situation,  sir,  or  it  arises  from  your  not  ondei^ 
standing  the  object  of  my  visit  If  it  had  been  in  the 
power  of  medicine,  or  any  foresight  I  could  have  used, 
to  prevent  what  has  occorred,  I  should  oertamTy  have 
done  90.  I  had  better  see  ieny  nephew  at  once,"  said  the 
6Id  lady,  twirfing  her  reticule  in^gnantly,  and  rising  as 
•he  spoke. 

*  Stop  a  moment,  ma^am,*^ said  Bob  Sawyer ;  ^I  am 
afhdd  I  have  not  miderstood  yovL  What  U  die  matter, 
ma'am?" 

**  My  niece,  Mr.  Sawyer,"  said  ihe  old  lady  —  *  your 
friend's  sister." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Bob,  all  impatience ;  for  the  old 
hdy,  although  much  agitated,  spoke  with  die  most  tanta- 
lizing deliberadon,  as  old  ladies  often  do.  **  Yes,  ma'^im  ?* 
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^  JjA  my  kom«,  Mr*  Sawyer,  three  dft/s  ago,  on  a 
pretended  yliil  to  my  nster^  aaotlier  aont  of  hen,  wha 
keepa  the  large  boarding-achool  just  beyond  the  third 
nai^'BtooAf  where  there  m  a  very  kige  laburnum  tree 
and  an  oak-gate,**  said  the  old  kdj^  slopping  in  this  plaee 
tc  dry  her  eyes. 

"^  Oh,  devil  take  the  kbmnum  tree  I  ma'am,"  said  Bob^ 
quite  Ibii^tting  his  profesncoial  dignity  in  his  anxie^« 
^  Qei  on  a  little  ftiter ;  fut  a  Ultle  more  steam  (m» 
ma'am,  pmy.** 

""This  monung^"  said  the  old  lad^,  slowly,  <<thia 
morning,  Atb**^ — ► 

^  She  came  bade,  ma'am,  I  sHq^poae,"  said  Bob,  whh 
^eat  animadon*    ^  Did  she  comeback?" 

^  No,  she  did  not  -r-  she  wrote^"  replied  the  old  lady. 

<<  What  did  she  say  ?"  inquired  Bob^  eagerly. 

^  She  said,  Mr.  Sawyer,"  replied  the  old  lady-^  ^and 
it  is  this,  I  want  you  to  prepare  Bei\|ami&'s  mind  ^ 
gently  and  by  degreea;  she  said  that  she  was  — I  have 
got  the  letter  ia  my  po<^et,  Mr.  Sawyeiy  but  my  glasses 
are  in  the  caniage,  and  I  should  only  waste  your  time  if 
I  attempted  to  point  out  the  passage  to  y^a^  without 
them ;  she  said,  In  shoirt,  Mr«  Sawyezv  tha*  she  was 
married^" 

<«  Whatl"  said,  cr  rather  shouted,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

^  Married,"  repealed  the  old  lady. 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  stopped  to  hear  up  more  $  hut  dart^ 
ing  from  the  surgery  into  the  outer  shop,  cried  in  a  sten- 
toriaa  voice,  ^  Ben,  my  boy,  she's  bolted ! " 

Mr.  Ben  Allen,  who  had  been  Numbering  behind  the 
counter,  with  bis  head  half  a  foot  or  so  below  his  knees, 
DO  sooner  heard  this  appalting  communication,  than  he 
made  a  precijutate  rush  at  Mr.  Martin,  and  twistbg  hie 
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band  in  the  neckcloth  of  thai  tadturn  servkor,  expreBsed 
an  intention  of  choking  him  where  be  etocni :  which  in* 
tention,  with  a  promptitude  oflen  the  effect  of  de8i»eni- 
tion,  he  at  once  commenced  earrying  into  ezecntiony  with 
much,  vigor  and  snigical  skilL 

Mr.  Martin,  who  was  a  man  of  few  words,  and  po^ 
seesed  but  little  power  of  eloqumice  or  persoaaioB,  sub- 
mitted to  Ak  operation  with  a  vtarj  calm  and  agreeable 
QxpresnoB  of  eountenanoe,  ^r  sotaae  teeonda ;  findrng, 
however,  that  it  threatened  speedily  to  lead  to  a  result 
which  would  pla^  it  beyond  hit  power  to  elaim  any 
wages,  board  or  otherwise,  in  all  time  to  come,  he  mut* 
tared  ah  inartteulate  remonstmnee,  and  fblled  Mr.  Ben- 
jamin Allen  to  the  ground*  As  tiiat  gentleman  had  his 
hands  entangled  in  his  cravat,  he  had  no  alternative  but 
to  follow  him  to  the  floor.  There  they  both  lay  strug- 
gling, when  the  shop-door  opened,  and  the  paiiy  was 
increased  by  the  arrival  of  two  most  unexpected  visitors: 
to  wit,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Samuel  Well^. 

The  impression  at  once  prodooed  iipon  Mr.  WeQer^s 
mind  by  what  he  saw^  was,  that  Mr.  Martm  was  hired 
by  the  establishment  of  Sawyer  late  l^ockemoif,  to  take 
strong  medicine,  or  to  go  into  fits  and  be  experimental*- 
ized  upon,  or  to  swallow  poison  now  and  then  with  the 
view  of  testing  the  efficacy  of  some  sew  antidotes,  or  to 
do  something  or  other  to  promote  ike  great  sdenee  of 
medicine^  and  gratify  the  ardent  spirit  pf  inqoiry  h»ni- 
rng  in  the  bof«ms  of  its  two  young  professors.  Say  witli-^ 
out  presuming  to  interfere,  Sara  stood  perfectly  still,  and 
looked  on,  as  if  he  weremighttiy  interested  in  the  result 
of  the  then  pending  experiment  Not  so,  Mr.  Pickwick* 
He  at  once  threw  himself  on  the  astonished  oombatants, 
with  his  accustomed  energy^  and  loudly  called  upon  thd' 
by-standers  to  interpose. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICE  CLUB.  IH 

This  roiiBed  Ml*.  Bob  Sawyer^  who  had  been  faitherta 
|iiite  paraljzed  by  the  frenzj  of  bt»  oompanion ;  and  wi  A 
that  gentleman's  assistance,  Mr.  Pickwick  raised  Ben 
Allen  to  hb  feet.  Mr.  Martin,  finding  himself  alone  €fn 
the  flow,  got  up,  and  looked  about  hhn. 

^  Mr.  Allen,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  '^  what  is  the  mat 
tcr,  sir?" 

"  Never  mind,  shr  I "  replkd  Mr.  Allen,  with  haught j 
de^ance. 

"^  What  is  it  ? '  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  at  Beb 
Sawyer.    *  Is  Le  unwett  ?  " 

Before  Bob  conld  reply,  Mr.  Ben  Aflen  seized  Mr. 
PidLwick  by  die  hand,  and  murmured,  la  sorrowftii  ao« 
cents,  "  My  sister,  my  dear  sir ;  my  sister." 

""Ob,  is  that  all!"  said  Mr.  Pickwiek.  "^ We  shall 
easily  arrange  that  matter,  I  hope.  Your  sister  is  safe 
and  well,  and  I  am  here,  my  dear  sir,  to  "  -*— 

^  Sorry  to  do  anythSn'  as  may  eause  wn  interruption  to 
auch  wery  pleasant  prooeeditt'd,  m  the  king  said  wen  ho 
dissolved  the  parliament,"  interposed  Mr.  Weller,  who 
had  been  peeping  dubugh  tiie  g^ass  door ;  **  but  there's 
another  experiment  here,  sir.  Here's  a  wenerable  old 
lady  a-lyin'  on  the  carpet  waitin'  for  dissection,  or  gal- 
winism,  or  sohie  otber  rewivin'  and  scientific  inwen- 
tion." 

""  I  foi^ot,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Ben  AHen.  *^  It  is  my 
aunt." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  **  Poor  lady  I  gently, 
Bam,  gentlj." 

**  8kange  sitivation  for  one  o^  the  family,"  obsened 
Sam  Weller,  hoisting  the  aant  into  a  chair.  ^  Now,  dep^ 
iltj  Sawbones,  bring  out  the  wrilatilly ! " 

The  latter  obserration  was  addi^eBsed  to  the  boy  in 
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grsf y  who,  having  handed  over  the  flj  to  the  enre  of  the 
■treet-keeper,  hud  eome  back  to  see  what  all  the  noise  wm 
aboat  Between  the  boj  In  grmj,  and  Mr»  Bob  Sawyer^ 
and  Mr.  Bei^amin  Allen  (who  having  firightened  hb 
annt  into  a  fainting  fit,  was  aieotionatelj  toiiciioiM  for 
her  recovery),  the  old  lady  was  at  length  reetored  to 
oonsdonsness ;  then  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  taming  with  a  pas* 
aled  ooontenance  to  AD*.  Pickwick^  asked  him  what  he 
was  aboat  to  say,  when  he  had  been  so  alarmingly  inteiv 
nipted. 

<"  We  are  an  friends  here,  IpMsome?''  said  Mr.  Tkk* 
wiek,  clearing  hk  voioe,  and  leokiBg  towards  the  nuui  of 
few  words  with  the  snrly  counteoanee,  who  drove  the  fly 
with  the  chabby  horsew 

This  reminded  Mr«  Bob  Sawyer  that  the  bey  m  gray 
was  looking  on^  with  eyes  wide  open,  and  greedy  eaiSi 
The  incipient  x^emisi  having  been  lifted  up  by  his  coa^ 
collar,  and  dropped  outside  the  ddor,  Bob  Sawyer  as* 
sored  Mn  Piekwiek  that  he  might  speak  witfaoat  re* 
aerve. 

^  Tear  eister,  niy  dear  shr,"  said  Mr«  Hckwiok,  tarn* 
log  to  Benjamin  AMen,  ^ia  in  London  i  well  and 
happy*" 

^  Her  happiness  is  no  ofcgoet  to  oaiey  sir,''  said  Mr.  Ben* 
jamin  Allen,  with  a  flourish  of  the  hand. 

«  Her  husband  u  an  object  to  ms,  mr/*  said  Bob  Saw- 
yer. ^  He  shall  be  an  object  to  ftie,  sir,  at  twelve  paces^ 
and  a  very  pretty  object  1*11  make  of  him,  sir  *^  a  mean- 
spirited  scoundrel ! "  This,  as  it  stood,  was  a  very  prot^ 
denunciation,  and  magnanimous  withal ;  but  Mr.  Bob  Saw- 
yer rather  weakened  its  effect,  by  winding  up  with  seme 
general  observations  concerning  the  punching  of  heacli 
and  knocking  out  of  eye%  whioh  were  oommonplaoe  by 
comparison. 
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««StB79  my"*  aaia  Mi.  Pickwick;  <^ before  ytm  apiily 
those  epithets  to  the  gentleman  in  question,  oonaidtert  cB»> 
passionately,  the  extent  of  bis  fanlt,  and  above  all  re- 
member that  he  is  a  friend  of  ndDe.*^ 

«  What! "  said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

'<  Hit  name,"  cried  Ben  Allen.    ^  His  name  I  ** 

**•  Mr.  Nathaniel  Winkle,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

Mr.  Bei^amin  Allen  deHberateiy  crashed  kis  specta- 
dsa  beneath  the  heel  of  his  boot^  and  iMmog  picked 
up  dia  pieees,  and  pat  them  into  three  e^aratc 
pockets^  Mded  his  arms,  bit  his  lips,  and  looked  in  a 
threatening  xMnner  at  the  bland  f^uves  of  Mr.  Pick« 
wick. 

^  Then  if  s  jon,  is  it,  sir,  who  hare  eneouniged  and 
broug^  about  ihb  match  ?  "  inqvired^  Mr.  Bei^aaiin  Al'> 
len,  at  fength. 

^  And  it's  this  ^ntleman's  aenrant,  I  sappose,"  inters 
mpted  the  old  ladjy  ^  who  has  been  diulking  about  my 
house,  and  endeavoring  to  entrap  my  servants  to  oonspiea 
against  their  mistress.    Martm  1 " 

**  WeH  ?  ^  said  tlie  surly  man,  coming  forward. 

^  Is  that  the  young  man  you  saw  in  the  lane,  wfaodi 
you  told  me  about,  thb  morning  ?  " 

Mr.  Martm,  who,  as  it  has  already  appeared,  was  • 
man  of  few  words,  looked  at  Sam  Weller,  nodded  his 
head,  and  growled  forth,  <"  Thaf  s  the  man ! "  Mr.  WeW 
Icr,  who  was  never  prond^  gave  a  smile  of  friendly  recog«* 
nition  as  Im  ^res  encountered  those  of  the  snrly  gfooo^ 
and  admitted)  in  courteous  terms,  that  he  had  ^  knowed 
him  afore." 

^And  this  is  the  faithiu]  creature,''  exclaimed  Mr. 
Bm  Allen,  "<  whom  I  had  nearly*  sofibeated !  Mr.  Pick* 
wicky  how  dare  you  allow  your  Mk>w  to  be  employ«d  ia 
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the  abduction  of  in  J  sister?  I  denilmd  that  joa  ezplaui 
this  maimer,  sir." 

^  Explain  it,  sir! "  cried  Bob  Sawjer,  fiercely. 

^  It's  a  ocmspiracj,''  said  Ben  Allen. 

**  A  regular  plant,"  added  Mr.  Bob  Sawjer. 

^  A  disgnoefbl  impositton,"  observed  die  old  lady; 

^  Nothing  bat  a  do,*'  renari^ed  Martin. 

^Praj  hear  me,"  arged  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  Mr.  Ben 
Allen  fdl  into  a  diair  that  patients  were  bled  in,  and 
gave  way  to  his  podEet*handkerehief.  I  have  rendered 
no  assistance  in  this  matter  beyond  that  of  bdng  present 
at  one  interriew  between  the  yoong  people^  whidi  I 
could  not  prevent,  and  from  which  I  conceived  mj  pros* 
enoe  Would  renove  any  slight  coloring  of  impropriety 
that  it  mig^  otherwise  have  had ;  this  is  the  whole  share 
I  have  taken  in  the  transaction,  and  I  had  no  anspicion 
that  an  immediate  marnage  was  even  oontemplated. 
Though,  mind,"  added  Mr.  PidLwick,  hastily  ohedcii^ 
himself  ^  mind,  I  do  not  say  I  should  have  prevented  it^ 
if  I  had  known  that  it  wfis  intended." 

^  You  hear  that,  all  of  you;  you  hear  Aat?"  said  Mr. 
Bsnjamin  Alkiit. 

*<  I  hope  they  do,"  mildly  observe  Mr.  Pickwick, 
looking  round,  ^  and,"  added  that  gentleiiian :  his  col- 
or riiounttng  as  he  spoke:  ^I  hope  they  hear  thi«, 
Bh!V  cdso — that  from  what  has  been  stirted  to  me,  sir, 
I  assert  that  you  were  by  no  means  justified  m  at* 
tempting  to  force  your  sbter's  inelinalaons  as  you  did» 
and  that  you  should  rather  have  endeavored  by  your 
kindness  and  forbearance  to  have  supplied  the  place 
of  other  nearo:  relations  whom  she  has  never  known, 
irom  a  cUld.  As  regards  my  young  friend,  I  must  beg 
10  add,  tliat  in  ewtry  point  of  worldly  advantage,  he  i^ 
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$A  least,  on  an  eqnal  footing  with  yourself,  if  not  on  a 
much  better  one,  and  that  unless  I  hear  this  question  di8« 
cussed  with  becoming  temper  and  moderation,  I  decline 
hearing  anj  more  said  upon  the  subject." 

**  I  wish  to  make  a  wery  few  remarics  in  adcKtion  to 
wol  has  been  put  forward  by  the  honorable  genTm'n  as 
has  jbt  giTen  over/'  said  Mr.  Wetter,  stepping  forth, 
^  widi  is  Uiis  here :  a  indiwidiMd  in  con^Mmy  has  called 
me  a  feller." 

*^That  has  noflmig  whaterer  to  do  wiKh  the  matteiv 
Sam,"  interposed  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^  Pray  hM  your 
tongue/* 

^  I  a^n't  a-goin'  to  say  nolhin'  on  that  ere  p'int,  sir,"  re* 
plied  Sam,  ^bul  merely  this  here.  Praps  that  genTm^ 
may  think  as  there  wos  a  priory  ^tachment;  but  there 
wom't  nothin'  o'  the  sort,  for  the  young  lady  said,  in  the 
wery  beginnki'  o'  the  keepin'  company,  that  she  couldn't 
abide  him.  Nobody's  cot  him  out,  and  it  'ud  ha'  been 
jist  the  wery  same  for  him  if  the  young  lady  had  nerer 
seen  Mr.  Vinkle.  That^s  wot  I  wished  lo  say,  sir,  and  I 
hope  Fve  now  made  that  'ere  gen'l'm'n*8  mind  easy." 

A  diort  pause  followed  these  coosolatory  remarks  of 
Mr.  Weller.  Then  Mr.  Ben  Allen  rising  from  his  chair, 
pvotested  that  he  would  never  see  Arabella's  fiioe  again  s 
while  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  despite  Sam's  flattering  assur* 
ance,  vowed  dreadfid  Tengeance  on  the  happy  bride> 
groom. 

But,  just  when  matters  were  at  their  height,  and 
threateidng  to  remam  so,  Bfr.  Pickwidc  found  a  power* 
(hi  assistant  in  the  old  lady,  who,  evidently  much  struck 
by  the  mode  ia  which  he  hadadvocatbd  her  niece's  causoi 
f<eotnred  to  approach  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen  with  a  fow 
tomfbrting  refleotions,  of  which  the  chief  were,  that,  aflef 
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all,  perhaps,  it  was  weU  it  was  no  worse ;  Uie  least  saiil 
tke  soonest  mended,  and  apon  her  word  she  did  not  knofK 
that  it  was  so  very  bad  after  all ;  that  what  was  ovee 
couldn't  be  begun,  and  what  couldn't  be  cured  must  be 
eadored :  with  ▼arions  o^er  assurances  o£  the  like  aove] 
and  strengthening  descriptbn*  To  all  q£  thes%  Mr.  Ben* 
jamin  Allen  replied  that  he  meant  no  disre^^ect  to  his 
anot,  or  anybody  there^  but  if  it  were  all  tlus  same  to 
them,  and  thej  would  allow  him  to  have  his  owb  way,  ha 
would  rather  hftire  &e  pleaaura  of  hating  Ua  asti^  till 
death,  and  after  it. 

At  length,  when  this  determination  had  been  m^ 
Bounced  half  a  hundred  times,  the  old  lady  suddenly 
faridfiag  up  and  looking  very  mi^jestic^  wished  to  know 
what  abe  had  done  that  no  re^eet  was  to  be  paid  to  her 
years  or  station,  and  that  she  should  be  obliged  to  beg 
and  furay,  in  that  way,  of  her  own  nephew,  whom  she 
remembered  about  five*and«^eaty  years  befose  he  was 
bom,  and  whom  she  had  known,  personally,  wben  he 
hadn't  a  tooth  in  his  head ;  to  say  nothing  of  her  pres^ 
ence  on  the  fint  oecaswn  of  his  having  his  hair  cot,  and 
assistanoe  at  nuMCffOBS  other  tiaras  and  eeremoniea  dur- 
ing hia  babyhood,  of  suffideot  importance  to  fi>and  a 
elaim  upon  hh  affiwtion)  obedienofl^  and  synqaathies^  te* 
ever*. 

While  the  good  lady  was  bestowing  this  otgiiigaAion 
on  Mr.  Ben  AUen,  Bob  Sawyer  and  Mr.  Pickwick  had 
Mttred  in  close  eenversatioB  to  the  inner  room,  where  Mr. 
Sawyer  was  observed  to  ap^ify  himad^  several  times^  to 
the  mouth  of  a  black  bottle,  under  the  influence  of  whieh» 
bis  features  gradually  assumed  a  cheerfiil  and  ev«n  joviid 
expression.  And  at  last  he  emerged  firom  the  rMm,  hm^ 
tie  in  hand,  and  remarking  that  he  was  vary  sorry  to  sap 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THB  PICKWICK  CLITB.  117 

he  had  been  making  a  fool  of  himself  begged*  to  propoM 
the  health  and  happmeie  of  Mr.  and  Mra.  Winkle,  wheae 
felicitj,  so  fiu*  fh>m  envying,  he  would  be  tlie  first  to  oon« 
gramlate  them  npon*  Hearing  this,  Mr.  Ben  Allen  sod* 
denlj  arose  from  his  ehair,  and  seising  the  black  botHe 
draak  ^  toast  so  beartilj,  that,  the  Uqnor  being  stiong, 
he  became  nearljr  as  blade  in  the  fitoe  as  the  bottie  itaelft 
Piaally,  the  bladt  bottle  went  nmnd  till  it  was  empty, 
and  there  was  so  much  shakily  of  hands  and  interdumg* 
bg  of  eompUments,  duU  #Mn  the  metal-visaged  Mn 
Martin  condescended  to  smile. 

«And  now,"  said  Bob  Svwyer,  ntbbing  his  hands, 
•*  we'll  have  a  joMy  night* 

^I  am  sorry,"  said  Mr.  Pickwfck,  <<that  I  mast  retnni 
to  my  inn.  I  have  not  been  accustomed  to  ftttigue  lately, 
and  my  journey  has  tired  me  exoeedingly." 

"^  You'll  take  some  tea,  Mr.  Piekwii^?''  said  the  old 
My,  with  irresistible  sweetness. 

^  Thank  yon,  I  would  rather  not,"  replied  that  gentle* 
man.  The  truth  is,  that  the  old  ladjr's  evidently  increas* 
ing  admiration  was  Mr.  Pickwick's  principal  inducement 
for  going  away.  He  thought  of  Mrs.  Bardell ;  and  every 
glance  of  the  old  lady's  eyee  threw  him  into  a  cold  per* 
spii'atkm. 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  could  by  no  means  be  prevailed  upon 
to  stay,  it  was  arranged,  ai  onoe,  on  his  owa  proposition, 
tiiat  Mr,  Benjamin  Allen  riiould  aocompany  inm  on  his 
journey  to  the  elder  Mr.  Willie's,  and  that  the  ooaeb 
Ahonld  be  at  the  door,  at  nine  o'clock  next  morning*  He 
dien  took  his  leave,  and,  followed  by  Samuel  Waller, 
repaired  to  the  Bush.  It  is  worthy  of  vemarii,  that  Mr. 
Martii^  face  wa^  bornbly  convulsed  as  he  shook  hands 
with  Sam  at  parting,  and  that  he  gave  vent  to  a  smile 
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and  an  oatli  mmaltaaeoiisly :  firom  which  tokens  it  hM 
been  inferred  by  those  who  were  beat  acquainted  with 
that  gentleman's  peculiarities)  that  he  expressed  himself 
much  pleased  wil^  Mr«  Wellei's  sodetj,  and  requested 
the  honor  of  his  further  aoquaintance« 
f  ^  Shall  I  order  a  privaAe  roomt  sir  ?  "  inqnired  Sain« 
when  they  reached  the  Bush. 

« Why«  no,  Sam,'^  repHed  Mr.  PickwidL ;  ^'as  I  dined 
in  the  ooffeeHToom,  and  shall  go  to  bed  soon,  it  is  haidly 
worth  while.  See  who  theve  is  in  the  traveller's  roomi 
Sam." 

Mr,  Weller  departed  on  his  eirand,  and  poresently 
returned  to  say,  that  there  was  only  a  gentleman  inth 
one  eye :  and  that  he  and  the  landlord  were  drinking  a 
bowl  of  bishop  together. 

"  I  will  join  them,"  said  Mr*  Piekwic^. 

"  He's  a  queer  oostomer,  the  yuo-eyed  vun,  sir,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Weller,  as  he  led  the  way*  ^  He^  a  gam* 
monin'  that  'ere  landlord,  he  is,  sir,  till  he  don*t  rightly 
know  wether  he's  a  standing  on  the  soles  of  hia  boots  oc 
the  crown  of  his  haU" 

The  individual  to  whom  this  observation  referred,  waa 
sitting  at  the  upper  end  of  the  room  v^en  Mr.  PickwidL 
entered,  and  was  smoking  a  large  Dutch  pipe,  with  hia 
eye  intently  fixed  on  tbe  round  faoe  of  the  landlord:  a 
jolly  looking  old  personage,  to  whom  be  had  recently 
been  relatmg  some  tale  of  wonderi  as  was  tesUAed  by 
sundry  diajomted  exclamations  of,  ''Well,  I  wouldn't 
have  believed  it!  The  strangest  thing  I  ever  heard! 
Couldn't  have  supposed  it  possible  I "  and  other  exprea- 
siona  of  astonishment  which  burst  ^Kmtaneously  from 
his  lipa,  as  he  returned  the  fixed  gaze  of  the  one^yed 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  119 

'^  Servant,  sir,''  said  tlie  one-eyed  man  to  Mr.  Pick- 
vick.    «  Fine  night,  sir/* 

^  Very  mudi  so  indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwidi,  as  the 
waiter  plaeed  a  small  deeaoter  of  brandy,  and  some  hot 
water  before  him. 

While  Mr.  Pickwick  was  mixing  his  brandy  and 
water,  the  one-eyed  man  looked  romid  at  him  earnestly, 
Ax>m  time  to  time,  and  at  length  said  — 

^  I  think  I've  seen  you  before.** 

**  I  don't  recollect  you,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  I  dare  say  not,"  said  the  one-eyed  man.  **  You  didn't 
know  me,  but  I  knew  two  fiiends  of  yours  that  were 
stopping  at  the  Peacock  at  Eatanswill,  at  the  time  of  the 
Election." 

^  Oh,  indeed ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Yes,"  rejoined  the  one-eyed  man.  ^  I  mentioned  a 
little  circumstance  to  them  about  a  friend  of  mine  of  the 
name  of  Tom  Smart.  Perhaps  you've  heard  them  speak 
of  it." 

"  Often,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick,  smUmg.  "  He  was 
your  und^  I  think  ?  " 

^  No,  no  —  only  a  friend  of  my  uncle's,"  replied  the 
one-eyed  man. 

'^He  was  a  wonderful  man,  that  uncle  of  yours, 
though,"  remarked  the  landlord,  shaking  his  head. 

"  Well,  I  think  he  was ;  I  think  I  may  say  he  was," 
answered  the  one-eyed  man.  ^  I  could  tell  you  a  story 
about  that  same  uncle,  gentlemen,  that  would  rather  sur- 
prise you." 

"  Could  you  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  **  Let  us  hear  it, 
by  all  means." 

The  one-eyed  Bagman  ladled  out  a  glass  <^  negus 
from  the  bowL  and  drank  it ;  smoked  a  long  whiff  out  of 
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the  Dulch  pipe;  and  Uien)  calling  to  Sam  Weller  ^nho 
was  lingering  near  the  door,  that  he  needn't  go  awaj 
iinlesi  he  wanted  to,  becanae  £he  story  was  no  secret, 
fixed  his  eje  upon  the  landlord's,  and  proceeded  m  the 
woi^  of  the  next  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  XLIX. 

OOKTAINDfO  THB  8TOST  OF  THB  BAGMAK'S  ITHOLB* 

^*  Mr  uncle,  gentknieD,''  said  the  bagman*  ^  was  om 
ef  Uie  merriest^  pleasantest,  deTerest  fellows  tkat  ever 
li^ed.  I  wiiii  70U  had  knewn  him,  getitlemen.  On 
seoand  thoo^ts,  gentlemen,  I  ioirit  wish  70a  had  known 
him,  for  if  jnou  had,  yoa  would  have  been  all,  by  this 
time,  in  the  ordinary  course  of  natupe,  if  not  dead,  at  lUl 
events  so  near  it,  as  to  have  taken  to  stopping  at  home 
smd  giving  up  eompaBy :  whioh  woald  have  deprived  me 
of  the  inestknable  pleasure  of  addressing  you  at  this 
moment  Gentlemen,  I  wish  your  fiirthers  and  mothers 
had  known  my  onde.  They  would  have  been  amazingly 
ibnd  of  him,  especially  your  re^Mctable  mothers;  I  know 
they  would.  If  any  two  of  his  numerous  virtues  pre- 
dominated over  the  many  that  adorned  bis  efaaractor,  I 
should  say  they  were  his  mixed  punch  and  his  aAer- 
supper  aoQg.  Excose  my  dwisUing  on  these  melanclioly 
reeoUections  of  departed  worth ;  you  wonH  see  a  man 
like  my  unde  every  day  m  the  week. 

"I  have  always  considered  it  a  great  point  in  my 
uncle's  chacaoter,  gentlemen,  that  he  was  the  intimate 
friend  and  companion  of  Tom  Smart,  of  the  great  house 
of  Bilson  and  Shim,  Oateaton  Street,  Ci^«  My  nude 
ooUeoted  for  Tiggin  and  Wielps^  but  for  a  long  time  he 
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went  pretty  near  the  same  jonmej  as  Tom;  and  the 
very  first  night  they  met,  my  nncle  took  a  fancy  for 
Tom,  and  Tom  took  a  fancy  for  my  uncle.  They  made 
a  het  of  a  new  hat  before  they  had  known  each  odier 
half  an  hour,  who  should  brew  the  best  quart  of  punch 
and  drink  it  the  quickest  My  uncle  was  judged  to  have 
won  the  making,  but  Tom  Smart  beat  him  ki  the  drink* 
ing  by  about  half  a  salt-?poon-full.  They  took  another 
quart  apiece-  to  drink  eadi  oCher^  health  kk  and  were 
stanch  friends  ever  afterwards.  There's  a  destiny  in 
these  things,  gentlemen ;  we  can't  help  it 

''In  personal  appearance,  my  unde  was  a  trifle  shorter 
than  the  middle  siae  ;  he  was  a  thought  stouter  too,  than 
the  ordinary  run  of  people,  and  perhaps  his  face  might 
be  a  sliade  redder*  HJe  had  die  jdliest  face  you  ever 
saw,  gentlemen:  something  like  Punch,  with  a  hand- 
somer nose  and  chin ;  Us  eyes  were  always  twinkling 
and  sparking  with  good^umor ;  and  a  smile — not  oob 
of  your  unmeaning  wood^i  grins,  but  a  real  merry, 
hearty,  good4empered  emiie — was  perpetually  on  his 
countenance.  He  was  pitched  out  of  his  gtg  onoe,  and 
knocked,  head  first,  agaisst  a  nile'Stone.  There  he  lay, 
stunned,  and  so  cut  about  the  £ate  with  some  gravel 
which  had  been  heaped  op  idongside  it,  that,  to  use  my 
ancle's  own  strong  expression,  if  his  mother  oould  have 
revisited  the  earth,  she  wouldn't  haive  known  him.  In- 
deed, when  I  come  to  thiidc  of  the  matter,  gentlemen,  I 
feel  pretty  sure  she  wouldn't,  for  she  died  when  my 
uni!le  was  two  years  and  seven  noonths  old,  and  I  think 
it's  very  likely  that,  even  without  the  gravel,  his  top- 
boots  would  have  puzded  the  good  lady  not  a  little: 
to  say  nothing  of  his  jolly  red  i/uoe.  However,  there  he 
lay,  and  I  have  heard  ray  nncle  say,  many  a  time,  that 
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Ihe  man  said  who  picked  bim  ap  that  he  was  smilng  ak 
merrHy  as  if  he  had  tumbled  out  for  a  treaty  and  that 
after  thejr  had  bled  hum,  the  first  faint  glitnmeringB  at 
ffetnming  aaiMMiicHiy  were,  his  jamping  up  in  bed,  burst- 
ing out  into  a  loud  laugh,  kissing  the  jonng  woman  who 
held  the  basin,  and  demanding  a  mutton-chop  and  a 
I»ckled  wialnut  instautlj.  He  was  very  fond  of  pickled 
walnuts,  gentlemen.  He  said  he  alwa^rs  found  that,  taken 
without  vinegar,  they  relished  the  beer. 

M  My  unde's  great  journ^  was  in  the  fall  of  the  leaf, 
at  which  time  he  oofieoted  debts,  and  took  orders,  in  the 
north:  going  from  London  to  Edinburgh,  from  Edin- 
burgh to  Glasgow,  fhun  Glasgow  back  to  Edinburgh, 
and  thence  to  Londcm  by  the  smack.  You  are  to  undeiv 
stand  that  his  second  visit  to  Edkiburgh  vras  for  his  own 
pleasure.  He  used  to  go  back  for  a  we^,  just  to  look 
up  his  old  fricDds ;  and  what  with  breakfasting  with  this 
one,  lunching  with  that,  dining  with  a  third,  and  supping 
with  another,  a  pret^  t%ht  week  he  used  to  make  of 
it  I  don't  know  whether  any  of  you,  gentlemen,  ever 
partook  of  a  real  substantial  hospitable  Scotch  breakfost, 
and  then  went  out  to  a  slight  lunch  of  a  bushel  of  oysters, 
a  dozen  or  so  of  bottled  ale,  and  a  nogj^  or  tia*o  of  whia» 
key  to  close  up  with.  If  you  ever  did,  you  will  agree 
with  me  that  it  requires  a  pretty  strong  head  to  go  out 
to  <hnner  and  supper  afterwards. 

^  But  bless  your  hearts  and  eyebrows,  all  this  oatt  of 
thing  was  nothing  to  my  uncle !  He  was  so  well  sea- 
8<Hied,  that  it  was  mere  child's  play.  I  have  heard  him 
say  that  he  could  see  the  Dundee  people  out,  any  day, 
and  walk  home  af^rwards  without  staggering ;  and  yet 
the  Dundee  people  have  as  strong  heads  and  as  strong 
pnncb,  gentlemen,  as  yon  are  likely  to  meet  with,  be* 
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Iweeft  ih»  pofes.  I  bavo  heaifd  of  a  Giasgodf  sun  oud  a 
J>un4ee  maa  drinkiiig  againal  eaefa  odier  Ibr  Meea 
houia  M  a  aiidag^  Tk^  weee  bodi  rafiboitody  as  ntaity 
418  aoukl  be  ascertained,  at  tbe  aame  loawaty  but  witb 
Ihw  rifling  exo^tMO,  jfn*lftmMi>  thby  upeie  MOt  «  bit 
tbe  wona  for  it» 

^'Oae  ai^t,  wHbin  fiNur^and-tweai^  boart  ef  tbe  time 
mhm  be  had  settled  lo  take  diippipg  ior  LoDdon,  my 
uncle  supped  at  tiie  bouse  of  a  yerj  dd  fiiend  of  bis,  a 
Baillie  Mac  sometbtagy  and  four  83rlkd>leB  after  it,  wbo 
lived  in  tbe  old  tovn  of  Ediabnr^  Tbere  ware  tka 
baillie's  wife  and  tbe  bailiie's  tbree  dangliters,  and  tbe 
baillie's  grown-«p  eon,  aad  tlwee  or  four  stout,  busby 
€^e*browed»  canty  old  Seotcb  fellows,  tbat  tbe  batUie  bad 
fot  tQ|0etber  to  do  -bonor  to  my  uadle,  and  belp  to  make 
merry.  It  was  a  glorioas  supper.  Tbere  was  bippered 
sabnon,  and  Finnan  baddooks,  and  a  lanb's  head,  and  a 
baggis-^a  c^brated  Seotob  dish,  gen^emen,  which  my 
QDole  used  to  say  ahvays  looked  to  bias,  when  it  came  to 
^able,  very  much  like  a  cnpid's  stomaeh«— avid  a  great 
many  other  things  besides,  thai  I  fi>rget  the  names  o^ 
but  very  good  things  notwithstanding*  Tbe  lassies  were 
pretty  and  agreeable ;  the  bailiie's  wife,  one  of  tbe  best 
ereatures  tbat  ever  bved;  and  my  uncle  in  tboroaghly 
good  cue :  tbe  oonsequeoee  of  which  was,  tbat  tbt  ysung 
ladies  tittered  and  giggkd,  and  ihe  eld  lady  btnghed  om 
loud,  and  the  baillie  aad  tbe  other  old  fettows  roared  till 
Ibey  were  red  in  tbe  fece,  the  whole  mortal 'tbne.  1 
don't  quite  recollect  bow  many  tumblers  of  whisfaej 
toddy  each  man  drank  after  snpper;  bnt  this  I  know* 
that  about  one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  baillie^ 
l^own-up  son  became  insensible  while  attempting  tbe 
first  verse  of  ^  Willie  brewed  a  pe^  o'  mant ; '  and  be 
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httTiiig  been,  ioi^  half  an  boar  beloi«,  the  cnilj  other  ttMta 
Tiaible  aboTe  the  mohogio^^  it  oceomed  to  my  ufick  that 
it  was  akooBt  tiaoe  to  tlnnk  about  going :  espeeially  as 
diiidBii^  had  sei  in  at  ee^ran  &doAj  in  order  that  he 
might  get  home  at  a  decent  hour.  But,  thiaking  it 
might  not  be  quite  polite  to  go  just  tben^  my  ancle  TOted 
hhnseif  into  tlie  dttir,  mixied  ano^er  glass,  rose  to  pro* 
fiose  his  own  healdi,  addressed  lifanself  in  a  neat  aw] 
eompifmeatary  speech,  and  ^drank  the  toa«t  with  great 
enthusiasm.  StiM  nobodj  woke;  so  my  imde  took  a 
little  drop  more^^neat  this  thne,  to  prevent  die  toddy 
disagreeing  widi  him  -^  and,  laying  violent  bands  on  his 
hat,  salHed  forth  into  the  street 

^  it  was  a  wild  gnsty  night  when  my  ancle  dosed  the 
baillie's  door,  and  settling  his  hat  firmly  on  his  bead,  to 
prevent  the  wind  from  taking  it,  thrust  bis  hands  into  his 
pockets,  and  looking  apwards^  took  a  short  sanrey  of  the 
state  of  the  weather.  The  clouds  were  drifting  over  the 
moon  at  their  giddiest  speed :  at  one  time  wholly  obscur- 
ing her?  at  another,  suiTeriag  her  to  burst  forth  ia  foil 
splendor  and  shed  her  light  on  all  the  objects  around : 
anon,  driving  over  her  again,  with  increased  velodty, 
and  shrouding  everything  in  darkness.  *  Really,  this 
won't  do,'  said  my  uncle,  addressing  hhnseif  to  the 
weather,  as  if  he  felt  himse¥  personally  offended.  *  This 
is  not  at  all  the  kind  of  thing  for  my  voyage.  It  will 
not  do,  at  any  price,'  sMd  Biy  uncle,  veiy  impressively. 
Having  repeated  this,  several  times,  he  recovered  h.s 
balance  with  some  difficulty -*^fbr  he  was  rathw  giddy 
with  kx>kfng  «p  into  the  sky  so  long — and  wjidked  mer- 
rily on. 

''The  baillie's  koose  was  in  the  Quiongate,  and  my 
inde  was  going  to  the  other  end  of  Leith  Walk,  rather 
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bettor  than  a  mile's  joomej.  On  eidier  Nde  oi  hid^ 
there  shot  ap  agatnat  the  daik  sky,  tall,  gannt,  strag, 
gling  houses,  with  timoHitained  fronts,  and  windows  that 
■eemed  to  have  shared  the  lot  of  ejes  in  mortals,  and  (o 
bare  grown  dim  and  sunken  with  age.  Six,  seven,  eight 
stories  high,  were  the  houses ;  stoiy  piled  above  stoiy, 
AS  childrtm  build  with  eards  —  tk\)wiag  tiieir  dark 
i^adows  over  the  roughly  paved  road,  and  making  the 
dark  night  darker.  A  few  oil  lamps  were  scattered  at 
k>ng  distances,  but  th^  only  served  to  mark  the  dir^ 
entrance  to  some  narrow  ckise,  or  to  show  where  a  com- 
mon stair  communicated,  by  steep  and  intricate  windings, 
with  the  various  flats  above.  Grlancing  at  all  these 
things  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  had  seen  them  too 
often  before,  to  think  them  worthy  of  much  notice  now, 
my  uncle  walked  up  the  middle  of  the  street,  with  a 
thumb  in  each  waistcoat  pocket,  indul^ng,  from  time  to 
time,  in  various  snatches  of  song,  chanted  forth  with  such 
good*>will  and  spirit,  that  the  quiet  honest  folk  started 
from  their  first  sleep  and  lay  tremWng  in  bed  till  the 
sound  died  away  iti  the  distance ;  when,  satisfying  them- 
selves tliat  it  was  only  some  drunken  ne'erHio^-weel  find- 
ing his  way  home,  they  covered  thems^ves  up  warm  and 
fell  asleep  again* 

^  I  am  particular  in  descrilmig  how  my  unde  walked 
(Up  the  middle  of  the  street,  with  hb  thumbs  in  his  wai^- 
ooat  pockets,  gentlemen,  beeause,  as  he  often  used  to  ^uy 
(aud  m\h  great  reason  too)  there  is  nothing  at  all  ex- 
traordinary in  this  story,  unless  you  distinctly  understand 
at  the  beginning,  that  he  was  not  by  any  means  of  a 
marvellous  or  romantic  turn. 

''  Gentlemen,  my  uncle  walked  on  with  his  thumbs  in 
his  waistcoat  pockets,  taking  the  middle  of  the  street  to 
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liimgelf,  and  liiiging,  now  a  verae  of  a  love  song,  and 
then  a  verse  of  a  drinking  one,  and  when  he  waa  tired 
of  both,  whistling  melodiously,  until  he  reached  the  North 
Bridge,  which,  at  this  point,  coimeots  the  old  and  new 
towns  of  Edinburgh,  Here  he  stopped  for  a  minute,  to 
look  at  the  strange  irregular  clusters  of  lights  piled  ono 
above  the  other,  and  twinkling  afar  c^  so  high  in  the 
air,  that  they  looked  Uke  stars,  gleaming  from  the  castle 
walls  on  the  qne  side  and  the  Calton  Hill  on  the  othetf 
as  if  they  illuminated  veritable  castles  in  the  air :  while 
the  old  picturesque  town  slept  heavily  on,  in  gloom  and 
darlqiess  below:  its  palace  and  chapel  of  Holyrood, 
guarded  day  and  night,  as  a  friend  of  my  uncle's  used  to 
^y^  hy  old  Arthur^s  Seat,  towering,  surly  and  dark,  like 
vome  gruff  genius,  over  the  ancient  city  he  has  watched 
so  long.  I  say^  gentlemen,  my  uncle  stopped  here,  fin*  a 
minute,  to  look  about  him ;  and  then,  paying  a  compli- 
ment to  the  w«atfaer  which  had  a  little  cleared  up,  though 
the  moon  was  sinking,  walked  on  again^  as  royally  as 
before :  keeping  the  middle  of  the  road  with  great  dig- 
ni^,  and  looking  as  if  he  should  very  much  like  to  meet 
with  somebody  who  would  dispute  possession  of  it  with 
him.  There  was  nobody  at  all  disposed  to  contest  the 
point,  as  it  happened;  and  so,  on  he  went,  with  his 
thumbs  in  his  waistcoat  pockety  like  a  lamb. 

"  When  my  uncle  reached  the  end  of  Leith  Walk,  he 
had  to  cross  a  pretty  large  piece  of  waste  ground  which 
separated  him  from  a  short  street  which  he  had  to  turn 
down,  to  go  direct  to  hie  lodging.  Now,  in  tliis  piece  of 
wasre  ground,  there  was,  at  that  time,  an  enclosure  be- 
longing to  some  wheelwright,  who  contracted  with  the 
Post-office  for  the  purchase  of  old  worn-out  mail-coacltea; 
and  my  unde,  being  veiy  fond  of  coaches,  old,  yoongv  or 
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middle-aged,  all  at  once  took  it  into  bis  head  to  step  oitf 
of  bis  road  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  peep  between 
the  palings  at  these  mails :  aboot  a  dosen  of  which,  he 
remeodbered  to  have  seen,  crowded  together  in  a  vejy 
forlorn  and  dismantled  states  inside.  My  unde  was  a 
verj  enthusiastic,  emphatic  sort  of  person,  gen^meu; 
so,  finding  that  he  could  not  obtain  a  good  peep  between 
the  palings,  he  got  over  them,  and  sitting  himself  qoiedj 
down  on  an  old  aadetree,  began  to  contemplate  the  mail- 
coaches  with  a  deal  of  gravity. 

^  There  might  be  a  dozen  of  them,  or  there  might  be 
more  -*«  mj  uncle  was  never  quke  certain  on  this  poioA, 
and  being  a  man  of  very  scrupulous  vecaeity  about  num- 
bers, didn't  like  to  say  -^  but  there  ^  they  stood,  all  hud- 
dled together  in  the  most  desolate  coaditioQ  imaginable. 
The  doors  had  been  torn  from  their  hinges  and  removed; 
the  linings  had  been  stripped  off:  only  a  shred  hang- 
ing here  and  there  by  a  rua^  naH;  the  lamps  were  gone, 
the  poles  had  long  since  vanished,  the  iron<^work  was 
msty,  the  paint  worn  away ;  the  wind  whistled  through 
the  chinks  in  the  bare  wood*work  (  and  the  rain,  which 
had  collected  on  the  roofs,  fell,  drop  by  drop,  into  the  in- 
sides  with  a  hollow  and  melancholy  sound.  They  wens 
the  decaying  skeletons  of  departed  mails,  and  in  that 
lonely  place,  at  that  time  of  night,  they  k)oked  chill  and 

^  My  oncle  rested  his  head  upon  his  hands,  and  thought 
of  the  busy  bustling  people  who  had  rattled  about,  yean 
before,  in  the  old  coaches,  and  were  now  as  silent  and 
changed ;  he  though  of  the  numbers  of  people  to  whom 
one  of  those  crasy,  moulderii^  vehicles  had  borne,  night 
after  night,  for  many  years,  and  tibioi^  all  weathers,  the 
anxiously  expected  intelligence^  the  eagerly  k>oked-£v 
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renuttanee,  tiie  pfomiaed  aflsmmnoe  of  healtii  and  safstf; 
tbe  sudden  annonhcemeDt  of  siofaness  and  deaih.  The 
merchant,  the  lover,  the  wife,  the  widow,  the  mother,  the 
school-boj,  the  very  child  who  tottered  to  the  door  at 
the  postman's  knock  —  how  had  they  all  looked  forward 
to  the  arrival  of  the  old  coach,  .^d  where  were  thej 
all  now  I 

*^  Grentlemen,  my  uncle  nsed  to  sai/  that  he  thought  all 
this  at  the  time,  but  I  rather  suspect  he  learnt  it  out  of 
some  book  afterwards,  for  he  distinctly  stated  that  he  fell 
into  a  kind  of  doze,  as  he  sat  on  the  old  axletree  looking 
at  the  decayed  mail-coaches,  and  that  he  was  suddenly 
awakened  by  some  deep  chureh-bell  striking  two.  Now, 
my  undo  was  never  a  fast  Uiinker,  and  if  he  had  thought 
all  these  things,  I  am  quite  certain  it  would  have  taken 
him  till  full  half-past  two  o'dock,  at  the  very  least  I 
am,  therefwe,  decidedly  of  opinion,  gentlemen,  that  my 
uncle  fell  into  the  kind  of  doze,  without  having  thou^t 
about  anything  at  all. 

^  Be  this  as  it  may,  a  ehnrdi^bdl  atruck  two.  My 
unde  woke,  rubbed  Ms  eyes,  and  jumped  up  in  aston- 
i^ment 

^  In  one  instant,  after  the  dock  struck  two,  the  whole 
of  this  deserted  and  quiet  spot  had  become  a  scene  of 
most  extraordinary  life  and  animation.  The  mail-coach 
doors  were  on  their  hinges,  the  lining  was  replaced,  the 
iron-work  was  as  good  as  new,  the  paint  was  restored, 
the  lamps  were  alight,  cushions  and  great-coats  were  on 
every  coadi^box,  porters  were  thrusting  parcels  into 
every  boot,  guards  were  stowing  away  letter-bags,  host- 
lers were  dashing  pails  of  water  against  the  renovated 
wlieels;  numbers  of  men  were  rushing  about,  fixing  poles 
Into  every  coach ;  pas^ngers  arrived,  portmanteaus  were 
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Itttided  vipf  hoviefi  were  {mt  to ;  aii«i,  in  shofert,  li  was  per 
te^Hy  cktat  that  every  mail  tkwe  was  to  be  (^  direetly. 
GeDtlemen,  my  uncle  opened  his  eyes  so  wide  at  all  tliis, 
that)  to  the  very  last  JBomeat  of  his  liie,  he  used  to  won- 
dw  how  it  fdl  out  thai  he  had  ever  beeaable  to  shut  'em 
again, 

^ '  Now  then  I '  said  a  voice,  as  my  uncle  felt  a  hand 
on  hia  shouldes.  ^  Yeu're  boeked  fcr  one  inside.  Tou'd 
better  get  in*' 

^  <  /  booked  I '  sod  my  uoolef  tumiag  ronad. 

«*Tes,eertai4^f-' 
.  ^  My  unfile)  gentlemen^  oouli  say  Bodiing ;  be  was  so 
very  muoh  astonished.  The  queerest  thing  of  dl»  was, 
that  although  there  was  such  a  crowd  of  pereons^  and 
although  fresh  ftuses  were  pouring  in  every  moment, 
there,  was  no  telling  where  they  came  from ;  they  seemed 
to  start  up,  in  some  stnmge  manner,  from  the  grouad,  or 
.the  akf  aiad  disai^ear  in  the  same  way.  When  a  porter 
had  put  his  luggage  in  the  coach,  and  veceived  iua  £Rre, 
lie  tuniad  round  and  was  gone ;  and  before  my  uncle 
bad  well  b^n  to  wonder  what  had  beeome  of  hinv  half- 
a-dozen  fresh  ones  started  up,  and  staggered  along  on- 
der  the  weight  of  pareete  wUeh  seemed  big  moagh  to 
crush  tbem«  The  passengers  were  all  dressed  so  oAdfy 
ioo^ — large,  broad^ekirled  laced  coats  with  great  ooft 
and  no  collars;  aad  wigs,  genllemea,^-** great  formal 
wigs  with  a  tie  behind.  My  node  could  make  nothing 
of  it. 

<* '  Now,  are  you  going  to  get  in ?'  said  the  person  who 
had  addressed  my  uncle  b^brOb  He  was  dressed  as  a 
mail-guard,  with  a  wig  oa  his  head  and  most  enormoub 
eoffs  to  his  ooati  and*  had  a  kntern  m  one  hand,  a«d4i 
huge  blunderbiiss  in  the  oA^iwhibh  he  was  going  ttr 
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•tow  away  iti  hit  Ktlte  armhehebt.  ^At€  7011  ^giaA%  ii 
get  in,  JiMsk  Martin  ?'  aaid  the  gnai^d^  holding  the  kmeBm 
|o  aftj  unde'ii  fiuse. 

^'HaUoT  said  tnj.tineley  finning  bads  aftepdrtw» 
^  That's  fan^Uiarr 

<< <I^8  60  on  ^  waj-hill,'  repHed  the  goaid. 

<<<I$D't  there  a  « Kkter "  befbre  it?'Baid  mj  uncle 
r*-*  for  he  felt,  gHUlemeii,  thai  ibr  a  guard  he  didni't  know, 
Ao  obU  ham  Jack  Martiii,  UFas  a  liber^  whksb  the  PosI* 
nffiee  wonldn't  have  aanctioiiidd  If  th^j  had  known  tL 

^  <  :No  ;  there  Is  not,' rcjjatned  the  goafd  ooollj. 

** ^Is  the  fate  paid ?'  inquired  my  uacle. 

^ '  Of  eoiKse  U  is,'  regained  the  guard. 

<<aii8,  iB  itP'said  my  maele.  «Tben  here  goe8~ 
which  eoech?' 

''^Thifs'  said  the  gUttrd,  p6inting  to  an  oUnfiuhiOAed 
Jii<ynburgh  and  London  Mail,  which  had  the  sAeps  down, 
Md  the  door  (^pcB*  '  Stop  —  heze  iune  the  other  paasen^ 
gers.     Let  them  get  in  first.' 

^  As  the  guard  spoke,  there  idl  at  once  i^)peiEU!ed,  right 
ia  front  of  my  uncle^  a  young  gentlemiin  in  a  powdiered 
w%,  and  a  8ky4>ltie  ooat  trimmed  wi&  silver,  made  Yer^ 
iiill  and  broad  in  the  skirta,  whidi  were  lined  with  back** 
nun.  Tiggin  and  Welpe  were  in  the  printed  eaHoo  aad 
waislKsoat  pfiebe  line,  gentlemen,  so  my  undo  knew  iril 
the  materUils  at  onoe*  He  wore  knee-breeehes,  and  a 
liind  of  l^l^ngt  rolled  up,  aver  iiis  silk  stockings,  and 
ahoes  with  buckles ;  he  had  ruffles  at  his  wristo,  a  thre^ 
cornered  hat  on  his  head,  and  a  long  taper  sword  by  his 
side.  The  flc^  of  his  waistcoalt  came  half-way  do«B 
h»s  tiiighs,  and  Uie  ^ads  of  his  cravat  reached  to  his 
waist.  He  stalked  gravely  to  the  ooaefa-door,  palled  off 
>iis  hattjmd  ^dd  tt  above  Ids  bead  at  arm's  length :  ooek- 
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teg  his  little  finger  in  the  air  at  the  same  time,  as  some 
afieeted  people  do,  when  thej  take  a  cup  of  tea.  Then 
he  drew  his  feet  together,  and  made  a  low  grave  boW} 
and  ^en  pot  out  his  left  hand.  My  ancle  was  jbst 
going  to  step  forward,  and  shake  it  heartily,  when  he 
perceived  that  these  attentions  were  directed,  not  towards 
him,  bnt  to  a  yoong  lady,  who  jnst  then  appeared  at  the 
fool  €^  the  steps,  attired  in  an  old-fhshioned  green  velvet 
dress,  with  a  long  waist  and  stomacher.  She  had  im 
bonnet  on  her  head,  gentlemen,  which  was  mufBed  in  a 
black  silk  hood,  bat  she  looked  round  for  an  histant  as 
she  prepared  to  get  into  the  coach,  and  such  a  beaotlftil 
face  as  she  discovered,  my  nnde  had  never  seen  —  bot 
even  in  a  picture.  She  got  into  the  coach,  holding  np 
her  dress  with  one  hand  ;  and,  as  my  nncle  always  said 
with  a  round  oath,  when  he  toU  the  story,  he  wouldn't 
have  believed  it  possible  that  legs  and  feet  could  have 
been  brought  to  sa<^  a  state  of  perfection  unless  he  had 
seen  them  with  his  own  eyes. 

'<  But,  in  this  one  glimpse  of  the  beantifol  foce,  my 
uncle  saw  tlutt  the  young  lady  had  cast  an  imploring 
kx>k  upon  him,  and  that  she  appeared  terrified  and  dia* 
tressed*  He  noticed  too,  that  the  young  follow  in  the 
powdered  wig,  notwithstanding  his  show  of  gallantry, 
whidi  was  all  very  fine  and  grand,  clasped  her  tight  by 
the  wrist  when  she  got  in,  and  ftriilowed  himself  imme* 
diately  afterwards.  An  uncommonly  ilMookang  fellow 
in  a  close  brown  wig,  and  a  p]umKx4ored  suit,  wearing 
a  very  large  sword,  and  boots  up  to  hie  hips,  belonged  to 
^he  party ;  and  when  he  sat  himself  down,  next  to  the 
young  lady,  who  shrunk  into  a  comer  at  his  ap{mMieh| 
my  uncle  was  confirmed  in  his  original  impression  that 
Bomething  dark  and  mysterious  was  going  forward,  or, 
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as  he  tdyfajs  swd  bims^,  thai  '  there  was  a  screw"  loose 
somewhere*'  It's  quite  snrprisiDg  how  qaicklj  he  niada 
op  his  mind  to  help  the  ladj  aA  any  peril,  if  she  needed 
help. 

^ '  Death  and  lightning  I '  exdaimed  tiie  young  gen- 
tleman, laying  his  hand  upon  his  sword,  as  my  unole 
oaiered  the  coach. 

^ '  Blood  and  thunder  I '  roared  the  other  gentlemaiu 
With  this,  he  whipped  his  sword  out,  and  made  a  lunge 
at  my  uncle  without  further  ceremony.  My  uncle  had  no 
weapon  about  him,  but  with  great  dexterity  he  snatched 
the  ill-looking  gentlemaii's  three-cornered  hat  from  his 
head,  and  receiving  the  point  of  his  sword  right  through 
the  crown,  s<(oeei2ed  the  sides  together,  and  held  it  tight. 

'^  *  Pink  him  behind ! '  cried  the  ill-looking  gentleman 
to  his  companion,  as  he  struggled  to  regain  his  sword. 

"  *  He  had  better  not,*  cried  my  uncle,  displaying  the 
heel  of  one  of  his  shoes  in  a  threatening  manner.  *  I'll 
kick  his  brains  out  if  he  has  any,  or  fracture  his  skull  if 
he  hasn*t.'  Exerting  all  hk  strength  at  this  moment,  my 
uncle  wrenched  the  ill-looking  man's  sword  from  his 
grasp,  and  flung  it  dean  out  of  the  coach-window :  upon 
which  the  younger  gentleman  vociferated,  *  Death  and 
lightning  I '  again,  and  laid  his  hand  upon  the  hilt  of  his 
sword,  in  a  very  fierce  manner,  bat  didn*t  draw  it.  Per* 
haps,  gentlemett,  as  my  uncle  used  to  say,  with  a  smile, 
perhaps  he  was  afraid  of  alarming  the  lady. 
.  **^Now,  gentlemen,*  said  my  uncle,  t^ing  his  seat 
deliberately,  '  I  don't  want  to  have  any  death,  with  or 
without  lightning,  in  a  lady's  presence,  and  we  have  had 
quite  blood  and  thundering  enough  for  one  journey ;  so^ 
if  you  please,  well  sit  in  our  places  like  quiet  insides  — 
here,  guard,  pick  op  that  gentleman's  carving-linife.' 
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^  Am  qak^lj  as  my*  unde  said  the  w^rdsy  die  guard 
•lipcared  at  tbe  ooedi*wmdow,  with  the  geoftlenum'i 
bMrd  in  Ids  hand.  He  held  up  his  lantani,  and  looked 
earnestly  in  my  ancle's  fiM»,  as  he  handed  it  in :  when^ 
hy  its  Hgh^  my  undo  saw,  to  his  great  sorprise,  that  an 
iainiense  crowd  of  mail-coach  guards  swarmed  round  tb^ 
window:  every  one  of  whom  had  his  eyes  earnestly 
Aaced  upott  him  too«  He  had  never  seen  such  a  eea  of 
white  faoesy  and  red  bodies^  and  eameat  eyes,  in  all  his 
bom  days. 

'^  ^Tlus  18  the  strangest  sort  of  thing  I  ever  had  any* 
thing  to  do  with/  tliQ^;ht  my  inMfte-— ^allow  me  to  re* 
tern  you  your  hat,  sir.* 

.  ^The  ill-*looking  gentiemao  received  his  three*eomered 
hat  in  silenee ;  looked  at  the  hole  in  the  middle  with  an 
inquiring  air ;  and  finally  stock  it  on  the  top  of  his  wig, 
with  a  solemnity  the  effect  of  which  was  a  trifie  impaired 
by  his  .sneesing  violently  at  the  moment,  and  jerking  it 
off  again, 

^'^All  right ! '  cried  the  guard  with  the  laatem,  mount* 
ing  iato  his  little  seat  bdbind.  Away  they  went.  My 
ttocle  peeped  out  of  the  eoach^window  as  they  emerged 
firom  &e  yard,  and  observed  that  the  other  mails,  widi 
ooachmen,  guards,  horses,  and  passengers,  complete,  were 
driving  round  and  round  in  eiscles,  at  a  slow  trot  cf 
about  five  miles  an  hour.  My  tmde  burnt  with  indigna'- 
tion,  gentlemen.  As  a  eommcrdal  nan,  he  felt  that  the 
mail-bags  were  not  to  be  trifled  with,  and  he  resolved  to 
memorialize  the  Pos^offioe  on  the  subject,  the  v^y  in* 
stant  he  reached  London. 

''At  present,  however,  his  thoughts  were  occupied 
with  the  young  lady  who  sat  in  the  farthest  comer  of  the 
coach,  with  her  &ce  msffled  closely  in.  her  hood :  the  gen 
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tieman  whb  the  sk^-blife  ooat  shtang  opposite  to  ber : 
loid  tfae  other  man  in  the  plum-colored  suit,  by  her  side : 
and  both  watching  her  intently.  If  she  so  much  as  rus- 
tled the  folds  of  her  hood,  he  Could  hear  the  ill-looking 
man  clap  his  hand  upon  his  sword,  and  could  tell  by  the 
o&er's  breathing  (it  was  so  dark  he  couldn't  see  his  face) 
that  he  was  looking  as  big  as  if  he  were  going  to  devour 
her  at  a  mouthful*  This  roused  my  uncle  more  and 
more,  and  he  resolved,  come  what  como  might,  to  see  the 
«nd  of  it  He  had  a  great  admiration  for  bright  eyes, 
and  sweet  faces,  and  pretty  legs  and  feet  i  in  short,  he 
was  fond  of  the  whole  sex.  It  runs  in  our  &mily,  gen- 
tlemen — so  am  I. 

*^  Many  were  the  devices  which  my  uncle  practised  to 
attract  the  lady's  attention,  or  at  all  events,  to  engage 
the  mysterious  gentlemen  in  conversation.  They  were 
all  iti  vain;  the  gentlemen  wouldn't  talk,  and  the  lady 
didn't  dare.  He  thrust  bis  head  out  of  the  coach-window 
at  intervals,  and  bawled  out  to  know  why  they  didn't 
go  fiister.  But  he  called  till  he  wa?  hoarse  —  nobody 
paid  the  least  attendon  to  him.  He  leant  back  in  the 
coach,  and  thought  of  the  beautiful  face,  and  the  feet  and 
legs.  This  answered  better ;  it  whiled  away  the  time,  and 
kept  him  from  wondering  where  he  was  going,  and  how 
it  was  he  found  himself  in  such  an  odd  situation.  Not 
that  this  would  have  worried  him  much,  any  way  —  he 
was  a  mighty  free  and  easy,  roving,  devil-may-care  soit 
of  peracm,  was  my  uncle,  gentlemen* 

^'  AH  of  a  sudden  the  coach  stopped.  '  Hallo ! '  said 
my  uncle,  *  Whaf  s  in  the  wind  now  ? ' 

^'Alight  here,'  said  the  guard,  letting  down  the  steps. 

**  *  Here  I '  cried  my  uncle. 

<< '  Here.'  rejoined  the  goard. 
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*<  *  ni  do  nothing  of  the  sort,'  said  my  nnole. 

•''Very  well  —  then  stop  where  you  are,*  said  iim 
guard. 

"  *  I  will,*  said  my  uncle. 

"  *  Do,'  said  the  guard. 

"  The  other  passengers  had  regarded  this  colloquy  wiUi 
great  attention;  and,  finding  that  my  uncle  was  deter- 
mined not  to  alight,  the  younger  man  squeesed  past  him, 
to  hand  the  lady  out  At  this  moment,  the  ill-looking 
man  was  inspecting  the  hole  in  the  crown  of  his  three-cor- 
nered hat  As  the  young  lady  brushed  past,  she  dropped 
one  of  her  gloves  into  my  uncle's  hand,  and  sofUy  whis- 
pered, with  her  lips  so  close  to  his  &ce  that  he  fek  her 
warm  breath  on  his  nose,  the  single  word '  Help  I '  Gen- 
tlemen, my  uncle  leaped  out  of  the  coach,  at  once,  with 
such  violence  that  it  rocked  on  the  springs  again. 

"  *  Oh  r  youVe  thought  better  of  it,  have  you  ? '  said 
the  guard,  when  he  saw  my  uncle  standing  on  the 
ground. 

*^  My  uncle  looked  at  the  guard  for  a  few  seconds,  in 
some  doubt  whether  it  wouldn't  be  better  to  wrench  his 
blunderbuss  from  him,  fire  it  in  the  face  of  the  man  with 
the  big  sword,  knock  the  rest  of  the  company  over  the  head 
^ith  the  stock,  snatch  up  the  young  lady,  and  go  off  in 
the  smoke.  On  second  thoughts,  however,  he  abandone  1 
this  plan,  as  being  a  shade  too  melodramatic  in  the  execu- 
tion, and  followed  the  two  mysterious  men,  who,  keeping 
the  lady  between  them,  were  now  entering  an  old  house, 
in  front  of  which  the  coach  had  stopped.  They  turned 
into  the  passage,  and  my  uncle  followed. 

"  Of  all  the  ruinous  and  desolate  places  my  uncle  had 
ever  beheld,  tliis  was  the  most  so.  It  looked  as  if  it  had 
once  been  a  large  house  of  entertainment ;  but  the  roof 
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had  faUen  in,  in  many  places,  and  the  stairs  were  steep, 
rugged,  and  broken.  There  was  a  huge  fireplace  in  the 
room  into  which  they  walked,  and  the  chimney  was 
blackened  with  smoke ;  but  no  warm  blaze  lighted  it  up 
now.  The  white  feathery  dust  of  burnt  wood  was  stiU 
strewed  over  the  hearth,  but  the  stove  was  cold,  and  all 
was  datk  and  gloomy. 

*^ '  Well,'  said  my  unde,  as  he  looked  about  him,  *  A 
mail  travelling  at  the  rate  of  six  miles  and  a  half  an 
hour,  and  stopping  for  an  indefinite  time  at  such  a  hole 
as  this,  is  rather  an  irregular  sort  of  proceeding,  I  £uicy« 
This  shall  be  made  known  ;  111  write  to  the  papers.' 

^  My  unde  said  this  in  a  pretty  loud  voice,  and  in  an 
open  unreserved  sort  of  manner,  with  a  view  of  engaging 
the  two  straagers  in  conversation  if  he  could.  But,  nei- 
ther of  them  took  any  more  notice  of  him  than  whisper- 
mg  to  each  other,  and  scowling  at  him  as  they  did  so. 
The  lady  was  at  the  fiurther  end  of  the  room,  and  once 
she  ventured  to  wave  her  hand,  as  if  beseeching  my  un- 
de's  asaistanee. 

^  At  length  the  two  strangers  advanoed  a  little,  and 
the  conversation  began  in  earnest. 

**'  *  You  don't  know  this  is  a  private  room ;  I  suppose, 
feUow  ? '  said  the  gentleman  in  sky-blue. 

"  *  No,  I  do  not,  fellow,'  rejoined  my  uncle.  *  Only  if 
this  IS  a  private  room  specially  ordered  for  the  occasion^ 
I  should  think  the  public  room  must  be  a  very  comforta- 
ble one ; '  with  this  my  unde  sat  himself  down  in  a  high- 
badied  chair,  and  took  such  an  accurate  measure  of  the 
gentleman,  with  his  eyes,  that  Tiggin  and  Welps  could 
have  supplied  him  with  printed  calico  for  a  suit,  and  not 
an  inch  too  much  or  too  little,  from  that  estimate  alone. 

^  ^  Quit  this  room,'  said  both  the  men  together,  grasp« 
ing  their  swords. 
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"'Eh?'  said  raj  unde,  not  at  a]}  sppearihg  to  omi^' 
prebend  their  meanuig^ 

^'  Quit  the  room,  or  yon  are  a  dead  man,'  said  die  ill* 
looking  fellow  with  the  large  eword,  drawing  it  at  the 
same  time  and  flourishing  it  in  the  Mr. 

** '  Down  with  him ! '  cried  the  gentleman  in  skj-blue, 
drawing  his  sword  also,  and  falling  back  two  or  three 
yards,  *Down  with  him  I*  The  lady  gave  a  loud 
Bcreara. 

'^  Now,  ray  uncle  was  always  remai^aMe  for  great 
boldness,  and  great  presence  of  mind.  All  the  tune  thai 
he  had  appeared  so  Indifferent  to  what  was  going  on,  he 
had  been  looking  slyly  aboul^  fer  some  missik  or  weapon 
of  defence,  and  at  the  very  instant  when  the  sworda  were 
drawn,  he  espied,  standing  in  the  chimney-'Gorner,  an  old 
basket-hilted  rapier  in  a  rusty  soabbaid.  At  one  bound, 
my  nncle  caught  it  in  fais  hand,  drew  it,  flourished  it  gal^ 
lantly  above  his  head,  catted  alood  to  the  lady  to  ke^p 
out  of  the  way,  hurled  ifeo  dbair  at  the  man  in  sky^blue^ 
and  the  scabbard  at  the  man  in  plum-cokir)  and  taking 
advantage  of  the  eeitfuglony  fdl  upon  them  both,  pell- 
mell. 

^  Gentlemen,  there  is  an  old  story  «^  none  the  worse 
for  being  true —  regarding  a  fine  young  Irish  gendeman, 
who  being  asked  if  he  could  play  the  fiddle,  replied  he 
bad  no  doubt  he  could,  but  he  couldn't  exactly  say,  for 
certain,  because  he  had  never  tried.  This  ia  not  inl^ 
pli<»ble  to  my  uncle  and  his  femdng.  He  had  never  had 
a  sword  in  his  hand  before,  except  once  when  he  played 
Richard  the  Third  at  a  private  theatre :  upon  whi^  oo* 
easion  it  was  arranged  with  Richmond  that  he  was  to  be 
run  through,  from  behind,  without  blowing  fight  at  all » 
but  here  he  was,  catting  and  slashing  with  two  experi- 
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enoed  ewordsmen,  dintstlng,  and  guarding,  and  pokingj 
BOd  BMcing,  and  acquitting  hunelf  in  the  moat  maoful 
and  dexterooB  manner  possible,  although  up  to  tliat  time 
he  had  nerer  been  aware  that  he  had  the  least  notion  of 
the  science.  It  only  shows  how  true  the  old  saying  Isi 
that  a  man  nerer  knows  what  h«  can  do,  till  he  tries, 
gentlemen. 

<<  The  noise  of  the  combat  wad  terrific ;  each  of  the 
three  combatants  swearing  like  troopers,  and  their  swords 
dashing  with  as  mueh  noise  as  if  all  the  ki^ves  and  steels 
in  Newport  market  were  raiding  together,  at  the  same 
time.  When  it  was  at  its  very  height,  the  lady,  to  en- 
courage my  cmde  most  probably,  withdrew  her  hood 
entirely  from  her  face,  and  disclosed  a  countenance  of 
snch  dazzling  beauty,  that  he  would  have  fought  against 
fifty  men,  to  win  one  smile  from  it,  and  die.  He  bad 
done  wonders  before,  but  now  he  began  to  powder  away 
Kke  a  raving  mad  giant 

^At  this  very  moment,  the  gentleman  in  sky-blue 
faming  round,  and  seeing  the  young  lady  with  her  face 
uncovered,  vented  an  exclamation  of  rage  and  jealousy  } 
and  turning  his  weapon  against  her  beautiful  bos<Hn, 
pointed  a  thrust  at  her  heart,  whidb  caused  my  unde  to 
ntter  a  cry  of  apprehension  that  made  the  building  ring« 
The  lady  stepped  lightly  aside,  and  snatchmg  the  young 
man's  sword  from  his  hand,  before  he  had  reooveied  hjs 
balance,  drove  him  to  the  wall,  and  nmning  it  through 
him,  and  the  panelling,  tip  to  the  very  hilt,  pinned  him 
there,  hard  and  fiist.  It  was  a  splendid  exam|>le.  My 
mcle,  with  a  loud  shout  of  triumph,  and  a  strength  thai 
was  irresistible,  made  his  adversary  retreat  in  the  same 
direction,  and  plunging  ihe  old  rapier  into  the  very  cen- 
tre of  a  large  red  fiower  in  the  pattern  of  his  waistcoat| 
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nailed  him  beside  hiA  friend ;  there  tliej  both  stood,  gen> 
demen :  jerking  their  amis  and  legs  about,  in  agonj,- 
like  the  toy-ehop  figures  that  are  moved  by  a  piece  of 
packthread.  My  unde  always  said,  afterwards,  that  this 
was  one  of  the  surest  means  he  knew  a£,  for  disposing  of 
an  enemy ;  but  it  was  liable  to  one  objection  on  the 
ground  of  expense,  inasmuch  as  it  involved  the  loss  of  a 
sword  for  every  man  disabled. 

^  <  The  mail,  the  mail ! '  cried  the  lady,  nmning  wp  to 
my  uncle  and  throwing  her  beautiful  arms  round  hk 
neck  ;  *  we  may  yet  escape.' 

"  *  Ma^  !  *  med  my  unde ;  *  why,  my  dear,  there's  no- 
body else  to  kill,  is  there  ? '  My  unde  was  rather  dis- 
appointed, gentlemen,  for  he  thought  a  litile  quiet  bit  of 
love-making  would  be  agreeable  after  the  slaughtering, 
if  it  were  only  to  change  the  subject 

^  ^  We  have  not  an  instant  to  lose  here,'  siud  the  young 
lady.  '  He  (pointing  to  the  young  gentleman  in  sky-blue) 
is  die  only  son  of  the  pow^ful  Marquess  of  Filletoville.' 

" '  WeU,  then,  my  dear,  Fm  afraid  bell  nevwr  oOTie  to 
the  title,'  said  my  uncle,  looking  todUij  at  the  young 
gentleman  as  he  stood  fixed  up  against  the  wall,  in  tlM 
cockchafer  fashion  I  have  described.  ^  You  have  out  off 
the  entail,  my  love.' 

^'I  have  been  torn  from  my  home  and  friends  bif 
these  villains,'  said  the  young  lady,  her  features  glowing 
with  indignaticm.  'That  wretdi  woold  have  married 
me  by  violence  in  another  hour/ 

^  'Ckmfound  his  impudence  I '  said  my  unde,  bestomng 
a  very  contemptuous  look  on  the  dying  heir  of  Filleto- 
ville. 

^  ^  As  you  may  guess  from  what  you  have  seen,'  said 
the  young  lady,  '  the  party  were  prepared  to  murder  me 
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if  I  appealed  to  any  one  &r  asaiatonce.  If  their  aooom- 
plioee  find  as  here,  we  are  lo8t»  Two  minutes  hence 
may  be  too  late.  The  mail ! '  —  with  these  words,  over- 
powered bj  her  feelings^  and  the  exertion  of  sticking  the 
young  Mw|Qe$8  of  Filletoyille,  she  eunk  into  my  uncle's 
arms.  My  unde  caught  her  up,  and  bore  her  to  the 
iiooae<loor.  There  stood  the  mail,  with  four  long-tailed^ 
flowing-maned,  blad^  horaes,  ready  harnessed;  but  no 
onadimany  no  guard,  no  hostler  even,  at  the  horses' 
heads. 

^  G^tlemen,  I  hope  I  do  no  injustice  to  my  uncle's 
memory,  when  I  express  my  opinion,  that  although  he 
was  a  bachelor,  he  had  held  some  ladies  in  his  arms,  be- 
fore this  time ;  I  believe  indeed,  that  he  had  rather  a 
habit  of  kissing  barmaids ;  and  I  know,  that  in  one  or 
two  instances,  he  had  been  seen  by  credible  witnesses,  to 
hug  a  landlady  in  a  very  perceptible  manner.  I  men- 
tion the  cireumstance,  to  show  what  a  very  uncommon 
sort  of  person  this  beautiful  yom^  lady  must  have  been^ 
to  have  affeeted  my  uncle  in  the  way  she  did ;  he  used 
to  say,  that  as  her  long  dariL  hair  trailed  over  his  arm, 
and  her  beautiful  dark  eyes  fixed  themselves  upon  his 
hice  when  she  recovered,  he  felt  so  strange  and  nervous, 
that  his  legs  treoibled  beneath  him.  But,  who  can  look 
m  a  sweet  soft  pair  <^  dark  eyes,  without  feeling  queer  ? 
/  can't,  gtotlemen.  I  am  a&aid  to  look  at  some  eyes  I 
know,  and  that's  the  truth  of  it 

^*Tou  will  never  leave  me,'  mnnnured  the  young 
lady. 

^  ^  Never,'  said  my  mole.    And  he  meant  it  too^ 

'***My  dear  preserver!'  exclaimed  the  young  lady. 
*  My  dear,  kind,  brave  preserver ! ' 

^  *  Don't,'  said  my  uncle,  interrupting  her. 

"  •  Why  ? '  inquired  the  young  lady. 
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^  ^  Because  jour  montli  kxto  io  beautiful  wheo  you 
•peak,'  rejoined  mj  undo,  ^  that  I  am  afraid  I  shall  be 
rude  enough  to  kiss  it' 

**  The  young  lady  put  np  her  hand  ae  if  to  oaulioB  mj 
uuele  not  to  do  so,  and  said  —  no,  she  didn't  saj  any* 
thing  —  she  sn^ed.  When  you  are  looking  at  a  pair  of 
Che  most  delidotis  lips  in  the  world,  and  see  tlieni  geetfy 
break  into  a  roguish  smile  -^  if  yeu  «re  very  near  thern^ 
and  nobody  else  by  ^— you  cannot  belter  testify  your 
admiration  of  their  beautiful  form  and  color  than  by 
kissing  them  at  once.  My  Undo  did  eo,  and  I  honor  hhn 
for  it 

"  ^  Hark  I 'cried  the  yooi%  My,  starling.  ^Thenoisa 
of  wheels  and  horses ! ' 

" '  So  it  is,'  said  my  onde,  listenfaig.  He  had  a  good 
ear  for  wheels,  and  the  trampMng  of  hoofs ;  but  there 
appeared  to  be  so  many  horsed  and  oarriages  rattling 
towards  them,  fh>m  a  distance,  that  it  was  impossible 
to  form  a  guess  at  therr  number*  The  soond  was  like 
diat  of  fiily  brakes,  with  six  blood  eattle  in  each. 

^  *  We  are  pursued  1 '  cried  the  young  kdy,  dasping 
her  hands.  '  We  are  pursued*  I  have  no  hope  but  in 
you!' 

^  There  was  sndi  an  expHtSBioia  ef  terror  in  ker  bean^ 
tiful  face,  that  my  node  made  up  hk  mind  ait  once.  Ha 
Kfled  her  into  the  coadi,  told  her  not  to  be  frightened^ 
pressed  his  lips  to  hers  onee  more,  and  then  advising  her 
to  draw  up  the  window  to  keep  tiie  oold  air  oat,  mounted 
to  the  box. 

"  *  Stay,  love,'  cried  Ae  young  lady. 

'^  Whafs  the  matter? '  eaid  my  vadeyfiom  the  coach- 
box. 

<<  < I  want  to  spei^  to  you,'  said  the  young  lady)  'only 
a  word  —  only  one  werd»  deadest' 
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'  ^ 'Must  I  get  down ?'  inquired  my  uncle.  Hie  lady 
nade  no  answer,  bnt  she  smiled  again.  Such  a  smile, 
gentlemen !  — ^  it  beat  the  odker  one,  all  to  nothing.  My 
uncle  desoended  ibom  his  perch  in  a  twinkling. 

**  *  What  is  it,  my  dear?'  said  my  uncle,  looking  in  at 
the  ooachrwindow.  The  lady  happened  to  bend  forward 
at  the  same  time«  and  my  ancle  thought  she  looj^ed  more 
beautiful  than  die  had  done  yet  He  was  very  close  to 
her  just  then,  gentlemen,  so  he  really  ought  to  know. 
.  "  *  What  is  it,  my  dear  ? '  said  my  nncle. 

"  *  Will  you  never  love  any  one  butme  —never  many 
any  one  beside  ? '  said  the  young  lady. 

^  My  nnde  swore  a  great  oath  that  he  never  wonld 
marry  anybody  else,  and  the  young  lady  drew  in  hev 
bead,  and  polkd  up  the  window.  He  jumped  upon  ihe 
box,  squared  his  elbows,  a^sted  the  ribbons,  seized  the 
whip  which  lay  on  the  roof,  gave  one  dick  to  the  off 
kader,  and  awi^  went  the  four  long-tailed,  flowing- 
maned  black  horses,  at  fifteen  good  English  miles  an 
hour,  widi  the  odd  ouiiL^oaeh  behind  them  ^— whew  t 
how  they  tore  akxng  I 

^The  noise  behind  grew  louder.  The  faster  tiie  old 
mail  went,  the  faster  came  tiie  pursuers  —  men,  horses, 
dogs,  were  leagued  in  the  pursuit.  The  noise  was  fright>- 
Mf  but,  above  all,  rose  the  voice  of  the  young  lady,  urg-^ 
ing  my  uncle  on,  and  shrieking  *  faster !  faster  I ' 

"  They  whirled  past  the  dark  trees,  as  feathers  would 
b6  swept  before  a  hurricane.  Houses,  gates,  churches, 
haystacks,  objects  of  every  kind  they  shot  by,  with  a 
velocity  and  noise  like  roaring  waters  suddenly  let 
loose,  fitill  the  noise  of  pursuit  grew  louder,  and  still 
tiy  unde  could  hear  the  young  lady  wildly  screamibg 
*fosterl  faster!' 
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^  Mj  onde  plied  whip  and  rein ;  and  the  h<»«e8  flew 
onward  till  ihej  were  white  with  foam;  and  yet  the 
noise  behind  increased;  and  jet  the  young  ladj  cried 
'  Beister  I  faster ! '  My  uncle  gave  a  loud  stamp  on  the 
boot  in  the  energy  of  the  moment^  and— *  found  that  it 
was  gray  morning,  and  he  was  sitting  in  the  wheel- 
wright's yard,  on  the  box  of  an  old  Edinburgh  mail, 
shivering  with  the  cold  alid  wet,  and  stamping  his  feet 
to  warm  them !  He  got  down,  and  kx^Eed  eagerly  inside 
for  the  beautiful  young  lady  —  alas  I  there  was  neither 
door  nor  seat  to  the  coach  —  it  was  a  mere  shelL 

^  Of  course,  my  uncle  knew  very  well  that  there  was 
some  mystery  in  the  matter,  and  that  everything  had 
passed,  exaetly  as  he  used  to  relate  it*  He  remained 
stanch  to  the  great  oath  he  had  sworn  to  the  beautifnl 
young  lady :  refusing  several  eligible  landladies  on  her 
account,  and  dying  a  bachelor  at  last  He  always  said, 
what  a  curious  thing  it  was  that  he  should  have  found 
out,  by  such  a  mere  accident  as  his  dambering  over  the 
palings,  that  the  ghosts  of  mail-coadies  and  horses, 
guards,  coachmen,  and  passengers,  were  in  the  hafote 
of  making  journeys  regularly  every  night ;  he  used  to 
add,  that  he  believed  he  was  the  only  living  person  who 
had  ever  been  taken  as  a  passenger  on  one  of  these  ex« 
cursions ;  and  I  think  he  was  ri^t,  gentleaien  —  at  least 
I  never  heard  of  any  other.** 

^  I  wonder  what  these  gluista  of  mail-eoaehes  carry  in 
Iboir  bags,**  said  the  landlord,  who  had  listened  to  the 
whole  story  with  profound  attention. 

^  The  dead  letters,  of  course,**  said  the  Bagman. 

'^Oh,  ah — to  be  sure,**  rejoined  the  hindlord.  ''I 
never  thought  of  that** 
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CHAPTER  L. 

BOW  MB.  PIOKWIOK  8PSD  UPON  HIS  MISSION,  AND 
BOW  HB  WAS  lUUKFOBOBD  IK  THB  OUTSET  BT  ▲ 
MOST  UNBXPBCTSD  AUXILIART. 

Thb  horses  were  pat  to,  punctually  at  a  qoarter  be- 
fore uiae  next  morning,  and  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Sam 
Weller  having  cadi  taken  his  seat,  the  one  inside  and 
the  other  out,  the  postilion  was  duly  directed  to  repair 
IB  the  irst  instance  to  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer's  house,  for  the 
purpose  of  taking  up  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen. 

It  was  with  feelings  of  no  small  astonishment,  when 
the  carriage  drew  up  before  the  door  with  the  red  lamp, 
and  the  very  l^ble  inscription  of  ^  Sawyer  late  Nock* 
emorf,^  that  Mr.  Pickwick  saw,  on  popping  his  head  out 
of  the  coach-window,  the  boy  in  the  gray  livery  very 
busily  employed  in  putting  up  the  shutters :  the  which, 
being  an  unusual  and  un-business-like  proceeding  at  that 
hour  of  the  morning,  at  once  suggested  to  his  mind,  two 
inferences  —  the  one,  that  some  good  friend  and  patient 
of  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer's  was  dead ;  the  other,  that  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer  himself  was  bankrupt 

''  What  is  the  matter  ? "  said  Mr.  Pickwick  to  the 
boy. 

'^Nothing^s  the  matter,  sbr,"  replied  the  boy,  expand- 
ing  his  mouth  to  the  whole  Inreadth  of  his  coontenance. 
VOL.  nr.  10 
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^All  right,  an  right!"  cried  Bob  Sawyer,  saddenly 
appearing  at  the  door,  with  a  small  leathern  knapsack, 
limp  and  dirty,  in  one  hand,  and  a  rough  coat  and  shawl 
•  thrown  over  the  other  arm.    **  Pm  going,  old  fellow.** 

^  Yon ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

'*  Yes,"  replied  Bob  Sawyer,  ^and  a  rt^lar  expedi'^ 
(ion  well  make  of  it  Here,  Sam— f-  look  out  I  **  Thns 
briefly  bespeaking  Mr.  Weller's  attention,  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer  jerked  the  leathern  knapsack  inta  the  dickey^ 
where  it  was  immediately  stowed  away,  under  the  seat, 
by  Sam,  who  regarded  the  proeeedmg  wkk  great  ad* 
miration.  This  done,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  with  the  assist- 
ance of  the  boy,  forcoUy  worked  himsalf  into  tiie  rough 
coat,  which  was  a  few  aiees  too  small  for  him,  and  then 
advancing  to  the  eoach-wuicbw,  tfaruit  im  his  head,  and 
toaghed  boisteroasly. 

''What  a  start  it  is-* isn't  H?"  cried  Bok,  wiping 
the  tears  out  of  his  eyes,  with  one  of  the  ouft  of  the 
rough  coat 

^  My  dear  sir,^  said  Mr.  Piekwick,  whh  tome  eakar* 
rassment,  ^  I  had  no  idea  ot  your  aooompanyiDg  n»J* 

''No,  thafs  just  the  Tery  thing,**  replied  Bob,  sdang 
Mr.  Pickwick  by  the  kppel  of  his  coat  ''That*s  the 
joke.** 

"Oh,  that's  the  joke  F  "  said  Mr.  PiokwidL. 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Bob.  "  If  s  the  whole  pouit  of 
(he  things  you  know  ^^  that,  and  leaving  the  business  to 
take  care  of  its^  as  it  seems  to  have  made  up  its  mind 
not  to  take  care  of  me.**  With  this  ezpknatioft  of  the 
phenomenon  of  the  shutters,  Mr.  Bob  Sawy^  pointed  to 
the  shop,  and  relapsed  into  an  ecstasy  of  mirth. 

"  Bless  me,  you  are  surely  not  mad  enough  to  think 
of  leaving  your  patients  without  anybody  ta    attend 
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Ibem  I "  Nmoiietratad  Mr.  Pidkwkdi  in  a  very  seriaui 

""Wkj  not?"  aaked  Bob, in  replj.  ^lOall  save  by 
it,  you  know.  Hone  of  them  ever  pay.  Besktes,"  said 
Bob,  lowing  hifi  voice  to  a  ooofidential  wbisper,  **  they 
will  be  all  the  better  for  it;  for,  being  neariy  out  of 
dnigs,  aad  ttot  ai^  to  increaae  my  aooount  jiiat  dow,  I 
should  hav3  been  obliged  to  give  them  calomel  all 
round,  and  it  would  have  baen  cerlaiii  tp  have  diaagreed 
mth  8<mia,of  then— *  so  it^s  all  for  the  best'' 

There  waa  a.  phUoeophj^  and  a  stren^^  of  xeascming, 
dbout  this  re|^y  which  Kr.  Fiekwick  was  not  prepared 
for.  He  paused  a  few  momeDts^  and  added,  less  firmly 
than  beftore: 

^  But  this  chaise^  my  young  friend  -^  this  chaise  will 
onfy  hold  two;  and  I  am  pledged  to  Mr.  AUen." 

"<  Don't  think  of  me  for  a  minuto,"  replied  Bob.  Tve 
ananged  it  all ;  Sam  and  I  will  share  the  dick^  be«- 
feween  as.  Ijock  here.  This  little  bill  is  to  be  wafered 
on  the  siiop^oors  ^  Sawyer,  late  Nockemosf.  Inquire 
of  Mirs.  Cripps  over  the  way*'  Mrs.  Cripps  is  my  boy's 
mother.  '  Mr.  Sawyer^s  very  sorry '  says  Mrs.  Oripp«^ 
^eouldn't  help  it**— fetched  away  early  this  morning  to  a 
flooBuhation  of  the  very  first  surgeons  in  the  country  — ^ 
couldn't  do  without  him  —  would  have  him  at  any  price 
-^  tremendous  operatiMi.'  The  fhot  is,"  said  Bob  in 
eondttiioi^  '^  It'll  do  me  more  good  than  otherwise,  I 
expect.  If  k  gets  into  one  of  the  local  papers,  it  wiU 
Be  the  making  ef  me.  Here's  Ben-*-new  then,  jun^ 
in!" 

Witk  these  hurried  words,  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  pushed 
the  posMioy  on  one  aide,  jerked  his  friend  Into  the 
vehicle,  slammed  the  door,  put  up  the  steps^  wafered  the 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


148  POSTHUlfOUB  PAFEE8  OF 

biH  on  the  8treei<loor,  locked  it,  pttt  the  key  in  fait 
pocket,  jumped  into  the  dickej,  gave  the  word  for  start- 
ing ;  and  did  the  whole  with  sneh  extraordinary  precipi- 
tation, that  before  Mr.  Pickwick  had  well  begnn  to 
consider  whether  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  ought  to  go  or  not^ 
they  were  roUing  away,  with  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  thor 
oof^y  establldied  as  part    and  pareel  of  the  eqni 

So  long  as  their  progress  was  conined  to  the  streets 
of  Bristol,  the  fiMsetioos  Bob  kept  his  professiottal  green 
spectacles  on,  and  oonduded  hims^  witii  becoming 
steadiness  and  graTity  of  demeanor :  merely  giying  mU 
toranee  to  dirers  verbal  witticisms  for  the  exclusive  be- 
hoof and  entertainment  of  Mr.  Samuel  Wello*;  but 
when  they  emerged  on  the  open  road,  he  threw  off  his 
green  spectacles  and  his  gravity  together,  and  peribnned 
a  great  variety  of  practical  jokes,  which  were  calculated 
to  attract  the  attention  of  the  passers-by,  and  to  reader 
the  carriage  and  those  it  contained,  objects  of  mere  than 
oidinary  curiosity;  the  least  conspicuoas  among  these 
feats,  being,  a  most  vociferous  imitation  of  a  key-bngki 
and  the  ostentatious  display  of  a  crimson  silk  pocket* 
handkerchief  attached  to  a  waUdng^stick,  whidi  was 
occasionally  waved  in  4he  air  with  varioos  gestures 
indicative  of  supremacy  and  defiance. 

^  I  wonder,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  sto[^ing  in  the  midst 
of  a  most  sedate  conversation  with  Ben  Allen,  bearing 
reference  to  the  numerous  good  qualities  of  Mr.  Wiokk 
tfid  his  sister:  <*I  wonder  what  all  the  people  we  pass, 
can  see  in  us  to  make  them  stare  so.** 

^  It's  a  neat  tam-out,''  rallied  Ben  Allen,  with  some- 
thing of  pride  in  his  tone.  ^  They're  not  used  to  #9e  this 
9oi't  of  thing,  every  day,  I  dare  say." 
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^^PossiUy,"  replied  Mr.  Piokwiek.    ""It  may  be  sa 

Perhaps  it  is." 

Mr.  Pickwick  might  very  prolmbly  have  reasoned 
bimuelf  into  the  belief  that  it  really  was :  had  he  not, 
just  then  happening  to  look  out  of  the  coaoh-windofi; 
ebscnred  that  the  lodes  of  the  paseengers  betokened  any- 
thing bat  respeotM  astonisfament)  and  that  yarious  tek* 
graphic  communications  appeared  to  be  passing  between 
them  and  some  persons  outside  the  vehicle :  whereupon 
it  occurred  to  him  that  these  demonstrations  might  be, 
in  some  remote  degree,  referrible  to  the  humcnrouB  de- 
portment of  Mr.  Robert  Sawyer. 

''  I  hope,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ''that  our  volatile  friend 
is  committing  no  absurdities  in  that  diokey  behind." 

''Oh  dear  no,"  replied  Ben  Allen.  "Except  when 
he's  elevated,  Bob's  the  quietest  creature  breathing." 

Here  a  prolonged  imitation  of  a  key-bugle  broke  upon 
the  ear,  succeeded  by  cheers  aad  screams,  idl  of  which 
evidendy  proceeded  from  the  throat  and  lungs  of  the 
quietest  creature  breathing,  or  in  plainer  designation,  of 
Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  himself. 

Mr.  Pickwick  and  Mr.  Ben  Allen  looked  expressively 
at  each  otlier,  and  the  former  genUeman  taking  off  his 
hat,  and  leaning  out  of  the  coach-window  until  nearly 
the  wliole  of  his  waistcoat  was  out^e  it,  was  at  length 
enabled  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  his  facetious  friend. 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  was  seated :  not  in  the  dickey,  but 
on  the  roof  of  the  chaise,  with  his  legs  as  far  asunder  as 
they  would  conveniently  go,  wearing  Mr.  Samuel  Wei* 
ler*s  hat  on  one  side  of  his  head,  and  bearing,  in  one 
hand,  a  most  enormous  sandwich,  while,  in  the  other,  he 
supported  a  goodly-sized  case-bottle,  to  both  of  whidi  he 
if^lied  himself  ¥rith  intense  relish :  varying  the  monot» 
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0117  <rf  the  occupatUm  by  an  ooettiotMil  howl^or  thelnter'^ 
change  of  some  livelj  hcbdinage  with  anj  pafising  alrafi^ 
ger.  The  erimaon  iag  was  carefiifij  tied  in  an  erect 
position  to  the  rail  of  the  clickey ;  and  Mr.  Samuel  Wei* 
ler,  deooraied  with  Bob  Sawyer's  hat,  was  seated  in  the 
centre  thei>eo^  disciiaBuig  a  twin  sakdwioh,  with  an  anlH 
mated  comiftenance  s  the  eayrtsaioa  of  whtoh,  betokened 
his  entire  and  perfect  i^proYal  of  the  whole  anrange* 
ment* 

Thi^  waa  enough  to  irritate  a  gentenan  with  Miw 
Pickwick's  aenee  of  proprietyi  biU  it  was  not  the  whole 
extent  of  the  aggravation;  for  a  stege-ooach  full,  inside 
luakd  ont^  was  meeting  them  at  the  tnnaieat,  and  the  aston- 
ishment of  the  pftss^Bgers  was  very  palpably  erineed. 
The  coogratcilatimw  of  an  Iriah  family^  too,  who  were 
keepbg  np  with  the  chaise,  and  begging  all  the  time^ 
we|e  of  rather  a  b^sterous  description ;  eqMoially  those 
of.  its  male  head,  who  t^eared  to  consider  the  display 
as  part  and  parcel  of  some  p<ditieal,  <Nr  other  preoeseioa 
of  triumph. 

'<  Mr.  Sawyer ! "  cried  Mr.  Hckwick,  in  a  stale  of 
gteat  exttitement.    ^  Mh  Sawyer^  sir  I" 

^  Hallo !"  responded  that ^entleolany  lookiog  o¥«r  the 
flde  of  the  ehaiae  with  all  the  coolness  in  llfe« 

^  Are  yon  mad,  air?"  demanded  Mr.  Pickwiok* 

^'Not  a  bit  of  it,"  lepitol  Bob,  "only  ohe^rfid." 

<<  Cheerful,  sir ! "  Related  Mix  Pidiwick«  <"  Take 
down  that  scandalous  red  handkerchief  I  beg*  I  innstp 
dr.    Saai,  take  it  down." 

Before  Sitfn  ooold  interpose,  Mr.  Bob  Sailer  grae»* 
fully  struck  his  ook«$,  and  having  put  them  in  his  pockety 
nodded  in  a  oourteoos  oMuiner  to  Mn  Pickwiek,  w%>ed 
the  jodontb  of  the  caae4)0tdei  and  applied  it  to  his  owni 
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Uierebj  infomiiiig  faim,  without  any  nnoecessary  waste 
of  words,  that  he  devoted  that  draught  to  wishing  Yarn 
all  maoner  of  happiness  and  prosperity.  Having  done 
ttiii^  Bob  replaced  the  oovk  with  great  eare,  and  looking 
benignantly  down  on  Mr.  Pickwick,  took  a  large  bite  out 
of  the  sandwich,  and  smiled. 

*^  Comey"  said  Mr.  Pickwiok,  whose  momentary  anger 
was  not  quite  proof  against  Bob's  immovable  self*po8* 
session,  ^  pray  kt  ns  have  bo  more  of  this  absurdhy." 

^No^  no,"  re[rfied  Bob,  onoe  more  exchanging  hats 
with  Mr.  W^er ;  ^  I  didn't  mean  to  do  it,  only  I  got  so 
enlivened  with  the  ride  ^at  I  couldnH  help  it." 

"^  Think  of  the  look  of  the  thing,"  expostulated  Mr. 
Piekwidc ;  ^  have  some  regard  to  appearanoee." 

<<  Oh,  certainly,"  said  Bob,  ^  if  a  not  the  sort  <^  thing 
at  alL    All  over,  governor." 

Satisfied  wilh  tUs  assarancey  Mr»  Pickwick  once  more 
drew  his  head  into  the  chaise  and  pulled  up  the  glass ; 
but  he  had  eoaioely  resoiiied  the  coovenaiion  which  Mr. 
Bob  Sawyer  had  intenrupted,  when  he  was  somewhat 
startled  by  Ihe  apparition  of  a  small  dai^  body,  of  an 
oblong  form,  on  the  outside  of  the  window,  which  gave 
aondry  taps  against  it,  as  if  impatient  of  admission. 

"*  What's  this  ?  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^It  looks  like  a  case-bottle;"  remarked  Ben  Allen, 
eying  the  object  in  question  through  hk  spectacles  with 
aame  interest ;  ^  I  rather  think  it  belongs  to  Bob." 

The  impression  was  perfectly  accurate ;  fbr  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer  having  attached  the  case-bottle  to  the  end  of  the 
walking-etidL,  was  battering  the  window  with  it,  in  token 
of  his  wish  that  his  friends  inside  would  partake  of  its 
QOBtents,  in  all  good  fellowship  and  harmony. 

Whafs  to  be  done?"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  heking  at 
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Ihe  bottle.  ^  This  prooeeding  is  more  alwiud  than  the 
other." 

^  I  think  it  would  be  best  to  take  it  in,"  replied  Mr. 
Ben  All^i ;  ''  it  would  serve  him  right  to  take  it  in  and 
keepit,  wouldn't  it?" 

«  It  would,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick :  "  skaU  I  ?  " 

^  I  think  it  the  most  proper  course  we  could  possibly 
adopt,"  replied  Ben. 

This  advice  quite  coincidiag  with  his  own  opinion,  Mrw 
Pickwick  gently  let  down  the  window  and  disengaged 
the  bottle  from  the  stick;  upcm  which  the  latter  was 
drawn  up,  and  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  was  heard  to  laugh 
heartily. 

''  What  a  merry  dog  it  is  i"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  look- 
iiig  round  at  his  corapanion  with  the  bottle  in  hk  hand. 

<"  He  is,"  said  Mr.  Allen. 

'^  You  cannot  possibljr  be  angry  with  him,"  remarked 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Qaite  out  of  the  questioii,"  obserred  Benjamis  Allen. 

During  this  short  ioterehaage  of  sentiments,  Mr.  PidE« 
wick  had,  in  an  abstracted  mood,  oneorked  ihe  bottle. 

'^  What  is  it? "  inquired  Ben  Allen,  carelessly. 

^  I  don't  know,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  equal 
carelessness.    ^  It  smells,  I  think,  like  milk-punch." 

<"  Oh,  indeed  I  "said  Ben. 

"  I  think  so,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick,  rery  properij 
guarding  himself  against  the  possibility  of  stating  aa 
untruth  :  ^  mind,  I  could  not  undertake  to  say  certainly, 
without  tasting  it" 

^  You  had  better  do  so,"  said  Ben  ;  ^  we  may  as  well 
know  what  it  is*" 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  replied  Mr.  Pickwidu  «  Wdl, 
if  you  are  curious  to  know,  of  course  I  have  do  objec- 
tion." 
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Ever  wiUing  to  8acrifioe  his  own  ftelitigs  to  die  wishes 
of  las  friend,  Mr.  Pickwick  at  once  took  a  pretty  hxig 
taste. 

^  What  Is  it?"  inquired  Ben  Alien,  inteiWpting  him 
with  some  impatience. 

^  Curious,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  smacking  his  lips,  ^  I 
hardlj  know,  now*  Oh,  jes,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  after 
a  second  taste,  ^'  it  m  punch." 

Mr.  Ben  Allen  looked  at  Mr.  Pickwick;  Mr.  Pickwick 
lodced  at  Mr.  Ben  Allen ;  Mr,  Ben  Alien  smiled ;  Mr. 
Pickwick  did  not 

^  It  woald  serve  him  rights"  said  tlie  last-named  gen<- 
tleman,  with  some  severitj,  ^  H  would  serve  him  rig^t 
to  drink  it  every  drop." 

^The  very  thing  that  ocoorred  to  me,"  said  Ben  Allen. 

"Is  it  indeed !"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick.  **  Then  here's 
his  health."  With  these  words,  that  excellent  person 
took  a  most  eneigetic  pull  at  the  bottle,  and  handed  it  to 
Ben  Allen,  who  was  not  slow  to  imitate  his  example. 
The  smiles  became  mutual*  and  the  milk^^unch  was 
gradually  and  cheerfully  disposed  of. 

^  After  all,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  he  drained  the  last 
drop,  ^  htt  pranks  are  really  very  amusing  —  very  en^- 
tertaining  indeed." 

'^  Tou  may  say  that,"  r^oined  Mr.  Ben  Allen.  In 
proof  of  Bob  Sawyer's  beii^  one  of  the  funniest  fellows 
aUve,  he  proceeded  to  entertain  Mr.  Pickwick  with  u 
long  and  circumstantial  account  how  that  gentleman  once 
drank  himself  into  a  fever  and  got  his  head  shaved ;  the 
relation  of  which  pleasant  and  agreeable  hist^y  was 
only  stopped  by  the  stoppage  of  the  chaise  at  the  Bell  at 
Berkeley  Heath,  to  change  horses. 

^  I  say,  we're  going  to  dine  here,  aren't  we  ? "  said 
Bob,  looking  in  at  the  window. 
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"<  0iBe  I*"  said  Mr.  Pkkwiek.  ^  Why,  we  have  (m\j 
tome  nineteen  miles,  and  hare  dglity-Aeyen  and  a  half 
to  go." 

'  Just  tite  reason  why  we  (riioald  take  s^meUiing  to 
enable  us  to  bear  ap  against  the  •fiHlgne,"  remonsti^ted 
Mr.  Bob  Sawyer. 

^  Oh,  it's  qaite  fanpostible  to  4ine  at  hatf^Nist  eleven 
o*clock  in  the  day,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  lookmg  at  his 
watch.  N 

^  So  it  is,"  rejoined  Bob,  ^  Inneh  is  the  very  thing. 
Hallo,  yoo  sir  I  Lunch  for  three,  directly,  and  keep  the 
horses  back  ibr  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Tell  them  to  put 
everything  they  Ymve  eold,  on  the  table,  and  some  bottled 
ale,  —  and  let  us  taste  your  veiy  best  Madeira."  —  Isso- 
nig  these  orders  with  monsfaous  importance  and  bustle, 
Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  at  once  hurried  into  the  house  to  super- 
intend the  arrangements ;  in  less  than  five  mintites  he 
returned  and  declared  them  to  be  exceOent. 

The  quality  of  the  lunch  fUlly  justified  the  eulogium 
which  Bob  had  pronounced,  and  very  great  justice  was 
done  to  it,  not  only  by  that  gentleman,  but  Mr.  Ben  AHen 
and  Mr.  Pickwick  also.  Under  the  anqiices  of  the  three, 
the  bottled  ale  and  the  Madeira  were  prompdy  disposed 
of;  and  when  (the  horses  being  once  more  put  to)  they 
resumed  their  seats,  with  the  case-bottle  full  of  the  best 
snbdtttute  fbr  milk-punch  that  could  be  procured  on  so 
abort  a  notice,  the  key-bugle  sounded,  and  the  red  fiag 
waved,  without  the  slightest  opposition  on  Mr.  Pickwick'd 
part. 

At  die  Hop  Pble  at  Tewkesbury,  they  stopped  to  dine  ; 
upon  which  occasion  there  was  more  bottled  ale,  with 
some  more  Madeira,  and  some  Port  be^des ;  and  here 
the  case-bottle  was  replenished  for  the  fourth  time.     tin- 
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«ter  the  ioflaence  of  tJbeM  comMned  sdnralanta^  Mr 
Pickwick  and  Mr.  Ben  Allen  fell  fast  asleep  for  thirty 
miles,  while  Bob  and  Mr«  W«Uer  song  duets  in  the 
dick^. 

It  was  quite  daric  when  Mr.  Piokwiok  roused  hivMelf 
sofficientlj  to  look  ont  of  the  wkdow.  The  straggling 
oottages  bj  the  road^side,  die  dingy  hae  of  every  object 
Tiotbk^  the  anirkj  atmeaphere,  the  patlis  of  dnders  and 
brick^iusV  the  deep-red  gbw  of  ftirnaoe^res  in  ^e  dis* 
tanoe,  die  Tolumes  of  dense  smoke  issaing  heavil j  fordi 
from  high  toppling  chimnejs,  bladcening  and  obscnring 
everjthing  around ;  the  glare  of  distant  lights,  the  pon« 
dorous  wagons  which  tofled  along  the  road,  laden  widi 
clashing  rods  of  iron,  or  piled  with  hea^ej  goods  —  all 
betokened  their  rapid  approach  to  the  great  woxking 
town  of  Birmingham. 

As  thej  rattled  through  the  narrow  thoroughfares 
leading  to  the  heart  of  the  turmoil,  the  sights  and  sounds 
of  earnest  occupation  struck  more  fbroibly  on  the  senses. 
The  streets  were  thronged  with  woriung^people.  The 
hum  of  labor  resoondtd'frooi  every  hdtose ;  yghts  gleamed 
from  the  long  casement  windows  in  the  atdc  stories,  and 
the  whirl  of  wheris  and  noise  of  machinery  shook  the 
Irraiblnig  watts.  The  fires,  w^oee  lurid  sullen  light  had 
been  visible  for  m^es,  blazed  fiercely  ap,  in  «he  great 
works  and  fiujtories  of  the  town.  The  din  of  hammers^ 
the  rushoig  of  steam,  and  the  dead  heavy  clanking  of  the 
eLginee,  was  the  harsh  music  which  arose  from  every 
quarter. 

The  post-boy  was  driving  briskly  through  the  open 
streets,  and  past  the  handsome  and  well-lighted  shops 
which  intervene  between  the  oulskirts  of  the  town  and 
die  Old  Royal  Hotel,  belbre  Mi.  Piokwiok  had  begim  to 
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e(»8ider  the  yerj  diffienk  and  delicate  nature  of  (ke 
eemmiasion  whidi  had  oarried  him  thither. 

The  delicate  natiure  of  this  eommisaion,  a»d  the  diffi* 
culty  of  executing  it  in  a  satiafactorj  manner,  were  bj  no 
meaas  lessened  by  the  ToluBitary  oonpa-^ioaship  o£  Mr. 
Bob  Sawjer.  Truth  to  tell,  Mr.  PickwidL  fek  that  his 
presence  on  the  ooeasion,  however  ooBsiderate  and  gmti- 
fying,  was  bj  no  means  an  honor  he  would  wiUii^/ 
have  sought;  in  fact,  he  would  ckeerfiilly  have  given  a 
reasonable  sum  of  money  to  have  had  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer 
removed  to  any  place  of  not  less  than  fifty  miles'  dis* 
tanoe,  withoat  delay. 

Mr.  Pickwick  had  never  held  any  personal  oommmi* 
cation  with. Mr.  Winkle^  senior,  i^thongh  he  had  once  or 
twice  corresponded  with  him  by  letter,  and  returned 
satisfactory  answers  to  his  inquiries  concerning  the  moral 
character  and  beluivior  of  his  son ;  he  felt  nervously 
sensible  that  to  wait  upon  him,  for  the  first  time,  at* 
tended  by  Bob  Sawyer  and  Ben  Allen,  both  sli^tly 
fuddled,  was  not  the  most  ingenious  and  likely  means 
that  could  have  been  hit  upon  to  prepossess  him  in  his 
favor. 

<' However,"  said  Mr.  Pickwidc,  endeavoring  to  re* 
assure  himself,  ^I  must  do  the  best  I  can ;  I  most  see 
him  to-night,  for  I  faithfully  promised  to  do  so ;  and  if 
thay  persist  in  accompanying  me,  I  most  make  the  intei^ 
view  as  brief  as  possible,  and  be  content  to  hope  that, 
for  their  own  aakes,  they  will  not  expose  themselves." 

As  he  comforted  himself  with  these  reflections,  tiie 
chaise  stopped  at  the  door  of  tite  Old  Boyal.  Ben  Allen 
having  been  partially  awakened  from  a  stapendons  sleeps 
and  dragged  out  by  the  collar  by  Mr.  Samuel  Wellei; 
Mr.  Pickwick  was  enabled  to  allf  ht    They  were  shown 
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lo  a  oomlbrtable  apartment,  and  Mr.  Pidcwick  at  once 
propounded  a  question  to  the  waiter  concerning  the 
whereabout  of  Mn  Winkle's  residence. 

**  Close  by,  sir,**  said  the  waiter,  **  not  above  five  ban* 
dited  jards,  sir.  Mr,  Winkle  is  a  wharfinger,  sir,  at  the 
canal,  sir.  Private  residence  is  not— -c^  dear  n<^  sify 
ftoi  five  hundred  yards,  sir."  Here  the  waiter  blew  a 
candle  oat,  and  m^e  a  feint  of  lighting  it  again,  in  order 
Id  afford  Mr.  Pidcwick  an  opportunity  of  asking  any 
AirCher  questions,  if  he  fislt  so  disposed. 

^Take  anything  now,  sir?**  said  the  waiter,  lighting 
the  candle  in  desperation  at  Mr.  Pickwick's  silence. 
^Tea  or  coffee,  sir?  dinner,  sir?" 

**  Nothing  now." 

**  Very  good,  sir.    Like  to  order  supper,  sir  ?  " 

**  Not  just  now." 

"  Very  good,  sir."  Here  he  walked  softly  to  the  door, 
and  then  stopping  short,  turned  round,  and  said,  with 
great  snavi^: 

^  Shall  I  send  the  chamberm»d,  gentlemen  ?  " 

^  You  may  if  yon  please,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.    ^ 

«*  If  you  please,  sir." 

**  And  bring  some  soda-water,"  said  Bob  Sawyer. 

« Soda-water,  sir?  Yes,  sb*.'*  And  with  his  mind 
apparently  relieved  from  an  overwhelming  weight,  by 
having  at  last  got  an  order  fbr  something,  the 'waiter 
imperceptibly  melted  away.  Waiters  never  walk  or 
run.  They  have  a  peculiar  and  mysterious  power  of 
skimming  out  of  rooms,  which  other  mortals  possess 
Hot. 

Some  slight  symptoms  of  vitality  having  been 
awakened  in  Mr.  Ben  Allen  by  the  soda-water,  he 
suffered  himself  to  be  prevailed  upon  to  wash  his  face 
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iMid  h$ndt^  And  to  strtyniil  to  be  l>nia]ied  bj  Sum.  Mr. 
Pickwick  and  B9b  Sawjer  haFing  ala»  repaired  the  die- 
order  which  the  joomej  hod  ouide  in  their  apporeL  ihe 
Aree  elartod  forth^  arm  ia  arm,  to  Mr.  Winkle'a:  Bob 
Sawjer  in^prei^Mitiiig  the  atmosphere  with  tobaooe'«molee 
as  he  walked  along. 

About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of^  in  a  quiet  eobtlaiilMii- 
looking  street,  stood  an  old  redrbriek  honee,  with  three 
steps  before  the  door,  and  a  bram  plate  upoa  it,  beering, 
in  fat  Roman  capitals,  the  words,  ""Mr.  WtaUe."  The 
ateps  were  very  wlate,  and  the  hrioka  were  very  red, 
and  the  faoose  was  verf  clean ;  and  here  stood  Mr.  Pieb- 
wick,  Mr.  Benjamin  Alien,  and  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  as  the 
clock  struck  ten. 

A  smart  servant  girl  answered  the  knock,  and  started 
on  beholding  the  three  strangers. 

'^Is  Mr*  WiaUe  at  home,  nqr  dear?**  inquired  Mr. 
Piokwiok. 

^  He  is  just  going  to  supper,  sir,**  replied  the  girl. 

^  Give  him  that  card  if  yea  plefUe^**  rejoined  Mr. 
Pickwick.  ^  Say  I  am  sarry  to  troable  him  at  so  late 
an  hour ;  but  I  am  anxious  to  see  bim  tonight,  and  hare 
only  just  arrived.* 

The  girl  k)ok)ed  timidly  at  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  wha  was 
azpressing  his  admiration  of  bar  personal  charms  by  a 
varii3ty  of  wonderful  grimaoes ;  and  casting  an  eye  at  the 
hnts  and  great-coats  which  hung  in  the  passage,  called 
another  girl  to  mind  the  door  while  she  went  tip-stairs 
The  sentinel  was  speedily  relieved ;  for  the  girl  returned 
immediately,  and  begging  pardon  of  the  gentlemen  for 
leaving  them  in  the  street,  ushered  them  into  a  fleor- 
ck>thed  back-parlor,  half  ofilce  and  half  dnssaag-rDoaiv 
in  which  the  principal  uMful  and  ornament^  arfieke  of 
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finmitare  frere^  a  desk,  a  vafih^aiid  stand  and  sfaaiviDg 
l^aaa,  a  bootHraek  and  bodt^ack,  a  hig^  stodl,  four  chain, 
a  table,  and  an  old  eightrdaj  dock.  Over  the  mantd- 
{Heoe  were  the  sunken  doors  of  an  iron  safe,  while  a 
eoople  of  hanging  ahelrea  for  books^  an  almanac,  and 
soTeral  files  of  dusty  pi^rs,  decorated  the  walls. 

^  Very  sorry  to  leave  you  standing  at  the  door,  sir,"* 
sidd  the  girl,  lighting  a  lamp,  and  addressing  Mr.  Picb- 
wick  with  a  winning  smile,  ^  hot  yon  was  qoite  strangera 
to  me;  and  we  have  saeh  a  many  trampers  that  only 
come  to  see  what  they  can  lay  their  hands  on,  that 
really" 

^  There  is  not  the  least  occasion  for  any  apdogy,  my 
dear,''  said  Mr,  Pickwick  good-hamoredly. 

^  Not  the  slightest,  my  love,**  said  Bob  Sawyer,  play- 
ftilly  stretching  forth  his  arms,  and  skipping  fram  side  to 
side,  as  if  to  prevent  the  yeung  lady's  leaving  the  room. 

The  young  lady  was  not  at  all  softened  by  these  al- 
lurements, ioT  Aid  at  ODoe  expressed  her  opinion  that 
Mr*  Bob  Sawyer  was  an  "  odoos  creetur ; "  and,  on  las 
becoming  rather  more  pressing  in  his  attentions,  im- 
printed her  fiuv  fingen  upon  his  faee,  and  bounced  out 
cf  the  room  with  many  ea^reflsk>ns  of  av^sion  and  eoa« 
tempt 

Deprived  of  the  young  lady's  sooiety,  Mr.  Bob  Saw- 
yer ^proceeded  to  divert  himself  by  peeping  into  the  desk, 
looking  into  all  the  table^irawers,  ibigning  to  pick  the 
lock  of  the  iron  safe,  turning  the  almanac  with  its  fiios 
to  the  wall,  trying  on  the  boots  of  Mr.  Winkle,  senior, 
over  his  own,  and  making  several  other  humorous  ex- 
periments upon  the  furniture,  all  of  wliich  afforded  Mr. 
Pickwick,  unspeakable  horror  and  agony,  and  yielded 
Mr.  Bob  [Sawyer  proportionate  delight. 
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At  lengdi  the  door  opened,  and  a  little  oM  gentlemao 
in  a  snuff^olored  eoit,  with  a  head  and  hce  the  i»^dflO 
counterpart  of  those  belonghig  to  Mr.  Winkle,  junicMr, 
excepting  that  he  was  rather  bald,  trotted  into  the  room 
with  Mr.  Pickwick's  card  in  one  hand,  and  a  nhrer  eao- 
dle8tick  in  the  other. 

'*'  Mr.  Pickwick,  sir,  how  do  joa  do?  "  said  Winkle  tlie 
elder,  putting  down  the  candlesdck  and  proffering  his 
hand.  ^Hope  I  see  jon  weU,  sir.  Olad  to  see  joo. 
Be  seated,  Mr.  Pickwiek,  I  htg,  sir.  This  gentleman 
is'' 

^  My  friend  Mr.  Sawyer,"  interposed  Mr.  Pickwick, 
**your  son's  friend." 

"  Oh,"  said  Mr.  Winkle  the  elder,  looking  rather  grim- 
ly at  Bob.    '<  I  hope  ^u  are  weM,  sir." 

'*  Right  as  a  trivet,  sur,"  replied  Bob  Sawyer. 

^  This  other  gentlemaB,"  eried  Mr.  Piekwidt,  ^^is,  as 
you  will  see  when  you  hankie  read  the  letter  with  which  I 
am  intrusted,  a  very  near  relaCive,  or  I  should  rather 
say  a  very  partioular  friend  of  your  son's.  His  name  is 
AUen." 

**  That  gentleman?"  inquired  Mr.  Winkle,  pointing 
with  the  card  towards  Ben  Allen,  who  had  &Uen  asleep 
in  an  attitude  which  lefl  nothing  of  him  visible  but  his 
spine  and  his  ooat-coUar. 

Mr.  Pickwick  was  on  the  point  of  replying  to  the  quee- 
tion,  and  reciting  Mr.  Benjamin  Allen's  name  and  hon- 
omble  distinctions  at  full  length,  when  the  sprightly  Mr. 
Bob  Sawyer  with  the  view  of  rousing  his  friend  to  a 
sense  of  his  situation,  inflicted  a  startling  pindi  upon  the 
fleshy  part  of  his^arm,  which  caused  him  to  jump  up  with 
a  shriek.  Suddenly  aware  that  he  was  in  the  presence 
of  a  stranger,  Mr.  Ben  AUen  advanced  and,  sluddag  Mr. 
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Winkle  most  affeedonately  bj  both  hands  for  aboat  five 
minutes,  murmured,  in  some  half-4iitelligible  fragments 
of  sentence?,  the  great  delight  be  felt  in  seeing  him,  and 
a  hospitable  inquiry,  whether  he  felt  disposed  to  take 
anything  after  his  walk,  or  would  prefer  waiting  ^'  tOl 
dinner-time ; "  which  done,  he  sat  down  and  gazed  about 
him  with  a  petrified  stare  as  if  he  had  not  the  remotest 
idea  where  he  was,  which  indeed  he  had  not. 

All  this  was  most  embarrassing  to  Mr.  Pi<^wick,  the 
more  especially  as  Mr.  Winkle,  senior,  Evinced  palpable 
astonishment  at  the  eccentric — not  to  say  extraordinai^ 
—  behavior  <^  his  two  companions.  To  bring  the  mat- 
ter to  an  issue  at  once,  he  drew  a  letter  fi^m  his  pocket, 
and  presenting  it  to  Mr.  Winkle,  senior,  said : 

"  This  letter,  sir,  is  f  i-om  your  son.  Your  will  see  by  its 
contents,  tliat  on  your  favorable  and  fatheriy  considera- 
tion of  it,  depend  his  future  happiness  and  welfare.  Will 
you  oblige  me  by  giving  it  the  calmest  and  coolest  pe- 
rusal, and  by  discussing  4he  subject  afterwards,  with  me, 
in  the  tone  and  spirit  in  which  alone  it  ought  to  be  dis- 
cussed? You  may  judge  of  the  importance  of  your  de- 
cision to  your  son,  and  his  intense  anxiety  upon  the  sub- 
ject, by  my  waiting  iq)on  you,  without  any  previous 
warning,  at  so  late  an  hour ;  and,"  added  Mr.  Pickwi^ 
glancing  slightly  at  his  two  companions,  ^^  and  under  such 
unfavorable  circumstances.^ 

With  this  prelude,  Mr.  Pickwick  placed  four  closely 
wiitten  sides  of  extra  superfine  wire-wove  p^itence  in 
the  hands  of  the  astounded  Mr.  Winkle,  senior ;  and  re- 
seating himself  in  his  chair,  watched  hk  looks  and  man- 
ner :  anxiously,  it  is  true,  but  with  the  open  front  of  a 
gentleman  who  feels  he  has  taken  no  part  which  he  need 
excuse  or  palliate. 

VOU  IV.  11 
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The  M  wharfinger  turned  the  letter  over ;  looked  at 
the  front,  back,  and  aides;  made  a  nneroscopic  exaioi- 
oation  of  the  £it  little  boj  on  the  seal ;  raised  his  ejes  to 
Mr.  Pickwick's  face;  and  then,  seating  himself  on  the 
high  stool,  and  drawing  the  lamp  ck>ser  to  him.  broke  the 
wax,  unfolded  the  epistle,  and  luting  it  to  the  lights  pre- 
pared to  read. 

Just  at  this  moaoient,  Mr.  Bob  Sawjer,  whose  wit  had 
lain  dormant  for  some  minutes,  plaeed  his  hands  upon  his 
knees,  and  made  a  £iee  after  the  portraits  of  the  late  Mr. 
Grimaldi,  as  down.  It  so  lu^pened  that  Mr.  Winkle, 
senior,  instead  of  being  deei^j  engaged  in  reading  the 
letter,  as  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  thought,  chanced  to  be  look- 
ing over  the  top  of  it  at  no  lees  a  person  than  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer  himself;  and  rightly  conjecturing  that  the  &ce 
aforesaid  was  made  in  ridionle  and  derision  of  his  own 
person,  he  fixed  his  eyes  on  Bob  with  sach  expressly 
sternness,  that  the  late  Mr.  Grimaldi's  lineaments  grada- 
ally  resolved  themselves  into  a  yery  fine  expression  of 
humility  and  oon&aion. 

'<  Did  you  epeakj  sir?"  inquired  Mr.  Winkle,  senior, 
after  an  awful  silence. 

'<  No»  sir,"  rapUed  Bob,  with  bo  remains  of  the  down 
about  him,  lav^  and  except  the  extreme  redness  of  his 
dieeks. 

'<  You  are  sure  you  did  not,  sir  ?  "  said  Mr.  Winkle, 
senior. 

"  Oh  dear  I  yes,  sir,  quite,"  relied  Bob. 

^  I  thought  you  did,  sir,"  rejoined  the  old  gentleman, 
with  indignant  emphasis.  ^  Peihape  you  looh$d  at  me, 
wr?" 

<<  Oh,  no  I  eir,  not  at  all,"  replied  Bob,  witk  ^treme 
civility. 
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^  I  am  Tery  glad  ta  hear  it^  dry"*  said  Mr.  Winkle,  sen- 
ior* Having  frowned  upon  the  abashed  Bob  with  great 
niaginfic6Qoe,  the  okl  gentleiBan  again  brought  the  letter 
lo  the  light,  and  began  to  read  it  serioiislj. 

Mr.  Fickwiok  ejed  him  intently  as  he  tamed  firom  the 
bottom  liAO  of  the  first  page  to  the  top  line  of  the  second, 
and  from  the  bottom  of  the  second  to  the  top  of  tlie  third, 
and  from  the  bottom  of  the  third  to  the  lop  of  the  fourthf 
but  not  the  slightest  alteration  <^  eountenanoe  afforded  a 
due  to  the  feeUngs  with  which  he  reoeiyed  the  annonnoe* 
ment  of  his  son's  marriage,  which  Mr.  Pickwick  knew 
was  in  the  very  first  hidf-dozen  lines. 

He  read  the  letter  to  the  last  word ;  folded  it  again 
with  all  the  carefulness  and  precision  of  a  man  of  busi- 
ness ;  and,  jqet  when  Mr.  Pickwick  expected  some  great 
outbreak  of  feeling,  dipped  a  pen  in  the  inkstand,  and 
said  as  quietly  as  if  he  were  speaking  on  the  most  ordi- 
nary counting^iouse  topic  r 

"^  What  is  Nathaniel's  address,  Mr.  Pickwick  ?  " 

*^  The  Gteoige  and  Vultureji  at  present,"  replied  that 
gentleman. 

<"  George  and  Vulture.    Where  is  that  ?  " 

*"  Geoj^e-Yaid,  Lombard  Street** 

"In  the  City?" 

"Yes." 

The  old  gentleman  methodically  indorsed  die  address 
ou  the  back  of  the  letter;  and  Uien,  placing  it  ia  the 
dcbk,  which  he  locked,  said  as  he  got  off  the  stool  and  put 
the  bunch  of  keys  in  his  pocket : 

^  I  suppose  there  is  nothing  else  which  need  detain  us, 
Mn  Pickwick  ?  " 

"  Nothing  .else,  my  dear  sir  I "  observed  that  warm 
hearted  person  in  indignant  amasement.      "Nothing 
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else !  Hare  you  no  opinion  to  express  on  this  momen- 
tons  event  in  our  jonng  friend's  Ifie  ?  No  assurance  to 
conyej  to  him,  through  me,  of  the  continuance  of  jour 
affection  and  protection?  Nothing  to  say  which  will 
cheer  and  sustain  him,  and  the  anxious  girl  who  looks  to 
him'  for  comfort  and  support  ?    My  dear  sir,  consider* 

**  I  will  consider,*  replied  the  old  gentleman.  "  I  have 
nothing  to  say  just  now.  I  am  a  man  of  business,  Mr. 
Pickwick  ;  I  never  commit  myself  hastily  in  any  affair, 
and  from  what  I  see  of  this,  I  by  no  means  like  the  ap- 
pearance of  it.  A  thousand  pounds  is  not  much,  Mr. 
Pickwick.** 

**  You're  very  right,  sir,"  interposed  Ben  Allen,  just 
awake  enough  to  know  that  he  had  spent  his  thousand 
pounds  without  the  smallest  difRculty.  "  You're  an  in- 
telligent man  ;  Bob,  he's  a  very  knowing  fellow  this." 

**  I  am  very  happy  to  find  that  you  do  me  the  justice 
to  make  the  admission,  sir,**  said  Mr.  Winkle,  senior, 
k>ok]ng  contemptuously  at  Ben  Allen,  who  was  shaking 
his  head  profoundly.  '^  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Pickwick,  that 
when  I  gave  my  son  a  roving  license  for  a  year  or  so,  to 
see  something  of  men  and  manners  (which  he  has  done 
under  your  auspices),  so  that  he  might  not  enter  Bfe  a 
mere  boarding-school  milksop  to  be  gulled  by  every- 
lx)dy,  I  never  bargained  for  this.  He  knows  that  very 
well,  so  if  I  withdraw  my  countenance  from  him  on  this 
account,  he  has  no  call  to  be  surprised.  He  sliall  hear 
from  me,  Mr.  Pickwick*  €k)od-nigfat,  sir.  Margaret, 
open  the  door." 

All  this  time,  Bob  Sawyer  had  been  nudging  Mr. 
Ben  Allen  to  say  something  on  the  right  side  ;  and  Ben 
accordingly  now  burst,  without  the  slightest  preliminary 
notice,  into  a  brief  but  impassioned  piece  of  eloquence. 
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^  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen,  staring  at  the  old  gentle- 
man, through  a  pair  of  v^rj  dim  and  languid  ejes,  and 
working  his  right  arm  vehemently  up  and  down,  ^  you 
—  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself." 

^  As  the  lady  8  brother,  of  course  you  are  an  excellent 
judge  of  the  question,''  letorted  Mr.  Winkle,  senior. 
**  There ;  that's  enough.  Pray  say  no  more,  Mr .  Pick* 
wiek.     Grood-night,  gentlemen ! " 

With  these  words  the  old  gentleman  todL  up  the  can- 
dlestick, and  opening  the  room-door,  politely  motioned 
towards  the  passage. 

"  Tou  will  regret  this,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  setting 
his  teeth  close  together  to  keep  down  his  choler ;  for  he 
felt  how  important  the  effect  might  prove  to  his  young 
friend. 

"I  am  at  present  of  a  different  opinion,"  calmly  r^ 
plied  Mr.  Winkle,  senior.  ^  Once  again,  gentlemen,  I 
wish  you  a  good-night" 

Mr.  Pickwick  walked,  with  angry  strides,  into  the 
street.  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  completely  quelled  by  the  de- 
cision of  the  old  gentleman's  manner,  took  the  same 
course;  Mr.  Ben  Allen^  hat  rolled  down  the  steps  im- 
mediately afterwards,  and  Mr.  Ben  Allen's  body  followed 
it  directly.  The  whole  party  went  silent  and  supperless 
to  bed ;  and  Mr.  Pickwick  thought,  just  before  he  fell 
asleep,  that  if  he  had  known  Mr.  Winkle,- senior,  had 
been  quite  so  much  of  a  man  of  business,  it  was  extreme- 
ly  probable  he  might  never  have  waited  upon  him,  oa 
such  an  errand. 
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CHAPTER  LL 

m  WHICH  MB.  PICKWICK  XHOOUKTBRa  AV  OLD  AO 
42UAI1ITANCB.  90  WHIOH  FOBT^TMATB  ClBOITlfr- 
aVAKOB  THB  RBADBR  18  MAINLT  INDBBTEP  FOB 
MATTEB  OF  THBILLING  INTEBBST  fiBBBOl  dBV 
DOWlTy  OOMCBRKma  TWO  OBBA7  FCBLIO  HEK  OF 
MIGHT  AND   POWBB, 

The  morning  which  broke  upon  Mr.  Pickwick's  sight, 
at  eight  o'clock^  was  not  at  aU  calculated  to  eloFate  hia 
spirits,  or  to  lessen  the  depression  which  the  ynlooked-for 
result  of  his  embassy  inspired.  The  Aj  was  dark  and 
gkwBijt  the  air  daiap  and  raw,  tbe  streets  wet  i|nd  slop- 
pj.  The  smoke  hung  slqggisUj  above  the  chnimej-tops 
as  if  it  lacked  th^  courage  to  rise,  aiid  the  rain  came 
rlowlj  and  doggedly  down,  as  if  it  had  not  even  the  spirit 
lo  pour.  A  game-eock  m  tbe  stiibla-yardf  depriyed  c^ 
avery  spark  q£  his  accustomed  animatioD»  balanoed  himr 
self  dismally  oa  one  leg  iu  a  comer  i  a  donkey,  moping 
with  drooping  head  vmdet  the  aairow  roof  of  an  out- 
house, appeared  from  bis  meditative  and  miserable  ooun* 
Icnanoe  to  be  oontemplatiiig  suicide.  In  t|ie  street,  um^ 
brellas  were  the  only  things  to  be  seen,  and  the  clicking 
of  pattens  and  splashing  of  rain-drops,  the  only  sounds 
to  be  heard. 

The  breakfast  was  interrupted  by  very  little  conversa- 
tion ;  even  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  felt  the  influence  of  the 
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weather,  and  the  prerioos  daj's  exdtement  In  his  owm 
expressire  language,  he  was  ''floored."  So  was  Mn 
Ben  Allen.     So  was  Mr.  Pickwick. 

In  protracted  expectation  of  the  weather  clearing  up, 
the  last  evening  paper  from  London  was  read  and  re-read 
with  an  intensity  of  interest  only  known  in  cases  of  ex* 
treme  destitution ;  every  inch  of  the  carpet  was  walked 
over,  with  amilar  perseverance ;  the  windows  were 
lodked  out  of,  often  enough  to  justify  the  imposition 
of  an  additional  duty  upon  them ;  all  kinds  of  topics  of 
conversation  were  started,  and  iieuled ;  and  at  length  Mr. 
^ckwiok,  when  noon  had  arrived,  without  a  change  for  the 
better,  rang  the  bell  resolutely  and  ordered  out  the  chaise. 

Although  the  roads  were  miry,  and  the.  drizzling  rain 
came  down  harder  than  it  had  done  yet,  and  although 
the  mud  and  wet  splashed  in  at  the  open  windows  of  the 
carriage  to  such  an  mctent  that  the  discomfort  was  almost 
as  great  to  the  pair  of  insides  as  to  the  pair  of  outsides, 
Still  there  was  aofmething  in  the  motion,  and  the  sense  of 
being  up  and  doing,  which  was  so  infinitely  superior  lo 
being  pent  m  a  doll  room,  loolong  at  the  dull  rain  drip- 
ping into  a  dutt  ttreet,  that  they  all  agreed,  on  starting, 
that  the  change  was  a  great  improvement,  and  wondered 
how  they  could  possibly  have  delayed  nuiking  it,  as  long 
as  they  had  done. 

When  they  stopped  to  change  at  Coventry,  the  steam 
ascended  from  the  horses  in  such  clouds  as  wholly  to 
obscure  the  hostler,  whose  voice  was  however  heard  to 
declare,  from  the  mist,  that  he  expected  the  first  Gold 
Medal  from  the  Humane  Society  on  their  next  distribu- 
tion of  rewards,  for  taking  the  post-boy's  hat  off;  the 
water  descending  from  the  brim  of  which,  the  invisible 
gentleman  declared  must  inevitably  have  drowned  hiro 
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(Ac  poBtrboy),  but  for  hb  great  presence  of  mind  in  tea^ 
ing  it  promptly  finom  his  head,  and  drying  the  gasping 
man's  countenance  with  a  wisp  of  straw. 

^  This  is  pleasant,"  said  Bob  Sawyer,  taming  up  his 
ooat-oollar,  and  pulUng  the  shawl  over  his  mouth  to  con- 
centrate the  fumes  of  a  glass  of  brandy  just  swallowed. 

**  Wery,**  replied  Sam,  composedly. 

^  Ton  don't  seem  to  mind  it,"  observed  Bob. 

"  Vy,  I  don't  exactly  see  no  good  my  mindin'  on  it 
'ud  do,  sir,"  replied  Sam. 

^  That's  an  unanswerable  reason,  anyhow,"  said  Bob. 

"  Yes,  sur,"  rejoined  Mr.  Weller.  **  Wotever  is,  is  right, 
as  the  young  nobleman  sveetly  remarked  wen  they  put 
him  down  in  the  pension  list  'cos  his  mother's  uncle's 
vife's  grandfieither  vunce  lit  the  king's  pipe  vith  a  porta- 
ble tinder-box." 

^  Not  a  bad  no1d<m  that,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer 
approvingly. 

^  Just  wot  the  young  nobleman  said  ev'ry  quarter-day 
arterwards  for  the  rest  of  his  life,"  replied  Mr.  Weller. 

*'  Woe  yon  ever  called  in,"  inquired  Sam,  glancing  at 
the  driver,  after  a  short  silence,  and  lowering  his  vcMce 
to  a  mysterious  whisper,  ^  wos  you  ever  called  in,  ven 
you  wos  'prentice  to  a  sawbones,  to  wimt  a  post-boy  ?  " 

''  I  don't  remember  that  I  ever  was,"  repHed  Bob 
Sawyer. 

^  Tou  never  see  a  post-boy  in  that  'ere  hospital  as  yea 
walked  (as  they  says  o'  the  ghosts),  did  you  ?"  demanded 
Sam. 

«  No,"  replied  Bob  Sawyer.    « I  dont  think  I  ever  didT 

"  Never  know'd  a  church-yard  were  there  wos  a  post- 
boy's tombstone,  or  see  a  dead  post-boy,  did  you  ? "  in- 
quired Sam,  pnrsuing  his  catechism. 
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«  No,"  rejoined  Bob,  «*  I  never  did." 

**  No  ! "  rejoined  Sam,  trhnnpliantlj.  "  Nor  never 
vill ;  and  there's  another  thing  that  no  man  never  see, 
and  thafs  a  dead  donkey  —  no  man  never  see  a  dead 
donkey,  'oept  the  genTm'n  in  the  black  silk  smalls  as 
knoVd  the  young  'ooman  as  kept  a  goat ;  and  that  was 
a  French  donkey,  so  wery  likely  he  wam't  wan  o'  the 
regular  breed," 

**  Well,  what  has  that  got  to  do  with  the  post-boys  ?  " 
a^ked  Bob  Sawyer. 

"  This  here,"  replied  Sam.  "  Without  goin'  so  far  as 
to  as-sert,  as  some  wery  sensible  people  do,  that  posl-boys 
and  donkeys  is  both  immortal,  wot  I  say  is  this ;  that 
wenever  they  fSeels  theirselves  gettin'  stiff  and  past  their 
work,  they  just  rides  off  togedier,  wun  poBt4K>y  to  a  pair, 
in  the  usual  way ;  wot  becomes  on  'em  nobody  knows, 
but  it's  wery  probable  as  they  starts  avay  to  lake  their 
pleasure  in  some  other  vorld,  for  their  aVt  a  man  alive 
as  ever  see,  either  a  donkey  or  a  post-boy,  »-takin'  his 
pleasure  in  this !  *^ 

Expatiating  upon  this  learned  and  remarkable  theory, 
and  citing  many  curious  statistical  and  other  facts  in  its 
support,  Sam  Weller  beguiled  the  tirae  imtil  they  reached 
Dunchurch,  where  a  dry  post-boy  and  fresh  horses  were 
procured;  the  next  stage  was  Daventry,  and  the  next 
Towcester ;  and  at  the  end  of  each  stage  it  rained  harder 
than  it  had  done  at  the  beginning. 

••  I  say,"  remonstrated  Bob  Sawyer,  looking  in  at  the 
coach-window,  as  they  pulled  up  before  the  door  of  the 
Saracen's  Head,  Towcester,  "  this  won't  do,  you  know." 

«  Bl«s  me ! "  said^r.  Pickwick,  just  awakening  from 
%  nap,  "  Fm  afraid  you  are  wet." 

••  Oh  you  are,  are  you  ?  "  returned  Bob.  "  Yes,  I  am 
a  little  that  way  —  unonnfortably  damp,  perhaps." 
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Bob  did  look  dasopidiy  inasmodi  as  &e  raia  was 
Btreamiog  from  his  neck,  ^Ixywa,  osfi%  skirts,  and  knees; 
and  his  whole  i^parel  shone  so^  with  the  wet,  tiiat  it 
might  have  been  mistaken  for  a  full  suit  of  pr^ared 
oilskin. 

^  I  am  rather  wet,"  said  Bob,  giving  himself  a  6hake> 
and  casting  a  Ht^  hydraulic  shower  around,  in  so  do- 
ing, like  a  Newfoundland  dog  just  emerged  from  the 
waten 

^  I  think  it's  quite  impossible  to  go  on  to^u^ty"  iDter^ 
posed  Ben. 

*^  Oat  of  the  qoestioa,  sir,**  remarked  Sam  Well^,  oom* 
mg  to  assist  in  the  confereoee ;  ^  if  s  cruelty  to  animals, 
sir,  to  ask  'em  to  do  it  There's  bed»  here,  sir,"  said 
Sam,  addressing  his  master,  ^  everything  clean  and  com-< 
fortable.  Wery  good  little  dinner,  sur,  they  can  get 
ready  io  half  an  hour  *—  pair  of  fowls,  sir,  and  a  weal 
cutlet :  French  beans,  'taturs,  tart,  and  tidiness.  Tou'd 
better  stop  vere  you  are,  sir^  if  I  might  recommend. 
Take  adwice,  sir,  as  the  doctor  said.** 

The  host  of  die  Saracen's  Head  opportundy  appeared 
at  this  moment,  to  confirm  Mr.  Weller^s  statement  rela- 
tive to  the  aceomimedations  of  the  establishment^  and  to 
back  his  entreaties  with  a  variety  of  dismal  coiyectures 
regarding  tke  state  of  the  roads,  the  doubt  of  fresh  horses 
being  to  be  had  at  the  next  stage,  the  dead  certainty  of 
its  raining  all  night,  the  equally  mortal  certainty  of  its 
clearing  up  in  the  momkig,  and  other  topics  of  induce* 
ment  familiar  to  innkeepers. 

""  Well,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  ''  but  I  must  send  a  letter 
to  London  by  some  conveyanoe,  so  that  it  may  be  deliv- 
ered the  very  first  thing  in  the  mominf^  or  I  must  go 
farward  at  all  haxards." 

The  lamyord  «nUed  has  delight    Nothing  could  be 
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ensier  Aan  for  the  genUeman  to  enclose  a  letter  in  a 
sheet  of  brown  paper,  and  send  it  on,  either  by  the 
itiail  or  the  nighl-coach  from  Birmingham.  If  the  gen- 
tleman were  particularly  anxious  to  have  it  left  as  soon 
as  possible,  he  might  write  outside,  **To  be  delivered 
immediately,^  which  was  sure  to  be  attended  to ;  or  'pay 
the  bearer  half^ircrowB  eittra  for  instant  delivery,**  which 
was  datier  fttilL 

**  Very  weM,"  saSd  Mr.  Pickwick,  "-then  we  will  slop 
here.** 

^  Lights  in  the  Sun,  John ;  make  up  the  fire  —  the 
gentlemen  are  wet !  **  —  cried  the  landlord.  ^ThiB  way, 
gentlemen ;  donH  trouble  yoursdf  tSbcmi  the  post-boy 
now,  sir ;  Fll  send  him  to  you  when  you  ring  for  him^ 
sir.    Now  Joim,  the  candles  1 " 

The  candles  were  brought,  the  fire  was  stirred  Up,  and 
a  itoh  log  of  wood  thrown  on.  tn  ten  minutes'  time,  a 
waiter  was  Ia3ring  the  cloth  for  ditmer,  the  cnrtams  were 
drawn,  the  fire  was  blazing  Mghtly,  and  everything 
looked  (as  everything  always  does,  in  all  decent  English 
inns)  as  if  the  travellers  had  been  expected,  and  their 
comforts  prepared,  for  days  beforehand 

Mr«  Piiskwick  sat  down  at  a  »de4aUe^  and  hastily  in^ 
dited  a  note  to  Mr.  Winkle,  merely  informing  him  thai 
he  was  detained  by  stx-ess  of  weather,  but  would  certunly 
be  ia  London  next  day ;  until  when,  he  deferred  any  ac- 
count of  his  proceedings.  Thk  note  was  hastUy  made 
into  a  parcel  and  despatdied  to  the  bar  per  Mr.  Samuel 
Weller. 

Sam  left  it  with  the  laodhidy,  and  was  returning  to 
pull  his  master^s  boots  off,  after  dr3ring  himself  by  the 
kitdien^fire,  when,  glandag  casaaDy  through  a  half- 
opened  door,  he  was  arrested  by  the  sight  of  a  gentle* 
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man  with  a  sandy  head,  who  had  a  large  bundle  of 
newspapers  lying  on  the  table  before  himy  and  waa 
perusing  the  leading  artide  of  one  with^a  settled  sneer 
which  curled  up  his  nose  and  all  his  other  features  into 
a  nu^jesdc  expression  of  haughty  contempt 

*^  Hallo  I "  said  Sam,  <<  I  ought  to  know  that  'ere  head 
and  them  features;  the  eye-g)ass»  too,  and  the  broad- 
brimmed  tilel     Eatansvill  to  vit,  or  Fm  a  Boman." 

Sam  was  taken  with  a  troublesome  ooogh,  at  once, 
for  the  purpose  of  attracting  the  gentleman's  attentioQ  $ 
the  gentleman  starting  at  the  sound,  raised  his  head 
and  his  eye-gjass,  and  disposed  to  view  the  profound 
and  thoughtiul  festuree  of  Mr.  Pott,  of  the  Eatanswill 
Gazette. 

^  Beggin'  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Sam>  advancing  with 
a  bow,  "my  pasterns  here,  Mr.  Pott" 

"  Hush,  hush ! "  cried  Pott,  drawing  Sam  into  the  room, 
and  closing  the  door,  with  a  ooontenance  of  mysterious 
dread  and  apprehension. 

^  Wof  s  the  matter,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Sam,  looking  va- 
cantly about  him. 

"  Not  a  whisper  of  my  name,"  replied  Pott ;  "  this 
is  a  buff  ndgbborhood.  If  the  ezdted  and  hritable 
populace  knew  I  was  here,  I  should  be  torn  to  pieces*" 

^  No  1  vould  you,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Sftm« 

"  I  sbooki  be  the  viotim  of  their  fury,"  replied  Pott 
^  Now,  young  man,  what  of  your  master  ?  " 

"  He's  a-stoppin'  here  to*night  on  his  vay  to  town,  vith 
a  couple  of  friends,"  replied  SanL 

"Is  Mr.  Winkle  one  of  them?"  inqoiied  Pott,  with  a 
■light  frown. 

"  No,  sir ;  Mr.  Yinkle  stops  at  home  now,"  r^oed 
Sam*    "  He's  naarridd." 
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«  Married ! "  exclaimed  Pott,  with  frightful  vehemeaoe. 
He  stepped,  smiled  darkly,  and  added,  in  a  low,  yiadio- 
tiye  tone,  **  It  serves  him  right ! " 

Having  given  vent  to  this  cruel  ebullition  of  deadly 
malice  and  cold-blooded  triumph  over  a  fallen  enemy, 
Mr*  Pott  inqoired  whether  Mr.  Pickwick's  friends  were 
'^Uue;"  receiving  a  most  satisfiietory  answer  in  the 
affirmative  from  Sam,  who  knew  as  much  about  the 
matter  as  Pott  himself,  he  consented  to  accompany 
him  to  Mr.  Pickwick's  room,  where  a  hesrty  welcome 
awaited  him,  and  an  agreement  to  dub  their  dinners  to- 
gether was  at  once  aiade  and  ratified, 

'^Aad  how  are  matters  gc^ng  on  in  Eatanswiil  ?  ** 
inquired  Mr.  Pidtwick,  when  Pott  had  taken  a  seat 
near  the  fire,  and  the  whole  party^  had  got  their  wet 
boots  off,  and  dry  slippers  on.  *^Ig  the  Independent 
still  in  being?'' 

*'  The  Independent,  sir,"  ref^ed  Pott,  <"  is  still  drag* 
ging  on  a  wretched  and  lingering  career.  Abhorred  and 
despised  by  even  the  few  who  are  cognizant  of  its  mis- 
erable and  disgraceful  existence ;  stifled  by  the  y^y  filth 
it  so  profusely  scatters ;  rendered  deaf  and  blind  by  the 
exhalations  of  its  own  slime ;  the  obscene  journal,  hap- 
pily unconscious  of  its  degraded  state,  is  rapidly  sinking 
beneath  that  treacherous  mud  which,  while  it  seems  to 
give  it  a  firm  standing  with  the  low  and  debased  elasses 
of  sodety,  is,  nevertheless,  riaii^  above  its  detested  head, 
and  will  speedily  ingulf  it  Ibrever." 

Having  delivered  this  manifesto  (which  formed  a 
portioD  of  his  last  week's  leader)  with  vehement  artic- 
oladon,  the  editor  paused  to  take  breath,  and  looked 
ou^estically  at  Bob  Sawyer. 

^  You  are  a  young  man,  sir,"  said  Pott. 
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Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  nodded. 

<*  60  are  jon  nr,**  said  Pott,  addreesbg  Mr.  Bea 
Allen. 

ben  admitted  the  soli  impeachment 

^  And  are  botli  deeplj  imbned  with  those  blue  }iriBei» 
{des  which  so  long  as  I  Kve,  t  have  pledged  myself  to  ihe 
people  of  these  kingdoms  to  support  and  to  maintain  ?  * 
suggested  Pott 

^  Why,  I  don't  exactly  know  about  that,**  repBed  Bob 
Sawyer.    ^  I  wn  "  — 

«  Not  buff,  Mr.  Pickwiek,"  inteimpted  Pott»  drawfaig 
back  his  chair,  ^  your  fHend  is  not  buff,  B2r  ?  " 

^  No,  no,"  rejoined  Bob,  ^  Fm  a  kind  of  plaid  at  pres- 
ent ;  a  compound  of  all  sorts  of  colors.^' 

"A  waverer,''  sajd  Pott,  solemnly,  "a  waverer.  I 
should  like  to  show  you  a  series  of  eight  artides,  strv 
that  have  appeared  in  the  EatanswiU  Gazette.  I  think 
I  may  venture  to  say  that  you  would  not  be  long  in  es- 
ti^>lishing  your  opinions  on  a  firm  and  solid  blue  basis, 
sir.** 

^  I  dare  say  I  should  turn  very  blue,  kxig  before  I  got 
to  the  end  ot  them,**  responded  Bob. 

Mr.  Pott  loc^red  dubiously  at  Bob  Sawyer  for  socov 
seconds,  and,  turning  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  said : 

^  You  have  seen  the  lit^'ary  arddea  whidi  hav«e  ap^ 
peared  at  hirtervals  in  the  EatanswiU  Giasette  in  the 
course  of  the  last  three  months,  and  which  have  ezoited 
such  general  —  I  may  say  such  universal — irttentioa  and 
admimtion  ?  ** 

"^  Why,"  repMed  Mr.  Pickwidc,  sligMy  embarrassod 
by  the  questicm,  ^  the  foct  is,  I  have  been  so  much  eu* 
gaged  in  other  ways,  that  I  really  have  not  had  an  oppea^ 
tunity  of  perusing  them." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  nCKWIGK  CLUB.  175 

<<You  should  do  00^  or,'*  said  PotI,  with  a  severe 
eountenanee. 

« I  will,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  They  appeared  in  the  form  of  a  copioas  renew  of  a 
woA  on  Chinese  metaphysics,  sir,"  said  Pott- 

**0h,"  observed  Mr.  Pickwick;  ''firom  your  pen,  [ 
hope?'* 

^  From  the  pen  of  my  critic,  mr,*^  rejoined  Pott,  with 
dignity. 

^An  abatrase  solgect,  I  shoold  conceiye,**  said  Mr. 
PickTvick. 

'^  Very,  sir,"  responded  Pott,  looking  intensely  sage. 
**  He  crammed  for  it,  to  use  a  technical  but  ezpresaive 
term ;  he  read  Qp  for  the  subject,  at  my  desire,  in  the 
JSnojfdopmdia  BritammcaT 

""  Indeed  I "  sttd  Mr.  PickwidL ;  <<  I  was  not  aware  that 
that  valuable  work  contained  any  infbrmatioB  respecting 
Chinese  metaphysics." 

^  He  read,  sir,"  rained  Pott,  laying  his  hand  on  Mr. 
Pickwick's  knee,  and  lookii^  round  with  a  smile  of  in* 
tellectual  superiority;  ''he  read  for  metaphysics  under 
the  letter  M,  and  for  China  under  the  letter  C ;  and  com- 
bined his  information,  sir  I " 

Mr.  Pott's  features  assumed  so  much  additional  gtaiH 
dear  at  the  recollection  of  the  power  and  research  dis* 
played  in  the  learned  efinsions  in  question,  that  somo 
minutes  elapsed  before  Mr.  Pickwick  felt  emboldened  to 
renew  the  conversation  ;  at  length,  as  the  Editor's  coun- 
tenance gradually  relaxed 'into  its  customary  expression 
of  moral  supremacy,  he  ventured  to  resume  the  discourse 
by  asking : 

**  Is  it  fair  to  inquire  what  great  object  has  brou|^ 
you  so  fiur  from  home?" 
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*^  Thai  objeet  which  actuates  and  animates  me  In  aU 
mj  gigantic  labors,  sir,**  replied  Pott,  with  a  calm  smile ; 
"  my  country's  good." 

^I  supposed  it  was  some  public  mission,'' observed 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

"Yes,  sir,"  resumed  Pott,  "it  is."  Here,  bending 
towards  Mr.  Pickwick,  he  whispered  in  a  deep  hollow 
voiee,  "  A  buff  ball,  sir,  will  take  place  in  Birmingham 
to-morrow  evening." 

^  Qod  bless  me  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  supper,"  added  Pott 

"  You  don't  say  so  I "  ejaculated  Mr.  Pickwick. 

Pott  nodded  portentously. 

Now,  although  Mr.  Pickwick  feigned  to  stand  aghast 
at  this  disclosure,  he  was  so  little  versed  in  local  poHtics 
that  he  was  unable  to  form  an  adequate  comprehension 
of  the  importance  of  the  dire  conspiracy  it  referred  to ; 
observing  which,  Mr.  Pott,  drawing  forth  the  last  num« 
ber  of  the  Eatanswill  Gkuiette,  and  referring  to  the  same, 
delivered  himself  of  the  foUowing  paragraph : 

"  HOLE-AKD-COBNER  BuVI^BT. 

"  A  reptile  contemporary  has  recently  sweltered  forth 
hia  black  venom  in  the  vain  and  hopeless  attempt  of  sul- 
lying the  fair  name  of  our  distinguished  and  excellent 
representative,  the  Honorable  Mr.  Slumkey — that  Slum- 
key,  whom  we,  long  before  he  gained  his  present  noble 
and  exalted  position,  predicted  would  one  day  be,  as  he 
now  is,  at  once  his  country's  brightest  honor,  and  her 
proudest  boast :  alike  her  bold  defender  and  her  honest 
pride — our  reptile  contemporary,  we  say,  has  made  him- 
self merry  at  the  expense  of  a  superbly  embossed  plated 
ooal-scuttle,  which  has  been  presented  to  that  glorious 
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mmn  by  his  enmptnred  eonstkaents,  and  towards  the  pur- 
chase of  which,  the  nameless  wretch  insinuates,  the  Hon- 
orable Mr.  Slnmkey  himself  contributed,  through  a  con- 
fidential friend  of  his  butler's,  more  than  three  fourths 
of  the  whole  sum  subscribed.  Why,  does  not  the  crawl- 
ing creature  see,  that  eren  if  this  be  the  fact,  the  Hon- 
orable Mr.  Slumkey  only  i^pears  in  a  stiU  more  amiable 
and  radiant  light  than  before,  if  that  be  possible  ?  Does 
not  even  his  obtuseness  perceiTe  that  this  amiable  and 
touching  desire  to  carry  out  the  wishes  of  the  constituent 
body,  most  forever  endear  him  to  the  hearts  and  souls  of 
such  of  his  fellow-townsmen  as  are  not  worse  than  swine; 
or,  iu  other  words,  who  are  not  as  debased  as  our  con- 
temporary himself?  But  sach  is  tjie  wretched  trickery 
o£  hole-and^somer  Bufiery  1  These  are  not  its  only  arti- 
fices. Treason  is  abroad.  We  boldly  state,  now  that 
we  are  goaded  to  the  disclosure,  and  we  throw  ourselves 
OD  the  country  and  its  constables  for  protection  —  we 
boldly  state  that  secret  preparations  are  at  this  moment 
in  progress  for  a  Buff  ball ;  which  is  to  be  held  in  a 
Buff  town,  in  the  very  heart  and  centre  of  a  Buff  popu- 
lation ;  which  is  to  be  conducted  by  a  Buff  master  of  the 
ceremonies ;  which  is  to  be  attended  by  four  ultra  Buff 
members  of  parliament,  and  the  admission  to  which,  is 
to  be  by  Buff  tickets  I  Does  our  fiendish  contemporary 
wince?  Let  hhn  writhe,  in  impotent  malice,  as  we  pen 
the  words.  We  will  be  thebb." 

^  There,  sir,"  said  Pott,  folding  up  the  paper  quite  ex- 
Imusted,  *<  that  is  the  state  of  the  case  I  ** 

The  landlord  and  waiter  entering  at  the  moment  with 

dinner,  caused  Mr.  Pott  to  lay  his  finger  on  his  lips,  in 

token  that  he  considered  bis  lifo  in  Mr.  Pickwick's  hands, 

and  depended  on  his  secrecy.     Messrs.  Bob  Sawyer  and 

VOL.  IV.  la 
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Benjamin  AUm,  'who  had  iireverently  fidbn  asleep  dur- 
ing the  leading  of  the  qootalxm  fitNEa  the  Eatanswill 
Grazette,  and  the  discussion  which  followed  it,  wore 
roused  by  the  mere  whispering  of  the  tafismanic  word 
^  Dinner  "  in  their  ears ;  and  to  dinner  they  went  with 
good  digestion  waitii^  on  appetite,  and  health  on  both, 
and  a  wailer  on  all  three. 

In  the  course  of  the  dinner  and  the  dttii^  which  sao* 
ceeded  it,  Mr.  Pott  descending,  fyr  a  few  moments,  to 
domestie  topics,  kformed  Mr.  PidcwidL  that  the  air  of 
Eataaswil  not  agreeing  with  his  ladj,  she  was  then  en- 
gaged in  making  a  tour  of  different  fashionable  waterings 
places  with  a  view  to  the  recoTery  ci  her  wonted  health 
and  spirits ;  this  was, a  ddicate  veiling  of  the  fact  UmI 
Mrs.  Pott,  acting  open  her  often  repeated  du'Cat  of  sep- 
aration, had,  in  virtne  of  an  amazement  negotiated  by 
her  brother,  the  LieotenaBt,  and  conduded  by  Mr.  Pott, 
permanendy  retired  with  die  fidtfafiil  body-goard  upon 
one  moiety  or  hatf-part  of  the  animal  income  and  profits 
arising  from  the  editorship  and  sale  of  the  Eatamswill 
Qaaetteu 

While  the  great  Mr.  Pott  was  dwelling  upon  this  and 
other  matters,  ealiTening  the  conversalion  from  time  to 
tune  wHh  various  extracts  from  his  own  locubratbns,  a 
sten.  stranger)  calling  fVom  the  window  of  a  stage-coach, 
outward  bound,  which  halted  at  the  inn  to  deliver  pack- 
ages, requested  to  know,  whether,  if  he  stopped  short  on 
his  journey  and  remained  there  fbr  the  night,  he  could 
be  furnished  with  the  necessary  accommodation  of  a  bed 
and  bedstead. 

^  Certainly,  sir,"  replied  the  lan^rd. 

^  I  can,  can  I  ? "  mquired  the  stranger,  who  seemed 
habitually  suspicious  in  look  and  manner* 
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^  No  doubt  of  it,  ftir,**  replied  the  landlord. 

^  Good,"  said  the  stranger.  ^  Coachoian,  I  get  down 
here.     Guard,  my  carpet-bag  I  * 

Bidding  the  other  passengers  good-ni^t,  in  a  imther 
Bni4^8h  manner,  the  stranger  alighted^  He  was  a  ehcnrt- 
isli  gentleman,  with  very  stiff  black  hair,  cut  in  the  poro»* 
pine  or  blackkig-bru^  style^  and  standing  stiff  and  straight 
all  over  his  head ;  Ins  aspect  was  pMnpotts  and  threaten* 
ing ;  his  manner  was  peremptory ;  Ms  ^ts  were  sharp 
and  restless ;  and  his  whole  bearkig  be^ioke  a  feeling  ef 
great  confidence  in  himself,  and  a  consciousness  of  Im- 
measurable superiority  over  all  other  people. 

This  gentleman  was  shown  kito  the  room  originally 
assigned  to  the  patriotic  Mr.  Pott  \  and  the  waiter  re* 
marked,  in  dumb  astonishment  at  the  singular  ooinci* 
dence,  that  he  had  no  sooner  lighted  the  candles  than  Uie 
gentleman,  drring  into  his  hat,  drew  forth  a  newspaper) 
and  began  to  read  it  with  the  very  same  expressioa  of 
indignant  scorn,  which,  upon  the  mi^stio  features  of 
Pott,  had  paralyzed  his  energies  an  hoar  before.  The 
man  observed  too,  that  whereas  Mr.  Pott's  scorn  had 
been  roused  by  a  newspaper  headed  the  Eatanswill  Inde» 
pendent,  this  gentleman's  withering  contempt  was  awak« 
ened  by  a  newspaper  entitled  The  Eatanswill  Gaaette. 

^  Send  the  landlord,**  said  the  stranger. 

^  Yes,  sir,"  rejoined  the  waiter. 

The  landlord  was  sent,  and  came. 

'^  Are  you  the  landlord  ?  "  inquired  the  gentlenuuL 

^  I  am,  eir,"  replied  the  landferd. 

*^  Do  you  know  me  ?"  demanded  the  gentleman. 

^  I  have  not  that  pleasure,  sur,"  rejoined  the  landlord 

^  My  name  is  Slark,"  said  the  gentleman. 

The  landlord  slightly  inclined  his  head. 
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^  Slurk,  sir/'  repeated  the  gentleman,  haughtilj.  ^  Dc 
jou  know  me  now,  map  ?  " 

The  landlord  scratched  his  head,  looked  at  the  ceiling 
and  at  the  stranger,  and  smiled  feebly. 

^  Do  you  know  me,  man  ?  '*  inquired  the  strangei!^ 
angrily. 

The  landlord  mftde  a  strong  effect,  and  at  length  re* 
plied,  ^  Well,  sir,  I  do  fia<  know  you." 

**  Great  Heaven  I "  said  the  stranger,  dafthing  his 
clenched  fist  upon  the  table.    ^  And  this  is  populari^  T 

The  landlord  took  a  step  or  two  towards  the  door ;  the 
stranger,  fixing  his  eyes  upon  him,  resumed. 

^  This,"  said  the  stcanger,  "  this  is  gratitude  for  years 
of  labor  and  study  in  behalf  of  the  masses.  I  alight  wet 
and  weary ;  no  enthusiastic  crowds  press  forward  to  greet 
their  champion ;  the  church-bells  are  silent ;  the  very 
name  elicits  no  responsive  feeling  in  their  torpid  bosoms. 
It  is  enough,"  said  the  agitated  Mr.  Slurk,  pacing  to  and 
fro,  '^  to  curdle  the  ink  in  one's  pen,  and  induce  one  to 
abandon  their  cause  forever." 

'^  Did  you  say  brandy  and  water,  sir  ?  "  said  the  land* 
lord,  venturing  a  hint 

^  Bum,"  said  Mr.  Slurk,  turning  fiercely  upon  him. 
*  Have  you  got  a  fire  anywhere  ?  " 

**  We  can  light  one  directly,  sir,"  said  the  landlord. 

^  Which  will  throw  out  no  heat  until  it  is  bedtime," 
interrupted  Mr.  Slurk.  ^*  Is  there  anybody  in  the 
kitchen?" 

Not  a  souL  There  was  a  beautiful  fire.  Everybody 
had  gone,  and  the  door  was  closed  for  the  night. 

^  I  will  drink  my  rum  and  water,"  said  Mr.  Sluik,  ^by 
the  kitchen-fire."  So,  gathering  up  his  hat  and  news* 
paper,  he  stalked  solemnly  behind  the  landlord  to  that 
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htunble  apartment^  and  throwing  himself  on  a  Bett|e  bj 
the  fireside,  resumed  his  countenance  of  scorn,  and  began 
to  read  and  drink  in  silent  dignity. 

Now  some  demon  of  discord,  fljing  over  the  Saracen*s 
Head  at  that  moment,  on  casting  down  his  eyes  in  mere  idle 
cnriositj,  happened  to  behold  Slurk  established  comfort- 
ablj  bj  the  kitchen-fire,  and  Pott  slightly  elevated  with 
wine  in  another  room ;  upon  which,  the  maliciouB  demon, 
darting  down  into  th^  last-moitioned  apartment  with  in- 
conceivable rapidi^,  passed  at  once  into  the  head  of 
Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  and  prompted  him  for  his  (the  de^ 
men's)  own  evil  purposes  to  speak  as  follows: 

<*  I  say,  we've  let  the  fire  out.  It's  uncommonly  cold 
after  the  rata,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  It  really  is,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  shivering. 

^  It  wouldn't  be  a  bad  notion  to  have  a  cigar  by  the 
kitchen-fire,  would  it  ?  "  said  Bob  Sawyer,  still  prompted 
by  the  demon  aforesaid. 

^'  It  would  be  particularly  oorofbrtable,  1  think,"  replied 
Mr.  Pickwick.    "  Mr.  Pott,  what  do  you  say  ?  " 

Mr.  Pott  3rielded«  ready  assent ;  and  all  four  travel- 
lers, each  with  his  glass  in  his  hand,  at  once  betook 
themselves  to  the  kitchen,  with  Sam  Weller  heading 
the  procession  to  show  them  the  way. 

The  stranger  was  still  reading;  he  looked  up  and 
started.     Mr.  Pott  started. 

<"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  whispered  Mr.  Fickwick. 

^  That  reptile  ! "  replied  Pott. 

^What  reptile?"  said  Mr.  Pii^wick,  looking  about 
him  for  fear  he  should  tread  on  some  overgrown  black 
beetle,  or  dropsical  spider. 

^Tfaat  reptile,"  whispered  Pott,  catdiing  Mr.  Pick 
wick  by  the  arm,  and  pointing  towards  the  stranger 
^  That  reptile  —  Slurk,  of  the  Independent  1 " 
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^  Periiaps  we  luid  better  reftEre,"  whispefed  Mr.  Piek* 
wkk. 

**  Neyer,  sir,"  rejoined  Pott,  —  poMratiant  In  a  doabk 
iieiiae  —  "  never."  With  these  words^  Mn  Fott  took  up 
his  positioB  on  an  opposite  settle,  and  selecting  one  fh>oi 
a  Httle  bundle  of  newqMq>6r8,  b^an  to  read  against  his 
eneinj. 

Mr.  Pott,  of  eovrse,  read  tbe  Independent,  and  Mr. 
Slurk,  of  coarse>  read  the  Qasette ;  and  each  gentioinan 
andibljr  expressed  his  eoniempt  of  the  other's  compositions 
by  bitter  laughs  and  sarcaado  snMfe  t  whence  they  pro- 
ceeded to  tnore  open  expressions  of  opinion,  such  as 
«*  absurd," — «  wretched,"  "  atrocity,"  **  humbug,"  «  knav- 
ery," "dirt,"  "filth,"  "dime,"  " ditch-water,**  and  other 
critical  remarks  of  the  like  nature^ 

Both  Mr.  Bob  Sawyer  and  Mr.  Ben  Allen  had  beheld 
dieee  symptoms  of  rivalry  and  hatred,  with  a  degree  of 
delight  which  imparted  great  additional  reliili  to  the 
dgars  at  which  they  were  pofflng  «ost  vigorously*  The 
moment  they  began  to  flag,  the  mischievous  Mr.  Bob 
Sawyer,  addressing  Slurk  wiA  great  politeness,  said: 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  look  at  your  paper,  sa*,  whea 
you  have  quite  done  with  it  ?  " 

"  Youll  find  very  little  to  repay  you  for  your  trauUo 
in  this  contemptible  thmf^  sir,"  replied  Sfao^  bestowing 
a  Satanic  frown  on  Pott 

"  Tou  ^afl  have  this  presently,"  said  Pott,  looUng  up^ 
'pale  with  rage,  and  quivering  in  lus  speech,  from  the  same 
2ause.  "Hal  ha  I  you  wiU  he  amused  with  this /sfloic^s 
audacity." 

Terrific  emphasis  was  laid  upon  "thing"  and  ^fel- 
low ; "  and  the  faces  of  both  editors  began  to  glow  with 
defiance. 
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''The  ribaldry  of  this  miserable  man  k  despicably 
disgusting,^  said  Pott,  pretending  to  address  Bob  Saw- 
yer, and  scowling  upon  Slurk. 

Here,  Mr.  Slurk  laughed  very  heartily,  and  folding  the 
paper  so  as  to  get  at  a  fresh  column  conveniently,  said, 
that  the  blockhead  really  amused  him. 

^What  an  impudent  blunderer  this  fellow  is,"  said 
Pott,  turning  fixmi  pink  to  crimson. 

^  Did  you  ever  read  any  of  diis  man's  lbola!7,sir?'' 
inquired  Slurk,  of  Bob  Sawyer. 

"Never,*^  replied  Bob;  ** is  it  very  bad ? ** 

^  Oh,  shocking  I  shocking  I  ^  rejoined  Slmk. 

^  Really  I  Dear  me,  this  is  too  atrocious ! "  exclaimed 
Fbtty  at  Uiis  jttncture ;  still  feigning  to  be  absorbed  in 
his  reading. 

^  If  yon  can  wade  Ihrougfa  a  few  sentences  of  malice, 
meanness,  falsehood,  peijury,  treachery,  and  cant)**  said 
j^rk,  haodbig  the  paper  to  Bob,  '^you  will,  perhaps,  be 
somewhat  repaid  by  a  laugh  at  the  style  of  this  ungram- 
matical  twaddler." 

"<  Whafs  that  yon  said,  sir?''  inquired  Pott,  kx>king 
up,  trembling  all  over  with  passion. 

'^  What^s  that  to  yon,  sir  ?  "  replied  Slurk. 

^  Ungrammatical  twaddler,  was  it,  mr  ?  "  said  Pott 

"Yes,  sir,  it  was,"  replied  Slurk;  "and  Uue  Jorv,  sir, 
if  yon  Hke  that  better;  ha!  ha!" 

Mr.  Pott  ret(»rted  not  a  word  to  this  jocose  insult,  but 
deliberately  folding  up  his  copy  of  the  Independent, 
flattened  it  carefully  down,  crushed  it  beneath  his  boot, 
spat  upon  it  with  great  ceremony,  and  flung  it  into  the 
ire. 

"There,  sir,"  said  Pott,  retreating  from  the  stove,  "and 
thaf  s  the  way  I  would  serve  the  viper  who  produces  it,  if 
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f  were  not;  forlaoatelj  for  biray  restrained  bj  the  laws 
of  my  coantry." 

"  Serve  him  so,  sir !  **  cried  Slork,  starting  up :  **  those 
laws  shall  never  be  i^peided  to  by  him,  sir,  in  such  a 
case.     Serve  him  so,  sir  I " 

«  Hear  I  hear  I  **  said  Bob  Sawyer. 

^  Nothing  can  be  fairer,"  observed  Mr.  Ben  Allen. 

^  Serve  him  so,  sir  I "  reiterated  Shirk,  in  a  load  voicOi 

Mr.  Pott  darted  a  look  of  contempt,  which  might  have 
withered  an  anchor. 

^  Serve  him  so,  sir  I  **  reiterated  Slurk,  in  a  louder 
voice  than  before. 

**  I  will  not,  sir,**  rejoined  Pott 

"Oh,  you  won't!  won't  you,  su*?"  said  Mr.  Sluric, 
in  a  taunting  manner;  "you  hear  this,  gentlemen! 
He  won't ;  not  that  he'd  afraid ;  oh,  no  I  he  wat^U  Ha! 
ha!" 

"  I  consider  you,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pott,  moved  by  this 
sarcasm,  "I  consider  you  a  viper.  I  look  upon  you, 
sir,  as  a  man  who  has  placed  himself  beyond  the  pale 
of  society,  by  his  most  audacious,  disgraceful,  and  abom- 
inable public  conduct.  I  view  you,  sir,  personally  or 
politically,  in  no  other  light  than  as  a  most  unparalleled 
and  unmitigated  viper." 

The  indignant  Independent  did  not  wait  to  hear  the 
end  of  this  personal  denunciation ;  for,  catching  up  his 
carpet-bag  which  was  wdl  stuflR^  with  movables,  he 
swung  it  in  the  air  as  Pott  turned  away,  and,  letting  it 
fall  with  a  circular  sweep  on  his  head,  just  at  that  partio- 
ular  angle  of  the  bag  where  a  good  thick  hair-brush  hap- 
pened to  be  packed,  caused  a  sharp  crash  to  be  heiu:^ 
throughout  the  kitchen,  and  brought  him  at  once  to  the 
ground. 
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^  GenUemen,'^  cried  Mr.  Pickwick,  ad  Pott  started  ap 
and  seized  the  fire-shovel,  ^geiUlemenl  Consider  for 
Heaven's  pake  —  help  —  Sam  —  here  —  pray*  gentle 
men  —  interfere,  somebody." 

Uttering  these  incoherent  exdamations,  Mr.  Pickwidc 
rashed  between  the  infuriated  combatants  just  in  time  lo 
receive  the  carpet-bag  on  one  side  of  his  body,  and  the 
fire-shovel  on  the  other.  Whether  the  representatives 
of  the  public  feeling  of  Eatanswill  were  blinded  by  an- 
imosity, or,  being  both  acute  reasoners,  saw  the  advantage 
of  having  a  third  party  between  them  to  bear  all  the  blows, 
certain  it  is  that  they  paid  not  the  slightest  attention  to 
Mr.  Pickwick,  but  defying  each  other  with  great  spirit, 
pUed  the  carpet-bag  and  the  fire-shovel  most  fearlessly. 
Mr.  Pickwick  would  unquestionably  have  suffered  se- 
verely from  his  humane  interference,  if  Mr.  WeUer,  at- 
tracted by  his  master's  cries,  had  not  rushed  in  at  the 
moment  and,  snatching  up  a  meal-sack,  effectually  stopped 
the  conflict  by  drawing  it  over  the  head  and  shoulders  of 
the  mighty  Pott,  and  dasping  him  tight  round  the  elbows. 

^  Take  avay  that  'ere  bag  from  the  t'other  madman/* 
said  Sam  to  Ben  Allen  and  Bob  Sawyer,  who  liad  done 
nothing  but  dodge  round  the  group,  each  with  a  tortoise- 
shell  lancet  in  his  hand,  ready  to  bleed  the  first  man 
stunned.  ^  Give  it  up,  you  wretched  little  creetur,  or 
I'll  smother  you  in  it." 

Awed  by  these  threats,  and  quite  out  of  breath,  the 
Independent  suffered  himself  to  be  disarmed ;  and  Mr. 
Weller  removing  the  extinguisher  from  Pott,  set  him 
free  with  a  caution. 

"  You  take  yourselves  off  to  bed  quietly,"  said  Sam, 
^  or  111  put  you  both  in  it,  and  let  you  fight  it  out  vith 
the  mouth  tied,  as  I  vould  a  dozen  sich,  if  they  played 
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CHAPTER  LIL 

Of^QhTVSH^  A  SKBIOUS  OHAHOV  BT  HBR  WBLLBR  FAM' 
U<T,  ANI>  TGU  UNTIMBLT  DOWKVALL  OF  TEU  BXD- 
IIOMU&  VBi.  STiOQISa. 

Ck>N8ii>BRiNQ^  il  a  matter  of  delioacy  to  abstain  from 
uitrodiiCiiig  either  Bob  Sawjer  or  Ben  Allen  to  the 
young  oonple,  until  thej  were  fully  prepared  to  eiqiect 
them ;  and  wishing  to  spare  Arabella's  feelings  as  much 
as  possible  ;  Mr*  Piokwick  proposed  that  he  and  Sam 
should  alight  in  the  neighborhood  e(  the  Qeoige  and 
Vulture,  and  that  the  two  young  men  should,  for  the 
present)  take  op  their  quarters  elsewhere*  To  this,  they 
very  readily  agreed,  and  the  proposition  was  accordingly 
acted  np<m :  Mr.  Ben  AUen.  and  l^lr.  Bob  Sawyer  be- 
taking themselveB  to  a  sequestered  pot-shop  on  the  re- 
motest confines  of  the  Borough :  behind  the  bar-door  of 
which  their  names  had  in  other  days  very  often  appeared, 
at  the  head  of  long  and  complex  calcmlations  woiked  in 
^hite  chalk* 

^  Dear  me^  Mr.  WeUer,"  sa|d  the  pretty  house-maid, 
meeting  Sam  at  the  door. 

**  D^u*  me  I  vist^  it  wos,  n|y  dear,"  replied  Sam,  drop- 
ping behind,  to  let  his  master  get  out  of  hearing.  **  Wot 
a  sweet-lookin'  creetur  you  are,  Mary !  ** 

**  JjOTf  Mr.  Welleiv  what  nonsense  you  do  talk  I "  sud 
Ubxj.    "Oh!  <i<m?^  Mr,  WeUer." 
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«*  Don't  what,  my  dear?"  said  Sam. 

**Why,  that,"  replied  the  pretty  house-maid.  "Lor, 
do  get  along  with  you.'*  Thus  admonishing  him,  the 
pretty  house-maid  smilingly  pushed  Sam  against  the  wall, 
declaring  that  he  had  tumbled  her  cap,  and  put  her  hair 
quite  out  of  curl. 

"  And  prevented  what  I  was  going  to  say,  besides,** 
added  Mary.  "  There's  a  letter  been  waiting  here  for  you 
four  days ;  you  hadn't  been  gone  away,  half  an  hour, 
when  it  came ;  and  more  than  (hat,  it^s  get,  immediate, 
on  the  outside." 

"  Vera  is  it,  my  love?  "  inquired  Sam. 

"  I  took  eare  of  it  for  yon,  or  I  dare  say  it  would  have 
been  lost,  long  before  this,"  replied  Mary.  ^  There,  take 
it ;  it's  more  than  you  deserve." 

With  these  words,  after  many  pretty  little  coquettish 
doubts  and  fears,  and  wishes  that  8he  might  not  have  lost 
it,  Mary  produced  the  letter  from  behind  the  nicest  little 
mudin  tucker  possible,  and  handed  it  to  Stun,  who  there* 
upon  kissed  it  with  much  gallantry  and  devotion. 

"  My  goodness  me ! "  said  Mary,  adjusting  the  tucker, 
and  foigning  unconsciousness,  "  you  seem  to  have  grown 
very  fond  of  it  all  at  once." 

To  this  Mr.  Weller  only  replied  by  a  wink,  the  in- 
tense meaning  of  which  no  description  could  convey  the 
faintest  idea  of;  and,  sitting  himself  down  beside  Mary 
on  a  window -Beat,  opened  the  letter  and  glanced  at  the 
x>ntents. 

•*  Halle ! "  exclaimed  Sam,  «  wof  s  all  this  ?  " 

•* Nothing  the  matter,  I  hope?"  said  Mary,  peeping 
9ver  his  shoulder. 

*  Bless  them  eyes  o'  youm,"  s«d  Sam,  looking  up. 

«*  Never  mind  my  eyes ;  you  had  much  better  read 
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3roiir  letter,"  said  the  pretty  house-maid ;  and^  as  she  said 
«o,  she  made  the  eyes  twinkle  with  such  sljness  and 
beauty  that  they  were  perfectly  irresistible. 

Sam  refreshed  himself  with  a  kiss,  and  read  as  fol 
lows: 

Markii  Gran 

By  dorhen 

**  My  dear  Sammle, 

'^  I  am  wery  sorry  to  have  the  plessure  of  bein  a  Bear 
of  ai  news  your  Mother  in  law  cort  cold  consekens  of 
imprudently  settin  too  long  on  the  damp  grass  in  the 
rain  a  hearin  of  a  shepherd  who  wamt  able  to  leave  off 
till  late  at  night  owen  to  his  havin  vound  his-self  up  vith 
brandy  and  vater  ahd  not  being  able  to  stop  his-self  till 
he  got  a  little  sober  which  took  a  many  hours  to  do  the 
doctor  says  that  if  she'd  svallo'd  varm  brandy  and  vater  ar- 
tervards  insted  of  afore  she  mightn't  have  been  no  vus  her 
veels  wos  immedetly  greased  and  everythink  done  to  set 
her  agoin  as  could  be  in  wen  ted  your  farther  had  hopes  as 
she  vould  have  vorked  round  as  usual  but  just  as  she  wos 
a  tumen  the  comer  my  boy  she  took  the  wrong  road  and 
vent  down  hill  vith  a  welocity  you  never  see  and  notvith- 
standin  that  the  drag  wos  put  on  directly  by  the  medikei 
man  it  womt  of  no  use  at  all  for  she  paid  the  last  pike  at 
twenty  minutes  afore  six  o'clock  yesterday  evenin  havin 
done  the  jouney  wery  much  under  the  reglar  time  vicb 
praps  was  partly  owen  to  her  haven  taken  in  wery  little 
luggage  by  the  vay  your  father  says  that  if  you  vill  come 
and  see  me  Sammy  he  viU  take  it  as  a  wery  great  favor 
fer  I  am  wery  lonely  Samivel  n  b  he  viU  have  it  spelt 
that  vay  rich  I  say  ant  right  and  as  there  is  sich  a  many 
things  to  settle  he  is  sure  your  guvner  wont  object  of 
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course  he  vill  not  Sammj  for  I  knows  him  better  so  he 
sends  his  dooty  in  which  I  join  and  am  Samivel  infer- 
naUy  yours 

«To«  Ybllbb.*' 

^Wota  incomprehensible  letter,"  said  Sam;  ^ who's 
to  know  wol  it  means,  vith  all  this  he-ing  and  I-ing  I  It 
a'n't  mj  father's  writin'  'cept  this  here  signater  in  print 
letters ;  that's  his." 

**  Perirnp^  he  got  somebody  to  write  it  for  him,  and 
signed  it  iiimself  afterwards,"  said  the  pretty  house-maid* 

^  Stop  a  minity"  replied  Sam,  running  over  the  letter 
again,  and  pausing  here  and  there,  to  lefleet,  as  he  did 
MK  ^  You  Ve  hit  it.  The  genTm'n  as  wrote  it,  wos  a- 
tellin'  all  about  the  misfortun'  in  a  proper  yay,  and  then 
my  &ther  comes  a-lookin'  over  him,  and  complicates  the 
whole  concern  by  puttin'  his  oar  in.  Thafs  just  the 
wery  sort  o'  thing  he'd  do.  You're  rig^t,  Mary,  my 
dear." 

Having  satisfied  himself  upon  this  point,  Sam  road  the 
letter  all  over,  once  more,  and,  appearing  to  form  a  dear 
notion  of  its  contents  for  the  first  time,  c|jaculated  thought* 
fully,  as  he  folded  it  up : 

'^  And  so  the  poor  creatur's  deadi  Fm  sony  for  it. 
She  wam't  a  bad  disposed  'ooman  if  them  shepherds  had 
let  her  alone.     I'm  wery  sorry  for  it" 

Mr,  Weller  uttered  these  words  in  so  serious  a  Bum- 
iM3r,  that  the  pretty  house-maid  cast  down  her  eyes  and 
looked  very  grave. 

*' Hows'ever,"  said  Sam,  putting  the  letter  in  his 
pocket,  with  a  gentle  sigh*  **  it  wos  to  be  —  and  wos, 
as  the  old  lady  said  arter  sh^d  nMuried  the  footmaU' 
Can't  be  helped  now,  can  it,  M^ry  ?  " 
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Maiy  shook  her  head,  and  allied  too. 

^  I  mast  applj  it  to  the  hemperor  for  leaTe  of  ab» 
^ence,"  said  Sam. 

Marj  sighted  agam,  —  the  letter  was  so  vtrj  affect- 
ing. 

"Good-bj!"  said  Sam. 

^  Good-bj,"  rejoined  the  pretty  hoose^naid,  taming 
hei  head  tmwsy. 

"^  Well,  shake  hands,  won't  jou ?"  said  Sam. 

The  pretty  house-maid  pot  out  a  hand  which,  altliougfa 
it  was  a  house-maid's,  was  a  very  small  one,  and  rose  to 
go. 

^  I  shan't  be  wery  k>ng  avay,"  said  Sam. 

^You're  always  away,"  said  Mary,  giving  her  head 
the  slightest  possible  toss  in  the  air.  ^  Yon  no  sooner 
come,  Mr.  Weller,  than  you  go  again."  . 

Mr.  WeHer  drew  the  household  beauty  closer  to  him, 
and  entered  upon  a  whispering  oouTersation,  which  had 
not  proceeded  far,  when  she  turned  her  &06  round  and 
condescended  to  look  at  him  again.  When  they  parted, 
it  was  somehow  or  other  in^spensably  necessary  for  hei 
to  go  to  her  room,  and  arrange  the  ci^  and  curls  before 
she  could  think  of  presenting  l^rself  to  her  mistress.* 
which  preparatory  ceremony  she  went  off  to  perform,  be- 
stowing many  nods  and  smiles  on  Sam,  over  the  banis* 
ters  as  she  tripped  up-stairs. 

"•  I  shan't  be  avay  more  than  a  day  or  two,  sir,  at  jar« 
thest,"  said  Sam,  when  he  had  communicated  to  Mr. 
Pickwick  the  intdligenee  of  his  Other's  loss. 

^As  long  as  may  be  necessary,  Sam,"  replied  Mr 
Pickwidc,  ^  you  have  my  full  permission  to  remain." 

Sam  bowed. 

^  You  will  tell  your  father,  Sam,  that  if  I  can  be  of 
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any  assistance  to  him  in  his  present  sitantioD,  I  shall  be 
most  willing  and  ready  to  lend  him  anj  aid  in  mj  pow- 
er," said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"  Thank'ee,  sir,"  rejoined  Sam.     "  Fll  mention  it,  sir* 

And  with  some  expressions  of  mutual  good-will  and 
interest,  master  and  man  separated. 

It  was  just  seven  o'clock  when  Samuel  Weller,  alight- 
ing from  the  box  of  a  stage-coach  which  passed  through 
Dorking,  stood  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the  Mar- 
quis of  Granby.  It  was  a  cold  dull  evening ;  the  little 
street  looked  dreary  and  dismal ;  and  the  Hiahogany  coun« 
tenance  of  the  noble  and  gallant  Marquis  seemed  to  wear 
a  more  sad  and  melancholy  expression  tlian  it  was  wont  to 
do,  as  it  swung  to  and  fro,  creaking  mournfully  in  the 
wind.  The  blinds  were  pulled  down,  and  the  shutters 
partly  closed  ;  of  the  knot  of  loungers  that  usually  col- 
lected about  the  door,  not  one  was  to  be  seen ;  the  place 
was  silent  and  desolate. 

Seeing  nobody  of  whom  be  could  ask  any  preliminary 
questions,  Sam  walked  softly  in.  Grlaocing  round,  he 
quickly  recognized  his  parent  in  the  distance. 

The  widower  was  seated  at  a  small  round  table  in  the 
little  room  behind  the  bar,  smoking  a  pipe,  with  his  eyes 
intently  fixed  upon  the  fire.  The  funeral  bad  evidently 
taken  place  that  day ;  for  attached  to  his  hat,  which  he 
still  retained  on  his  head,  was  a  hat-band  measuring 
about  a  yard-and-a^half  in  length,  which  hung  over  the 
top  rail  of  the  chair  and  streamed  negligently  down.  Mr. 
Weller  was  in  a  very  abstracted  and  contemplative  mood; 
for,  notwithstanding  that  Sam  called  him  by  name  sev- 
eral times,  he  still  continued  to  smoke  with  the  same 
fixed  and  quiet  countenance,  and  was  only  roused  ulti- 
mately by  hh  son's  placing  the  palm  of  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  193 

«  Sammy,**  said  Mr.  Weller,  •*  you're  velcome." 

^  Fve  been  a-callin'  to  you  half-a-dozen  times,"  said 
Sam,  hanging  his  hat  on  a  peg,  '*  but  you  didn't  hear 
me." 

"  NO)  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  again  looking 
tfa^ughtiblly  at  the  fire.    "I  wos  in  a  referee,  Sammy." 

"  Wot  about  ?  "  inquired  Sam,  drawing  his  chair  up  to 
the  fire. 

"  In  a  referee,  Sammy,"  replied  the  elder  Mr.  Wel- 
ler, "  regarding  A«r,  Samivel."  Here  Mr.  Weller  jerked 
his  head  in  the  direction  of  Dorking  church-yard,  in 
mute  explanation  that  bis  words  referred  to  the  late 
Mrs.  Weller. 

•*  I  wos  a-thinkm',  Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  eying 
his  son,  with  great  earnestness,  over  his  pipe,  as  if  to 
assure  him  that  however  extraordinary  and  incredible 
the  declaration  might  i^pear,  it  was  nevertheless  calmly 
and  deliberatdy  uttered,  "  I  wos  a-thinkin',  Sammy, 
^hat  upon  the  whole  I  wos  wery  sorry  she  wos  gone." 

"  Veil,  and  so  you  ought  to  be,"  replied  Sam. 

Mr.  Weller  nodded  his  acquiescence  in  the  sentiment, 
and  again  fastening  his  eyes  on  the  fire,  shrouded  himself 
in  a  doud  and  mused  deeply. 

"  Those  wos  wery  sensible  observations  as  she  made, 
Sammy,"  said  Mr.  Weller  driving  the  smoke  away  with 
his  hand,  after  a  long  silence. 

^  Wot  observations  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

*^  Them  as  she  made,  arter  she  was  took  ill,"  replied 
Ihct  old  gentleman. 

'*  Wot  wos  they?" 

"  Somethin'  to  this  here  effect  *  Veller,*  she  says,  <  Pm 
afeard  I've  not  done  by  you  quite  wot  I  ought  to  have 
done ;  you're  a  wery  kind-hearted  man,  and  I  might  lia' 

vol..  IV.  13 
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iiiad6  7<»irboinep¥^eoHifi|i04i»l^.  I  beg^i^M#  bow, 
§)ie  §aj^  Vven  ii^^  too  late,  thf^  jf  4  mamiei  'ooioaD 
jiah^  to  l^  religious,  she  aWuld  begin  yith  diaobfuqgiii 
her  dooties  at  home,  and  makin'  them  as  is  about  bj9r 
fshi^ul  an^  bappj*  &n4  &^t  yile  §he  ^oes  to  church,  or 
chapc^  or  .wot  nqt,  at  «U  propier  times,  fhe  fbould  be 
weiy  carefid  not  po  oon-wert  thi9  isort  o'  jAdng  into  a  ex- 
cuse for  idleness  or  self-indulgence.  I  have  done  tbif/ 
sl^  sajB,  ^  and  Tve  T^te4  time  an4  ^ub^liiQoe  on  them 
as  has  d9ne  it  mor^  than  me ;  but  I  bope  yen  fm  gw, 
VeUer,  ^jhat  youll  thifik  on  me  as  I  woa  aftire  I  know!d 
them  people,  and  as  I  ralj  ^os  by  npttur'*'  *  Silvan,*  wjs 
I,  —  I  wos  took  up  very  short  by  this,  Saqaiv^ ;  I  yQQ't 
deny  it,  my  boy  ^  *  Susiui,'  I  says,  *  you'y^  be^  9  wery 
good  Yife  tp  me,  altogether ;  don't  3ay  nothip'  at  jfjl  abopt 
It ;  keep  a  good  heart  my  dear;  and  you'll  liye  ^  0^  i^e 
punch  that  'er^  Stiggins's  head  yet'  ^hp  fsadlffd  at  tisofij 
SamiTel,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  stiflipg  f^  sigb  i^t^  f4s 
pipe,  ^  but  s^e  died  arter  al|  I " 

^  Vell^"  said  Sam,  venturing  to  offis^  a  jUittl^  lK>mely 
consolation,  after  the  lapse  of  three  or  fi>ur  numites^  con- 
sumed by  the  old  gentleman  in  slowly  shakfi^  )u^  )i^ 
from  side  to  side,  and  solemnly  ampking ;  ^  y^  gov!i^^f 
ye  ipust  all  come  to  it,  one  day  or  another." 

"  So  we  njuat,  Sanuny,"  said  Mr.  Weller  the  eldf^. 

"  There's  a  Providence  ip  it  all,"  said  Sam. 

•*  O'  course  there  is,"  replied  his  fether  wi^  ^  jpod  d 
^v^  appnov^.  '*  Wot  'ud  becoine  of  the  undei^akers 
nthout  it,  Sammy  ?  " 

Lost  in  the  immense  field  of  conjecture  op^ed  ^y  this 
.^dection,  the  ^Ider  Mr.  W^ll^er  laid  liis  pipe  on  the  table; 
»«nd  stin-ed  tbf  fire  with  a  meditative  visage. 

While  the  old  gentleman'  was  thus  eng^ig^df  a  vei^ 
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bijxom-ldbking  cook,  dresfted  in in^>iirhitig,  who  hadbeen  ' 
battling  about,  in  the  bflk*,  gKd^  into  the  room,  Imd'be* 
Btowfii^;'  maiij  emiriw'  of  recofnltkm  npoh  Sihi,  silendy 
Btatiened  b«»8elf  at  the  black'  of  lii^  Mh»t^8  chair,  and* 
atmbmfc^  her  pore^enee  bj  a  aKght  cough':  the  wHich, ' 
being  disregarded,  was  foUbwM  hj  a  loader  otie: 

*^BaM^\^  said  the  elder  Mr.  Weller,  dmpping^  the 
pake^ 'as  he  looked  roand,  and  hsiRtilj  drew  his  chair' 
away.     **WotVthl& matter  now?" 

*^HaTci  a  ciip  of  tea,  thbreTs  a  good  soul,**  replied' the 
buxom  female,  coaxinjiily. 
.  "Irvoh'tj"  rejjlied'Mr.  Welter,  in' a  somewhat  bofster- 
ous  mannei^,  "I'll  see  70a" —  Mr.  Weller  hastily  checked 
himseUv  aiM^  added  in  a  low  tone,  **  fuider  ftist" 

^  Oh;  dear,  deai^;  how  adversity  does  change  people  !** 
said  the  lady,  looking  upwards. 

**  It's  the  only  thing  Hwixt  this  and  the  doctor  as  slmll 
change- fiij^'^ondition^''  muttered  Mr;  Wellbn 

•*  I  really 'ncvfer'saw  a  man  so  cmss,"  said  the  buxom' 
female. 

**  HfdvfT  mind'—  it^  all  for  my  own  good ;  vich  is  the 
refleotion'Ttth>wic1i>thd  penitent  school-boy  comforted  hir 
febfinV  vtsn  tbey-flbgged  him,^  rejoined  the 'old  gentle- 

The  buxom  female  shook  her  head  with  a  compas^ 
sianate  and'8ynpathizbig'8ir;>a]id,  appeafing' to  8am, 
inquired  whether  his  father  really  ought  not  tor  maker 
lui  eflbrC  t&  keep  up^'and  no*  ghre  way  to  that  lowhess 
of  spiriti. 

^  Tba  see,  Mn  SamueV  said  the  bdxom  fomalb,  ^aa' 
I.  wad  teUing'him  yesterday^  he*  vtff  feel  lonely,  he  can't 
ekpectrbnt  What  he  should,  sir,  but  he  should  keep  up  a 
good  heart,  because,  dear  me^  I'm  sure  we  all  pity  hi»' 
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Io08«  and  are  ready  to  do  anything  for  him  ;  and  there's 
no  situation  in  life  so  bad,  Mr.  Samuel,  that  it  can't  be 
mended.  Which  is  what  a  very  worthy  person  said  la 
me  when  my  husband  died."  Here  the  speaker,  putting 
her  hand  before  her  mouth,  coughed  again,  and  looked 
affectionately  at  the  elder  Mr.  Weller. 

**  As  I  don't  rekvire  any  o*  your  conversatioB  jiist 
now,  mum,  yill  you  have  the  goodness  to  re-tire  ? ''  in* 
quired  Mr.  Weller  in  a  grave  and  steady  voice* 

"  Well,  Mr.  Weller,"  said  the  buxom  female,  «  Fm 
sure  I  only  spoke  to  you  out  of  kindness." 

"  Wery  likely,  mum,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  *•  Samivel, 
show  the  lady  out,  and  shut  the  door  arter  her." 

This  hint  was  not  lost  upon  the  buxom  female ;  for 
she  at  once  lefl  the  room,  and  slammed  the  door  behind 
her,  upon  which  Mr.  Weller,  senior,  falHng  bade  in  his 
chair  in  a  violent  perspiration,  said : 

"  Sammy,  if  I  wos  to  stop  here  alone  vun  veek  —  only 
vun  veek,  my  boy  —  that  'ere  'ooman  'ud  marry  me  by 
force  and  wiolence  afore  it  was  over." 

"  Wot  I    Is  she  so  wery  fond  on  you  ?  "  inquired  Sam. 

"  Fond  ! "  replied  his  father,  "  I  can't  keep  her  avay 
from  me.  If  I  was  locked  up  in  a  fire-proof  diest  vith 
a  patent  Brahmin,  she'd  find  means  to  get  at  me,  Sam- 
my* 

^  Wot  a  thing  it  is,  to  be  so  sought  arter ! "  observed 
Sam,  smiling. 

"  I  don't  take  no  pride  out  on  it,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr 
AVeller,  poking  the  fire  vehemently,  "  it's  a  horrid  sitiwa 
tion.  I'm  arliwally  drove  out  o'  house  and  home  by  it 
Tlie  breath  was  scarcely  out  o'  your  poor  mother-in-law's 
body^  ven  vun  old  'ooman  sends  me  a  pot  o'  jam,  and 
another  a  |k)t  o*  jelly,  and  another  brews  a  blessed  large 
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jug  o*  camomile-tea,  vich  she  brings  in  vilh  her  own 
hands."  Mr.  Weller  paused  with  an  aspect  of  intense 
.  disgust,  and,  looking  round,  added  in  a  whisper,  "^  They 
W08  all  widders,  Sammj,  all  on  'em,  'cept  the  camomile- 
tea  run,  as  wos  a  single  young  lady  o*  fifty-three." 

Sam  gave  a  comical  look  in  reply,  and  the  old  gentle- 
man having  broken  an  obstinate  lump  of  coal,  with  a 
countenance  expressive  of  as  much  earnestness  and  mal- 
ice as  if  it  had  been  the  head  of  one  of  the  widows  last* 
mentioned,  said : 

"  In  short,  Sammy,  I  feel  that  I  a'n't  safe  anyveres 
but  on  the  box." 

"  How  are  you  safer  there  than  anyveres  else  ?"  inter- 
rupted Sam. 

*'  'Cos  a  coachman's  a  privileged  indiwiduaf,"  replied 
Mr,  Weller,  lookii^  fixedly  at  his  son.  **  *Cos  a  coach- 
man may  do  vithout  'suspicion  wot  other  men  may  not ; 
'cos  a  coachman  may  be  on  the  wery  amicablest  terms 
with  eighty  mile  o'  females,  and  yet  nobody  think  that 
he  ever  means  to  marry  any  vun  among  'em.  And  wot 
other  man  can  say  the  same,  Sammy  ?" 

"  VeD,  there's  somethin'  in  that,"  said  Sam. 

"  If  your  gov'ner  had  been  a  coachman,"  reasoned 
Mr.  Weller,  "  do  you  s'pose  as  that  'ere  jury  'ud  ever  ha' 
conwicted  him,  s'posin'  it  possible  that  the  matter  could 
lia'  gone  to  that  extremity  ?    They  dusn't  ha'  done  it" 

"  Wy  not  ?  "  said  Sam,  rather  disparagingly. 

«Wy  not!"  rejoined  Mr.  Weller;  '•'cos  it  'ud  ha' 
gime  ag'in'  their  consciences.  A  reglar  coachman's  a  sort 
o'  connectin'  link  betvixt  singleness  and  matrimony,  and 
every  practicable  man  knows  it" 

**  Wot !  You  mean  they're  gen'ral  faVrites,  and  no- 
body takes  adwantage  on  'em,  p'raps ! "  said  Sam. 
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Has  father  noddecL 

^How  it  ever  come  tor  that  'efe  paae^'^  roBHimed  the' 
parent  WeUer,-  '^I  oati^  m^  Wy.it  is  thitt  I«ig»«lBge  . 
cuachmeB  possesfrBuehrkisioisvatioiis^.aBAiS'altmfs  kokcd/ 
up  to — a<dored  I  ma^r  8*7 — by  ev'ry  joung  'ocMum  ia< 
eY'ry  tavm  he  vuirka  through^  I  dmH  know.  I  aaljikBOw 
tbajbsoitisj  itfs arcg^latioo^of  natMr^-— 'aTdinpmnafy^at 
J41U7  poor  mafthw4#4ai«r  used  to>  9afk** 

"  A  dispeosatioQ^^  said  8atn»  aoiuri9ctisgitfae>^  gei^e* 
man. 

'<Weiy  g»od,  Samlvely  a  dispensation  if  jou  like  it 
better,"  returned  Mr.  Weller ;  **  /  call  it  a  dispensarj^ 
and  itfs  always  writ  up  8o>  at  thd  plaeesvere  they  gives 
jou  physic  for  nothin'  in  your  own  bottles ;  that's  alL" 

With  these  w<«ds  Mr.  Well^  refilled  aad .  relighted 
his  pipe,  and  once  more  summoniug  up  a  meditative  eJE* 
pression  of  eountenaoce,  contimied  as  follower 

"  Therefore,  my  boy,  as  I  do  not  see  the  adwisability 
o*  stoppin*  here  to  be  marrid  vether  I  vant  to  or  no^  aadr 
m  at  the  same  time  I  do  not  vish  to  separate  myself  from^ 
them  intorestin'  members  of  society '  altogethei!|  I  have 
come  to  the  detarmifiation  o'  drivin'  the  Safety,  spid  .put- 
tin'  up  vunce  more  at  the  BeU  Savage^  vieh  is.  my  iiat- 
'ri^borii.  element^  Sammy/' 

'*  And  wot's  to  became  o'  the  bis'neaft ?  "  ia^iiired  Sam.', 

<^The  bis'ness,  Samive^"  replied. the  old; gendemaiAi, 
'*  good-vill,  stocky  and  ilxters,  vill  be-eohi  by  privator  jcoo- 
traet ;  and  out  o'  the  mo^^y,  two  hundred  pound,  agree- 
able to  a  rekvest.o'  your  mother-in'Jaw's  to  me,  at  little 
afore  she  died,  vill  be  invested  inj^Mir  name  in  1 — wot 
do  you  call  them  things  agfdn?'* 

"  Wot  things  ?  "  inquired  Sam* 

^  Them  tbiogg  a»  is  alwi^s  ar^in'  u^and  down{l|i  thft' 
Citv*" 
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^  Nonfiense,*^  replied  Mr.  Weller.  '^  Them  tlu40S  M 
^8  alynf  s  ii-flufitoaatui'y  and  gettio'  theirsdyes  inw^lved 
iq^q^oijr  x>r  another  yith  tb^  DjiMJpi^  44><»  m4  Ae 
VIHB<]^erg  bills,  and  ^  tbaV" 

«  Oh !  the  fun4fi|!'  «Md  Sftm. 

"/^I"  Mjpjned  Jlr.  TTeUer,  ^  the  fiu^'a ; 4w^  Jmofbed 
jf^im4  o'  the  mo^7  i^  to  b^  iaw^s^  for  ypo,  S^miy«l, 
jip ,|be  fuu> ;  jfopr  «i^  ^  h^  |M?r  qef>t.  ^oAwsed  o(Kiiiaok, 

"  We>y  ki^kd  o'  ihe  ^  Jadjr  |to  4^  p'  pie,"  ai»d  San, 
«.^d  J'©  VAV7  #UGb  pWige4  V>  J^Tr" 

^The  rei^  viU  be  inwQ^ci4  ia  WJ  nttpoo/*  ^oontisiMtid 
^  ^qr  jBir.  ^elleir ;  ^^^  ^  yen  JTua  ^iopk  of  ^e  xoad, 
jV|l  eosQi^  to  79U»  .fo  tal^e  i^i^re  700  doo^t  ^e^^  it  all  at 
ymMi  iQy  b<)j^  w4  nmd  th9|t  np  widd?^  gei^  ^  ipiiim'  f* 
yo^r  foyr^uuV  pr  yoi^V/^  done," 

JSaripg  4eUyie|5ed  ^  wfmuqg,  J^r,  Veljer  i«suii^ 
his  pipe  with  1^  mor^  jBe^qe  oouQAeo^nQ^  $  tbie  .^adosinis 
of  the^  in^tecf  ftppt^^PW  M  bay^  fsasfd  bis  jbihii4  coi^- 
aidqrably. 

^  gQ^^b^Ay'*  P^t^ppii^'  at  4he  door,"  md  ^sm^ 

^  Ifei  'en^  tap^"  replied  bis  frtber,  with  dignitj. 

Sao^  .^t^4  if^iqil  ^e  ^ii^ction.  T^ere  was  f^o^her 
tap,  and  another,  and  then  a  long  row  jq£  t^s;  opop 
wbiqh  ^tn,  inquired  Wfhy  the  tapper  was  not  adi^itted. 

''^u§^"  wbi^ored  ]tfr.  WeUer,  with  apprehensive 
looks,  ^  don't  take  no  notice  on  'em,  Sammy,  it'$  vw  X)' 
the  widders,  p'raps." 

No  QOtice  being  taken  of  the  taps,  the  unseen  y^sitor, 
after  a  short  lapse,  ventured  to  opep  tjie  d9or  and  peep 
.in.  It  ^'^8  pfi  femaJiie  bead  that  was  thrust  in  at  the 
partially  opeujefl  door,  but  the  long  black  lucks  and  red 
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fiioe  of  Mr.  Stiggins.  Mr.  Wdkr's  pipe  Ml  fiionn  his 
hands. 

The  reyerend  gentleman  gradaally  opened  the  door 
by  almost  imperceptible  degrees,  until  the  aperture  was 
just  wide  enough  to  admit  of  the  passage  of  his  lank 
b^dj,  when  he  glided  into  the  room  and  closed  it  after 
him  with  great  care  and  gentleness.  Turning  towards 
Sam,  and  raising  his  hands  and  ejes-  in  token  of  the  ttn« 
ipeakable  sorrow  with  which  he  regarded  the  calamitj 
that  had  be&Ilen  the  family,  he  carried  the  high-backed 
chair  to  his  old  comer  by  the  fire,  and  seating  himself 
in  the  very  edge,  drew  forth  a  brown  pocket-handker- 
chief, and  applied  the  same  to  his  optics. 

While  this  was  going  forward,  the  elder  Mr.  Wdler 
sat  hsick  in  his  chair,  with  his  eyes  wide  open,  his  hands 
planted  on  his  knees,  and  his  whole  countenance  expres- 
sive of  absorbing  and  overwhelming  astonishment  Sam 
sat  opposite  him  in  perfect  silence,  waiting,  with  eager 
curiosity,  for  the  termination  of  the  scene. 

Mr.  Stiggins  kept  the  brown  pocket-handkerduef  be- 
fore his  eyes  for  some  minutes,  moaning  decently  mean- 
while, and  then,  masterng  his  feelings  by  a  "trong  effort, 
put  it  in  his  pocket  and  buttoned  it  up.  After  this,  he 
stirred  the  fire;  after  that,  he  rubbed  his  hands  and 
looked  at  Sam. 

^  Oh  my  young  fHend,**  said  Mr.  Stiggins,  breaking 
the  silence  in  a  very  low  voice,  **here*s  a  sorrowfid 
aflliction  1 " 

Sam  nodded,  very  slightly. 

"  For  the  man  of  wrath,  too  I  **  added  Mr.  Stiggins ; 
*  it  makes  a  vessel's  heart  bleed !  ** 

Mr.  Weller  was  -  overheard  by  his  son  to  murmur 
something  relative  to  making  a  vessel's  nose  bleed ;  but 
Mrr  Stiggins  lieard  him  not 
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^  Do  700  know,  joimg  nao,"  whispevecl  Mr.  Stiggiofli 
drawing  his  diair  closer  to  Sam,  ^  wheliher  ^e  has  left 
Emanuel  anything  ?  " 

**  WWs  he?"  inquired  Sam. 

^The  chapel,''  replied  Mr.  Staggins;  ''our  chapel; 
our  fold,  Mr.  Samuel." 

^She  hasn't  left  the  fold  nolhin',  nor  the  shepherd 
nothin*,  nor  the  animals  nothin',"  sud  Sam,  deeimvelj ; 
^nor  the  dogs  neither.** 

Mr.  Stiggins  looked  sljlj  at  Sam ;  glanced  at  the  old 
gentlemali,  11^0  vma  sitting  with  his  ejes  dosed,  as  if 
asleep;  and  drawing  his  chair  still  nearer,  said, 

*" Nothing  for  me,  Mr.  Samuel?" 

Sam  shook  his  head. 

^I  think  there's  something,'*  said  Stiggins,  toming  as 
pale  as  he  could  turn.  ^  Consider,  Mn  Samuel ;  no  little 
token?" 

^  Not  so  mueh  as  the  ¥urth  o'  that  *epe  old  umbrella  o' 
youm,"  replied  Sam. 

^  Perfaa|)8,''  said  Mr.  Stiggins,  hesitatingly,  after  a  fow 
moments'  deep  thought,  **  perhi^s  she  reeommended  me 
ta  the  care  of  the  man  of  wrath,  Mr*  Samuel  ?  " 

^I  think  that's  wery  likely,  irom  what  he  said,'' 
reined  Sam;  ^he  wos  a-speakin'  about  you,  jist 
now. 

^  Was  he,  though  ? "  exclaimed  Stiggins,  brightening 
up.  ^  Ah  I  He's  changed,  I  dare  say.  We  might  lire 
very  comfortably  together  now,  Mr.  Samuel,  ehF  I 
could  take  care  of  his  property  when  you  are  away-^ 
gbod  care,  you  see." 

Heaving  a  king-drawn  sigh,  Mr.  Sti^ns  paused  for  a 
response.  Sam  nodded,  and  Mr.  Weller,  the  elder,  gave 
vent  to  an  extraordinary  sound,  which,  being  neither  a 
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gran,  bor  »  gitait^  aoi'  a  gasp^  nor  8  growl,  aeeord  to 
piu^ake  in  semo  Aegk««  of  tfaft  oharacfier  of  all  four. 

Mr.  Stiggins,  encouraged  by  this  soand,  whick  he  on- 
derstood  to  betoken  remorse  or  repentance,  looked  about 
hitn,  rubbed  his  hands,  wept,  smiled^  wept  again,  and 
then,  walking  softly  across  the  room  to  a  weD^^meni' 
berod  shelf  in  erne  oonier,  took  dowa  a  tambler^  and, 
with  gread'  detiberation,  put  fimr  Imape  of  sugar  in  iti 
Having  got  thus  far,  he  looked  aboot  him  again,  and' 
s%hed  gaetmaAf ;  with  that,  be  nv^Rlked  seftly  idto<  the 
bair,  and  pr^sen^  reiiimliig  with  tiie  tambkr  half  Mt 
of  pine-apifle  roHT)  advaneed  Co  the  ketiM  which  wAtt 
singing  gajly  on  the  h^  niiled:  hw  giog,  stitved  it, 
sipped  it,  sat  down,  and  taking  a  kng  nd  hearty  p<oll 
at  the  mwi  and  wiMer^  stopped  frr  breath. 

The  eldto  liL^  Wdler^  who  still  contArined  to  make 
various  strange  and  uncouth  attempts  to  appear  asleepy 
offered  dot  a  single  wotd'  dalring  these  prt)ceediBg8 ;  but 
when  Mr.  Stiggins  stopped  for  breath,  he^  itotod'  apon 
hkii,  fusd  sMatehing  tile  tbmbler  fh>m  hithand^  tbi^w  the 
remaibAer  ^  1^  idm  and  weCer  hi  his  faee^  and  thtt 
glass  itself  i*to  thie  gMte^^  Th^  seising*  die  vevetend 
g«i»<lemaa(  fimly  h^  tbe  eOllaiV  he  saddte^  feU  tb  kick- 
iag  him<  most  futiou^ly :  aeeompaayiag  every  sippfiea6QB 
of  his  top-boots  to  Mr.  Stiggins's  person  with  sutidry 
viotent  a^  iaooherent  aaafthemnit  u^on<  his  MiUbB,  ^es, 
asd  body* 

"<  Sammy,'' said  Mf^W^ler,  <<poimy  ha*  etf  tig^tfbr 
me.** 

Sam  dudfully  adjusted  the  hat  with  ihe  bag  kal4)aDd 
n^ore  firmly  on  hia  falhei's  head,  and  the  old.  gentlonan, 
resuming  his  hidiing  With  greater  agiUty  than  befere, 
tambied.  with  Mr,  Stiggiaa  thiougli  tfee  bai^  and  thtoughd 
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the  passage,  oat  at  the  front  door,  and  so  into  the  street ; 
—  the  kicking  continuing  the  whole  way,  and  increasing 
in  Tehemenoe,  rather  than  diminishing,  every  time  the 
top-boot  was  lifted. 

It  was  a  beautiful  and  exhilarating  sight  to  see  the 
red-nosed  man  writklog  in  Mr-  ITOeQer's  grasp,  and  hia 
whole  frame  qoivering  with  anguish  as  kick  followed 
.laqk  VI  mpid  ^nccissioii;  it  was  ra  still  moire  .existing 
u|pQ«|ae|6  to  behoU  Mr.  WeUer„a(Wr  a  j>owecfiil  rstrug- 
f^t^y4mm0rm^^Mc»  Stiggm's  Jiead  in  a  iioiy9o4roMgh'full 
of  wate;r)f«od  hoWog  U  tb«r^  luHil  be  w«s  iialf  syfib- 
cated. 

<'  Xbeffs ! "  .«Aid  Mc  WeUer,  ibrowiag  all  his  energy 
,into4>ne  imost  eoniplieatfid  kick*  as  he  at  length  j>enmttQd 
tMr.  Sliggins  (Orwi^tibdmw  his  lieadifrom  the  trough,  ^send 
.a4y  KUBio'  ,^em  }azy  sh^pbei^ds  h^re,  and  1*11  pound  him 
40  a  je%  .first,  mid  ^rownd  him  artervavds!  Sammy, 
hip  paae  in,  and  fill  me  a  smuU  .glass  of  bcaady.  I^ 
put  o'  hneathf  my  bqy** 
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CHAPTER  Lra. 

OOMPHISINO  THE  PIHAL  EXIT  OP  MB.  JIKOLS  AHU 
JOB  TROTTER;  WITH  A  GREAT  MORNINO  OF  BUSI- 
NESS IN  gray's  inn  square.  CONCLUDING  WITH 
A   DOUBLE   KNOCK  AT  MR.  PERKBR's   DOOR. 

When  Arabella^  after  some  gentle  jH^paration,  and 
many  assaranoes  that  there  was  not  the  least  occasion 
for  being  low-spirited,  was  at  length  made  acquainted 
bj  Mr.  Pickwick  with  the  nnsatisfactoiy  resalt  of  his 
visit  to  Birmingham,  she  burst  into  tears,  and  sobbing 
aloud,  lamented  in  moving  terms  that  she  shoukl  have 
been  the  unhappy  cause  of  any  estrangement  between  a 
&ther  and  his  son. 

"  My  dear  girl,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,"  kindly,  "  it  is  no 
fault  of  yours.  It  was  impossible  to  foresee  that  the  old 
gentleman  would  be  so  strongly  prepossessed  against  his 
son's  marriage,  you  know.  I  am  sure,"  added  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, glancing  at  her  pretty  face,  "he  can  have  very 
little  idea  of  the  pleasure  he  denies  himselfl" 

"  Oh  my  dear  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  AralWla,  "  what 
^hall  we  do,  if  he  continues  to  be  angry  with  us." 

**  Why,  wait  patiently,  my  dear,  until  he  thinks  better 
of  it,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  cheerfully. 

"  But,  dear  Mr.  Pickwick,  what  is  to  become  of  Na* 
thaniel  if  his  father  withdraws  his  assistance  ?  **  urged 
Arabella. 
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**  Is  that  case,  mj  love,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  I 
will  venture  to  prophesj  that  he  will  find  some  other 
friend  who  will  not  be  backward  in  helping  him  to  start 
in  the  workL" 

Hie  significance  of  this  reply  was  not  so  well  disguised 
bj  Mr.  PidLwick  but  that  Arabella  nndmvtood  it.  Scy 
throwing  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  kissing  him  affe^ 
tionatdj,  she  sobbed  louder  than  before. 

"■  Come,  come,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  taking  her  hand, 
^  we  will  wait  here  a  few  days  longer,  and  see  whether 
he  writes  or  takes  any  other  notice  of  your  husband's 
communication.  If  not,  I  have  thought  of  half  a  dozen 
plans,  any  one  of  whidi  would  make  yon  happy  at  once. 
There,  my  dear  —  there ! " 

With  these  words,  Mr.  Pickwick  gently  pressed  Ara* 
bella's  hand,  and  bade  her  dry  her  eyes,  and  not  distress 
her  husband.  Upon  which,  Arabella,  who  was  one  of 
the  best  little  creatures  alive,  put  her  handkerchief  in 
h&p  reticule,  and  by  the  time  Mr.  Winkle  joined  them, 
exhibited,  in  full  lustre,  the  same  beaming  smiles  and 
spaikling  eyes  that  had  originally  captiiated  him. 

^This  is  a  distressing  predicament  for  these  young 
people,"  thought  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  he  dressed  himself 
next  morning.  ^T\l  walk  up  to  Perker^s,  and  consult 
him  about  the  matter." 

As  Mr.  Pickwick  was  further  prompted  to  bettiki 
himself  to  Gray's  Inn  Square  by  an  anxious  desire  to 
eorae  to  a  pecuniary  settlement  with  the  kind-hearted 
little  attorney  without  further  delay,  he  made  a  hur- 
ried breakfast,  and  executed  his  intention  so  speedily 
that  ten  o'ckick  had  not  stmck  when  he  reached  Gray's 
Inn. 

It  still  wanted  ten  minutes  to  the  hour  when  he  had 
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taseoded^the  staiicate  oc^whidi  Fei^i:^^aiiiberftJirere. 
■The/dariM  had  not«niTed.jet,,«iid,4i6tb6guil8diUie  tono 
bj  looking  opt  of  ihe.staircMe  window. 

The  healthj  light  of  a  fine  October  morning  made^ef^eB 
the,diii07  old  JionatB  bngktea  np  a  little:  soqM  «f^the 
jkmty  .wbdaws  iaoloallj  looking  Almost  cheeiM  .ae  t^ 
•ua'a  iAjn9.gleaim6d  npgii>them.  Clerk.aAer  idask  baat- 
ened  into  the  8<|nare  bjcnearothar.^  the  entranom, 
.ftttdlookiDg  np^at  the  Hall  clock,  aooaleriaador  decreased 
Ua  iiate  ef  wjdking.aocor^Ung.to  the^-lime .at vdhich  Jiis 
office  houn  npminallj  commenced.;  Ihe  half-past  mvab 
lo'eloek  people  suddeofy  beooming  verj.ihiiaky.and  ilhe 
.ten  4>'Qk)ck  ^gentiemen  fiJliag  -  inlO/a  paea  a£.jnioet  uriato- 
cratic  slowness.  The  dock  stmck  ten,  and  derks  .penred 
•in  faster  th^  CTer,  eadi  one  .in  .a  gieator  perspirflltion 
.than  his  predecessor.  'The  nobe  of  ualoekiog  and  open- 
ing dooKB  .eohaed  and  jceecboed  on  every  aide ;  heads 
jappeared  as  if  hj  magic, in. erery. window;  the  portacs 
.took  up  their  stations  for  the  dajr ;  the  .slipahod  laian- 
jdi:essea  borried  o£l^  *the  postman  ran  from  ,houfle  to 
house ;  end  the  whole  l^;al  hive  was  in  a  buatle. 

t^Yoii*xe  early,  Mr.  Pic^wipk,"  saidaiYoioe  J^ehiiid  him. 

^^Ah^Mr.  Lowtea,"  .replied  that  gOB^QQUm,  JoqUog 
.n»and»  end  i?ec0gni2ing  his  old  acquaintaaee* 

"  Predous  warm  walking,  isn'jt  ii,? "  4fud  XiOWteny 
dcawing  a  firamah  fa^.firom  this  4MMket»  wilh  .a-wiall 
plug  therein,  .to  .keep  Ae  .dual  oet  - 

^  Yon  appear  to  fed  it  scs"  Tejdnad  ^r..  PJckmidi, 
-stiUliag  4t  ithe  .clerk,  who  wes  lltecalij  red4)ot 

^  r¥c  ,coaie  iilong  catbeK,  I  can  tell  yom"  Jeplierf 
lAnwton.  "^It  went  .the  iiatf  Jiour  m  I  ixwm  itkfm^ 
the  Polygon.  Tm  here  before  ktmj  though,  so  I  doiflft 
twind,''  I 
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Cbmforting  hlmseflf  with  tiifs  teflecdoti,  Mr.  LoWten 
extracted  the  ping  from  the  door-kej;  and  having  openM^ 
th6  door,  replugged  anrf  repoofceted  Ms  Bramah,  aiid 
p(eked  trp'  the  letters  which  the  postman  had  dropped' 
throtf^  the  box,  he  ushered  Mr.  Pickwick  into  the 
office.  Here,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  he  divested 
himself  of  his  cioat,  piit  on  a  threadbare  garment  which 
he  took  out  of  a  desk,  hung  up  his  hat,  pulled  forth  it 
few  sheets  of  cartridge  and'  lilotting-paper  in  alternate 
ItfjFers;  and  dti(^g  n  pen  behind  his  ear,  mbWed  his 
hands  with  an  air  of  great  satisfaction. 

"There  you  see,  Mr.  Pickwick,"  lie  sidd,  '^niMVm 
complete  IVe"  ^  lily  6ffi66-60tit  on,  artd  my  pAd  out, 
and  let  him  come  as  soon  as  he  likes.  Yod  hiaveh*t  ^Ir 
a^phsdrdf  snuff  aboOt  yon,  Aave  yob  ?* 

"  No,  I  have  not,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Pm  Bony  ftr  it,"  saSd'  Lowten.  «  N^er  rtiind  -^  Pll 
rmi  out  pTeMn^,  and  get  ft  bottle  of  soda.  I>on*t  I  loolf 
FAtfaer  qn<i6r  about  the  ey^  Mr.  Pickwidc  ?  •* 

The  individual  appealed  to,  surveyed  Mr.  Lowteii'af' 
e^bs  from  a'  ^Kstaiice,  ttdd  expressed  his  Option  that  no 
unusual  queemess  was  perceptible  in  those  fbiitures. 

**  Tvk  glad  of  it,"  said  Lowteir.  «  We  werfe  keeping' it 
up  pretfy  talembly  at  the  Stump'Uist  ni^t,  and  Pm  imth** 
er  oiit  of  sorts^  this  mbrmng.  —  Perkei's  been  about  diat' 
busmess  of  yoors,  by  Ae  by.* 

"What  businesg?"  faiqoired  Mr.  Pickwick —« Mrs. 
^MdelFff  costs?" 

"  No,  I  don't  Huean  that,^  i^pBed  Lowten.  "  About 
getting  that  customer,  that  we  paid  the  ten  shillings  in 
tbe  pound  to'  the  Mil  cKseoaAter  for,  oityour  acooont  — 
to  get  him  out  of  the  Fleet,  you'^knoW  —  about  gettiimf 
bin  to  Dem^rarai'' 
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.  <<  Oh,  Mr.  JingV  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  luisdlj.    «<  T« 
Wdl?" 

'^  Well,  it*d  all  arranged,''  said  Lowten,  mending  bia  pen. 
^  The  agent  at  Liverpool  said  he  had  been  obliged  to  70a 
many  times  when  jou  were  in  business,  and  he  wonld  be 
glad  to  take  him  on  your  recommendatbn." 

"<  Thaf  8  well,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick.  <<  I  am  delighted 
to  hear  it." 

^  But  I  saj,"  resumed  Lowten,  scraping  the  back  of 
f  he  pen  preparatory  to  making  a  fresh  ^lit,  ^  t^kat  a  soft 
chap  that  other  is  I " 

**  Which  oAer?" 

<*  Why,  that  servant,  or  friend,  or  whatevier  he  Is— 
you  know;  Trotter." 

"^  Ah?  "said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  a  smile.  <<  I  always 
thought  him  the  reyerse." 

^  Well,  and  so  did  I,  from  what  little  I  saw  of  hhit," 
replied  Lowten,  ^it  only  shows  how  one  may  be  de- 
ceived. What  do  yon  think  of  ki$  gcnng  to  Demenuns 
too?" 

^  What  1  And  giving  up  what  was  offi»ed  him  here!" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Treatmg  Perker^s  offer  of  eighteen  bob  a-week,  and 
a  rise  if  he  behaved  himself^  Ke  dirt,"  replied  Lowten* 
**  He  said  he  must  go  ak>ng  with  the  other  c»e,  and  so 
they  persuaded  Perker  to  Write  again,  and  they've  got 
him  something  on  the  same  estate;  not  near  so  good, 
Perker  says,  as  a  convict  would  get  in  New  South 
Wales,  if  he  appeared  at  %is  trial  in  a  new  suit  of 
clothes. " 

"^  Foolish  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  with  glistening 
eyes.    "  FooUsh  fellow." 

^Oh,  it's  worse  than  foolish;  it's  downright  sneaking^ 
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joa  kuow^"  replied  Lowteiiy  niUoBg  l3ie  pen  with  n  con-  * 
temptnouB  face.  ^  He  sajs  that  he's  the  only  fiiend  he 
ever  had,  and  he's  attached  to  him,  and  all  that  Friend- 
ship's  a  verj  good  thing  in  its  way;  we  are  all  very 
friendly  and  comfortahle  at  the  Stump,  for  instance,  over 
onr  grog,  where  every  man  pays  for  himself;  hut  damn 
hurting  yourself  for  anyhody  else,  you  know  I  No  man 
should  have  more  than  two  attachments  —  the  first,  to 
number  one,  and  the  second  to  the  ladies ;  that's  what  I 
say  —  ha!  ha!"  Mr.  Lowten  concluded  with  a  loud 
laugh,  haJf  in  jocularity,  and  half  in  derision,  which  was 
prematurely  cut  short  by  the  sound  ci  Porker's  footsteps 
on  the  stairs :  at  the  first  approach  of  which,  he  vaulted 
on  his  stod  with  an  agility  most  remarkable,  and  wrote 
intensely. 

The  greeting  between  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his  profes- 
sional adviser  was  warm  and  cordial;  the  dient  was 
scarcely  ensconeed  in  the  attorney's  arm-chair^  however, 
when  a  knock  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  a  voico  inquired 
whether  Mr.  Perker  was  within. 

^Harkl"  said  Ferkeaf^  ^'that^  one  of  our  vagabond 
friends — cJingle  himsdf,  my  dear  sir.  WiH  you  see 
him?" 

<*  What  do  yon  think  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick,  hesi- 
tating. 

^  Yes,  I  think  you  had  better.  Here,  you  sir,  what* s 
your  name,  walk  in,  will  you  ?  " 

In  complianee  with  this  unceremonioQS  invitation.  Jin- 
gle and  Job  walked  into  the  room,  but,  seeing  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, stopped  short  in  some  confiision. 

""WeU,"  said  Peikw,  ^don't  you  know  that  gentle- 
1?" 
'  Good  reason  to^"  replied  Jin§^  etepinng  forward 

VOL.  XV.  U 
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'Mr.  Piskwldi'-«4teflpQA  obMgMlidb  ^^IM  pfCMMrM"  . 
-^tnide  it  ifam  df  M-i^:^  ihftff  tievAT  r«^tti<  H; 

^  I  a&  happ^to  hesr  jadujeo,*  eM  Mr.  Pidtwick 
^  Y<m  look  much  better." 

^  Thaidds  to  70a,  sir  —  great  diange  -^  M^^y's  fleet 
— »  oawbolesbme  plaoe  —  terjf  said  Jtagky  shakiiig  his 
head.  He  wa»  deeeodFf  and  deaaly  dreesed,  and  so  wa§ 
Job,  #bo  stood  Mi  dpright  behind  fainif,  stai^  Kt  ](&;; 
RokiHok  ihU  d  vMge^of  koch 

<<  Wheb  do  thej  |^  to  Livei^l?''  i&qiiifed  I&:  Piol^ 
wiokvrhalf  akid^  t6  Fisria^ 

''This  eMeni^  sir, a£  ssvenr  o'doffr/"  sM  Job,  teiiMg 
OM  stoft  &rwiiM»  ^  By  dMP  h^vycMcU  i)^ik>tiie  efify,' 
sir." 

<<  Are  Tedr'piac^  lalM?  *" 

«  They  are,  rir,*' re|died  Mr. 

<<  Yovhare  likiljrnade^i^yOQr  Mtti  itffff?'' 

^  I  hav^  mrf  afasfweied  Jeli 

'^'With  regard  to  such  air  odtUt  arwiB'itadtipaisa^ldf  fM 
Jh^i^""  nid  Perkery  addifteidkig  Mn!  Flbk!iHttk  alotttf,  <<*I 
har^e  tdien  apdn  najvetf  lb  nnke  ahrantogbuebtibr'fh^ 
deduction  of  a  small  sum  fix>m  his  quarterly  salary,  whfek;* 
boBg'mMe  ftr  dn^  onb-  jmr^  and^  nigbkrljrreriitl^  wlli 
provide  for  that  expense.  I  entirely  disapprove  of  your 
deing:  any&ing*  for  bidi,  my^dedr  shf,'  wUch  is'  abt'depebd- 
ent  on  his  own  exertions  ai^d^food'oondvct" 

^  Certualy,"  iBtorpond  JingK  ^^^^  gf^  trtiUMM. 
<«^ear  hiaad-^man  of  die  worid  —  qxAik  ri^^«  per- 
fectly.'* 

''Bx  OHipoMidiigi  witlir  lis*  entUbt,  Mleas^'^hb 
olothes  from  the  pawnbroker's,  relieving  him  in  priikNiiL 
add  peyftisi  for  ka  pte8age,r  otalfedaA  IMosr,  if^iibflt 
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kAoiicing  Jingle's  obBttfVBtaoi^  ^>7oa  ihaure  akeaflj  loel 
apwardfi  of  fiAj  ponndfl.*' 

<"  Not  lost,"  said  Jingle,  hastily.  ^^iPaj  it  all  —  stiok 
k>  business  —  cash  np  — >  eveiy  flurtbing.  Yellow  ferw, 
fwrfaaps  *^  can't  help  that  —  if  ■at"*'*  H&ce  Mr. 
Jingle  paused,  and  sinking  the  crown  .of  .his  hat  witii 
gre^  violancey  passed  his  hand  ovier  his  ejes  Aad  sat 
down. 

^He  means* to  say/*  said  Job,  adwHioingafew  'paessi 
.Mthat  .if  he  is  not  cararied  off  by  the  fever,  he  will  paf 
lihe  money  back  again.  If  lie  liTee,  he  will,  Mr.  Pick- 
wick. I  will  see  it  done.  I  know  he  will,  eii^  said  Job, 
.with  enengy.    -^  I  conld  undertake  to  swear  it'' 

"^  Well,  weU,**  .said  Mr.  Pickwick,  who  had  been  be- 
etowing  a  aonre  or  two  of  frowns  upon  Pecker,  to  stci|> 
his  summary  of  benefits  conferred,  which  the  little  attor- 
ns obstinately  disregarded,  ^yonmiist  be  caceful  notio 
play  any  more  desperate  cricket  matches,  Mr. .  Jing^ 
or  to  irenaw  your  acquaintaaee  wHh  Sir  Thomas  Blazo, 
and  I  have  little  doubt  :of  your  pfeaernag  your  healUt.'' 

Mr.  Jingle  smiled  at  this  sally,  hut  looked  rather  ^1- 
ish  iu)t;vritb8tandii]^;  so,  Mr.  Pickwick  changed  the  sub- 
ject by  saying, 

^  You  don't  happen  ito  know,  do  yon,  .irhat  haa  beoame 
nf  another  friend  of  yours  — ^a  m<Mre  humble  one,  jshom 
.[  sawjat  Bochester?'' 

^  iDiamal  Jemmy  ?  "  ioqnired  Jungle. 

"Yes." 

Jingle  shook  :bi8  head, 

^  Gleter  .xasoal^T^queer  fallow,  hoaaing.feBiQA  «-  Jok's 
brother." 

<«  Job's  brother  1"  exdaimed  Mr.  Pickwick.  •^Well, 
oowl  look  at  ifa^  4aB^y»  ihwe  u  a  likeness*' 
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*^  We  were  alwajs  considered  like  each  otiier,  sir,"  mid 
Job,  with  a  cunning  look  just  larking  in  the  corners  of 
Ins  eyes,  ^'onlj  I  'was  really  of  a  serious  nature,  and  he 
never  was.  He  emigrated  to  America,  sir,  in  conse* 
qoence  of  being  too  much  sought  after  here,  to  be  com- 
fortable ;  and  has  never  been  heard  of  since." 

**  That  accounts  for  my  not  having  received  the  ^  [mge 
from  the  romance  of  real  life,'  which  he  promised  me 
one  morning  when  he  2^>peared  to  be  contemplating 
suicide  on  Bodiester  Bridge,  I  suppose,"  said  Mr.  Pidc- 
wick,  smiling.  ^  I  need  not  inquire  whether  his  dismal 
behavior  was  natural  or  assumed." 

^  He  could  assume  anything,  sir,"  said  Job.  **  You 
may  consider  youn^elf  very  fortunate  in  having  escaped 
him  so  easily.  On  intimate  terms  he  would  have  been 
even  a  more  dangerous  aoquaintanoe  than" —  Job  looked 
at  Jingle,  hesitated,  and  finally  added,  ^  than  —  than  — 
myself  even." 

"  A  hopeful  family  yours,  Mr.  Trotter,"  said  Peiker, 
sealing  a  letter  which  he  had  just  finished  writing. 

**  Yes,  sir,"  replied  Job.    **  Very  much  so." 

''  WeU,"  said  the  little  man,  ku^ng ;  ^  I  hope  you 
are  going  to  disgrace  it  Deliver  this  letter  to  the  agent 
when  you  reach  hirerpool,  and  let  me  advise  you,  gen- 
tlemen, not  to  be  too  knowing  in  the  West  Indies.  If 
you  throw  away  this  chance,  you  will  both  riddy  deserve 
to  be  hanged,  as  I  sincerely  trust  you  will  be.  And  now 
you  had  better  leave  Mr.  Pickwick  and  me  alone,  for  we 
have  other  matters  to  talk  over,  and  time  is  precious." 
As  Perker  said  this,  he  looked  towards  the  door,  with 
an  evident  desire  to  render  the  leave-taking  as  brief  as 
possible. 

It  was  brief  enough  on  Mr.  Jingle's  part  He  thanked 
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the  little  attorney  in  a  few  hurried  words  for  the  kindueaa 
and  promptitudiQ  with  which  he  had  r^idered  his  aaaiat- 
ance,  and,  turning  to  his  benefactor,  stood  for  a  few  see- 
onds  as  if  irresolute  what  to  saj  or  how  to  act  Job 
Trotter  relieved  his  perplexity;  for,  with  a  humble, 
grateful  bow  to  Mr.  Pickwick,  he  took  his  friend  gently 
by  the  arm,  and  led  him  away. 

^  A  worthy  couple!**  said  Perker,  as  the  door  closed 
behind  thenu 

'^  I  hope  they  may  become  so,^  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 
**  What  do  you  think  ?  Is  there  any  chance  of  their  per- 
manent rdwnation  ?  ** 

Perker  shrugged  his  shoulders  doubtfully,  but  ob- 
serving Mr*  Pickwick's  anxious  and  disappointed  kxdc, 
rejoined : 

^  Of  course  there  is  a  chance.  I  hope  it  may  prove  a 
good  one.  They  are  unquestionably  penitent  now;  but 
then,  you  know,  they  have  the  recollection  of  very  re- 
cent suffering  freA  upon  them.  What  they  may  be- 
come, when  that  fades  away,  is  a  problem  that  neither 
you  nor  I  can  solve.  However,  my  dear  sir,"  added 
Perker,  lajdng  his  hand  on  Mr.  Pickwick's  shoulder, 
^your  object  is  equally  honorable,  whatever  the  result 
is.  Whether  thatt  species  of  benevolence  which  is  so 
very  cautious  and  long-sighted  that  it  is  seldom  exer- 
cised at  all,  lest  its  owner  should  be  imposed  upon,  and 
so  wounded  in  his  self4ove,  be  real  charity,  or  a  worldly 
counterfeit,  I  leave  to  wiser  heads  than  mine  to  deter- 
mine. But  if  those  two  fellows  were  to  commit  a  burg- 
lary to-morrow,,  my  opinion  of  this  action  would  be 
equally  high." 

With  these  remarks,  which  were  delivered  in  a  much 
moi'e  animated  and  earnest  manner  than  is  usual  in  legal 
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tened  to  Mr.  'Pick4nck'«  >i«dtal^  old  Mr.  Winkle?0 


>"  Qipe  1dm  a  weei^''  said  .P«rker,  noddlog  ble  Iraad 
pmyiittitftlly* 

"^dDo  yo«  think  he  will  «onw  roaaia  F'**  tequived  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

.     -^I  M^  he  win,**  #^ined  'Peiler.  '^If  not,  we  must 
try  the  young  lady's  persuasion ;  and  that  is  what  any- 
jbody  hot  yon,  wmM  hsiw  done  at  (nt** 

•1^.  Pevker  was  taking  a  pkich  af  bbM  .idth  'rttrioUs 

grotesque  contractions  of  countenanee,  eulegistic  -of  ^tfato 

^rtuaslFe  powers  appertaining  anto  young  ladies,  ^^^n 

,ihe  mumunr  iof  inqoiry  •and  •answer  was  heard  m  tiie 

outer  office,  and  Lowten  tipped  at  the  door. 

^  Cpme  ki ! "  ^criod  the  little  man. 

The/cleuk  eaa^e  iuy.aad  thpt  4he  docKr  after  hkn,  wMi 
-great  mystery. 

"^  Whafs  llie  matter  ?^  inqnived  Potlcer. 

<*  Yoa're  wanted,  sir." 

^  Who  wants  me?" 

Lowten  looked  at  Mr.  Piekwiek,  and  cong{ied.  ^ 

'**  Who  wants  me  ?  can*t  yoa  ^peak,  1^.  Lowten  f* 

^  Why,  eir,''  ref^ed  Lowten,  Ht^  DodsoD ;  mi  Fogg 
iswithhhn." 

"^  Bless  my  life  I "  said  -llhe  iiltle  man,  looking  at  faia 
watohy  ^I  appointed  them lo*foe  hero, at  hatf-paist ^le^en, 
to  settle  that  matter  of  yours,  Piokwiek.  I  gave  them 
-on  anderteiciiig  on  whieh  they '•eat  down  youroiischafge'; 
ilfs  ymgy  awkward,  my  dear  <siri  what  will  yoa  doP 
Would  you  like  to  step  into  the  next  room?** 

OQhe  aext  room  being  tlM  ideatieii  3x>om  in  which 
tifessrs.  Dodson  and  Fogg  were,  Mr.  Piokwiek  rej^M 
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that  fie  y^oati  femain  wliei^  li^  waa :  th^  tnor^  ^SplsoTall j 
ai  Messrs.  Dodson  and  Fbg^  odj^t  lo  be  asbacmed  M 
'  look  him  in  tlie  face^  instead  of  hh  beffog  ashamed  to  M' 
them ;  which  latter  drcomstance  he  begged  Mr.  Ferker 
id  note,  witii  a  gkming  eonntenanee  and  many  marks  c£ 
indighation. 

^  Very  Well,  my  deai^  sir,  rery  weM,**  replied  Pericer, 
**  I  can  only  say,  tfiat  if  yon  ei^pe<it  ^her  Dod^on  ov 
Fogg  to  exhibit  afeiy  symptom  of  shame  or  oonfusioii  at 
having'  to  look  ydu,  oi^  imybody  elM^  ik  the  fttee,  y6a  «r«' 
the  m6sf  ttmgnfn^  man  in  yout  escpeetadoniB  that  /  eve# 
met  with.     Show  them  in,  Mr.  Lowteti^" 

Mr.  Lowten  ^sftppeailed  with  tf  giiiti,  ai^d  immediately 
returned  ashering  in  fhe  fimi.  In  doe  form  of  precedenod  :* 
I^od^tl  first,  and  Fogg  aflearwards. 

" Toti  hAr^  seen  M^.  Piek#ick,  I l)^efvle?''  said Peiv 
k^  to  DbdsotI,  in<^nittg  hlH  j^  in^  t6e  direotion  wb&n 
that  genftemiaii  tras-  sealed^ 

^  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  P^wkk ?**  said  Dedsoa  in  a 
kmd  voice. 

<<  Dear  Me,**  tiri^  Fogg,  ^  h6w  do  you  do^  Mr.  Piok^ 
idek  ?  I  hope  yoKt  are  Well,  ^.  I  thought  I  kniew  th» 
face,"  said  Fogg,  drawing  up  a  chair,  and  looking  ronnd 
fafm  intR^  siAlld 

Mr.  Pickwick  bene  hig  head,  very  slightly,  in  answer 
to  these  sahifations,  and,  sei^g'  Fbgg^  pull  »  bundle  of  pa* 
pM'fVimi  l3s'coat-]fKK%et,  rbse  and  walked  to  the  window. 

^  There's  no  occasion  for  Mr.  Piekwiek  to  move,  Mr. 
Fefter,**  said  Fogg,  ^illyiiifg  Ihe  red  tape*  which  encir- 
cled the  little  bundle,  and  smiling  again,  more  sweetly 
than  before.  ^  Mr.  Pickwick  is  pretty  well  acquainted 
WftR' the^  pkkx^«dingt9 ;  Hitilw  are  no  tfecrete  between  os, 
Ittihik.    I^Phelh^r 
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"Notmaoy,  IthinVflRidDodsQiu  ""Ha!  ha!  ha!*" 
llieD  both  the  pwinen  laughed  together  —  pleasaotlj 
and  cheerfully,  as  men  who  are  going  to  receive  money, 
often  do. 

^  We  shall  make  Mr.  Pickwick  paj  for  peeping,"  said 
Fogg  with  considerable  native  humor,  as  he  unfolded  his 
papers.  **  The  amount  of  the  taxed  costs  is  one  hundred 
and  thirty-three,  six,  four,  Mr.  Perker." 

There  was  a  great  comparing  of  papers,  and  tnmuig 
over  of  leaves,  by  Fogg  and  Perker,  after  this  statement 
of  profit  and  loss,  during  whioh  Dodson  said  in  an  affii* 
ble  manner  to  Mr.  Pickwick : 

^  I  don't  think  you  are  looking  quite  so  stout  as  when 
I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeiqg  you  last,  Mr.  Pickwick." 

"  Possibly  not,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwidc,  who  had 
been  flashing  forth  looks  of  fierce  indignation,  widiout 
(HPedueing  the  smallest  effect  on  either  of  the  sharp  prac- 
titioners ;  *^  I  believe  I  am  not,  sir.  I  have  been  perse- 
cuted and  amioyed  by  Scoundrels  of  late,  sir." 

Perker  coughed  violently,  and  asked  Mr.  Pickwick 
whether  he  wouldn't  like  to  look  at  the  morning  paper ; 
to  which  inquiry  Mr.  Pickwick  returned  a  most  decided 
negative. 

"True,"  said  Dodson,  •*!  dare  say  you  have  been 
annoyed  in  the  Fleet ;  there  are  some  odd  gentry  there. 
Whereabouts  were  your  apartments,  Mr.  Pickwick  ?  " 

^  My  one  room,"  replied  that  mu(di-iigured  gentleman, 
"^  wtfs  on  the  Coff^Koom  flight." 

''Oh,  indeed  I"  said  Dodson.  **  I  believe  that  it  u  a 
very  pleasant  part  of  the  establishment." 

"  Very,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick  dryly. 

There  was  a  coolness  about  all  this,  which,  to  a  gen- 
tleman of  an  excitable  temperament,  bad,  under  the  fir- 
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-SQiDBtances,  rather  an  exasperadug  tendency.  Mr.  Pick* 
wick  re9trained  his  wrath  by  gigantic  efforts ;  bnt  when 
Perker  wrote  a  check  for  the  whole  amount,  and  Fogg 
deposited  it  in  a  small  pocket-book,  with  a  triumphant 
smile  playing  over  his  pimply  features,  which  oommuni* 
cated  itself  likewise  to  the  stem  countenance  of  Dodwm, 
he  felt  the  blood  in  his  cheeks  tingling  with  indignation. 

"  Now  Mr.  Dodson,"  said  Fogg,  putting  up  the  pock- ' 
et-book  and  drawing  on  his  gloves,  ^  I  am  at  your  ser- 
vice." 

"  Very  good,"  said  t>odson,  rising,  **  I  am  quite  ready.** 

"  I  am  very  happy,"  said  Fogg,  soflened  by  the  chec3c, 
"  to  have  had  the  pleasure  of  making  Mr.  Pickwick's 
acquaintance.  I  hope  you  don't  think  quite  so  badly  of 
us,  Mr.  Pickwick,  as  when  we  first  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you." 

^  I  hope  not,"  said  Dodson,  with  the  high  tone  of  ca- 
lumniated virtue.  "  Mr.  Pickwick  now  knows  os  better, 
I  trust ;  whatever  your  opinion  of  gentlemen  of  our  pro- 
fession may  be,  I  beg  to  assure  you,  sir,  that  I  bear  no 
ill-will  or  vindictive  feeling  towards  yon  for  the  senti- 
ments you  thought  proper  to  express  in  our  office  in 
Freeman's  CJourt,  Comhill,  on  the  occasion  to  which  my 
partner  has  referred." 

"  Oh  no,  no ;  nor  I,"  said  Fogg,  in  a  most  foigiving 
manner. 

"  Our  conduct,  sir,"  said  Dodson,  "  will  speak  for  itsdf, 
and  justify  itself  I  hope,  upon  every  occasion.  *  We  have 
been  in  the  profession  some  years,  Mr.  Pickwick,  and 
have  been  honored  with  the  confidence  of  many  excel- 
lent clients.     I  wish  you  good-morning,  sir." 

"  Good-momingy  Mr.  Pickwick,"  said  Fo^ ;  so  say- 
ing he  put  his  umbrella  under  his  arm,,  drew  off  his  right 
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•iBott  dndi|apD«nt  geiHlemiua^  wh^  tb(9Fe»fm>  tbruit  1^^ 
Uandi  benefitli  his  ooalrUub,  loul  eye^  U^e  ^^tor^ej  vi(h 
iooka  of  jciffnfiil  ftoiagemeot 
^  Lowtan  I  *"  cried  Forkeir  n^  tlu#  nM^neoti  >^op^  the 

"^  Wait  €A6  inatant,''  said  Mr.  fickwiokf  ""Peri^er,  I 

.^  My  daar  air,  p]»y  let  the  mattepr  u^pt  iwlieif  U  is" 
said  the  little  attoraej,  who  had  been  in  a  state  of  ofif- 
Toua  apprehension  4*<ufiiig  the  whole  in|aryiew ;  ^  Mr. 
PicLwkk,  I  heg  "  r--- 

^  I  will  not  he  pal;  down,  sir/  jre{died  Mr.  Pick^iak 
ha^tiij.  ^  Mr.  Dodton,  jou  havie  addressed  some  if- 
marks  to  ine.*^ 

Dodson  turned  round,  bent  his  head  maeklj,  ai^ 
amlled. 

^  Soae  oemarks  to  mer  repeaNi  Mr.  Pickwick,  ahnopt 
breathleM :  ^aad  your  partner  has  tendered  me  his  han^ 
and  you  bare  both  assumed  a  toae  of  ^rgiy.enes«  ai^ 
high-mindedness,  which  is  an  extent  jof  inpu4ei^  t)^  I 
was  not  prepared  for,  eveo  ift  youp" 

<'  What,  sir  I "  ^xdaimod  Dcf^soo. 

"  What,  sir ! "  reiterated  Fogg. 

^  Do  you  know  that  I  have  been  the  victim  qf  your 
plots  and  conspiracies  ?  "  continued  Mr.  Pickwick.  *^  Do 
you  know  that  I  am  fh»  man  whom  you  have  been  im- 
prisoning and  robbing?  Do  you  know  that  you  were 
the  attorneys  for  the  plaintiff,  in  Bai'ddU  and  Pickwick?** 

"  Yes,  sir,  we  do  know  it,"  replied  Dodson. 

"  Of  courae  we  know  it,  sir,"  rejoined  ^ogg,  (d>\pjpji;|g 
bis  pocket  —  perhaps  by  accic^nt. 

^  I  see  that  you  recollect  it  with  aatisfiu^^on,"  ^^ 
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Mr.  Piekwiek,  attompthig.t^  oidi  op  «  nKMff  ftr  the  ibrst^ 
ttee  in  hift  U£e,  mn6f  Mimg>  most  81901^17- in  bd  doing. 
*^  Although  I  have  long  been  liiiidoiHr  tb  M  yoof  in  pllnr- 
temn^irhat  mf  optobtf  of  ^m  i%  lisbboldliareiet  ov^to 
(faiftiopportiinitf  pUflBy  hi'defer^ne*  to  my-fHentf  Perke^9' 
wishes,  bat  for  the  unwarrantable  tone  yon  Kat^i  sMtiAied; 
and  your  insolent  familiarity*^ I  say^nffdent  fkmiliaHtyi 
sir^"  said  Mr.  PixdcwMkj  torlihignpoir  Fbggf-witbwfibrtJi^ 
near  of  f^estave^whSekeiliMed  that  pefeont^TetPtot'tow- 
ardsth^  door  i^b<gi«at  expeditiool 

^  Take  care,  sir,"  said  Dodson,  whd  although  he  wao" 
the  biggest  man  of  the  party,  had  prudently  tDtrenohi^ 
himself  behind  Fogg^  and  was  speakii^oi/ier  his'  head 
with  a  very  pafe  &ee«   ^  Let  ham  assault  you,  Mr.  Fogg; 
don't  retam  tH^m  any  aoeount.** 

**  No,  no,  I  won't  return  it,"  said  Foggv  fiilling  back  a 
little  more  as  he  spoke*^  to  dieeridtot  relief  of 'his  part- 
ner>  who,  by  these  means^  was  gradually  gettiog  into  the" 
outer  office. 

'*  Yon  are,"  continued  Mr.  Hckwiek^  vesmnmg  the'* 
thread  of  his  discourse,  ^^you  are  awett-^matohed  pair' 
of  mean^  rascally,  pettifogghig  robbers^" 

"  Well,"  interposed  Perker,  "ietHatati?" 

^  U  is  all  nmmed  u|^  in  lha<v"  r^|oined  Mn  Piekwiek  t 
^  tkey  aremean, Taseallyi  pistdfeggmg jobbersj" 

^  There  1 "  said  Perker^  in  a  most  oonciliatbiy  toneu' 
^  My  dear  nrs,  he  has  said  all  he  has  tor  emy :  now  pn^ 
go.     Lowten,  is  that  door  open  ?  " 

Mr.  Lowten^  with'  a  dlstunr  ^ggje)  repEed-in  ther  af- 
firmatiye. 

^  Theror  AeroT^goodt-fiiDiiluig)— « (faodimoniing-^  now 
pray,  my  dear  sirs,  —  Mr.  Lowten,  the  doorJ"  cried  *l9ie 
little  iniai,.pfishing,Dodsoa  and  Fdgg^inbthing. loathe  ont 
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of  Ae  office,  **  tins  waj,  m j  dear  sin,  —  now  praj  don*t 
piokmg  this  —  dear  me  —  Mr.  Lowten  —  the  door,  or 
—  why  don't  jon  attend  ?  • 

*^  If  there's  law  in  Ehigland,  sir,"  said  Dodson,  looking 
towards  Mr.  PickwidL,  as  he  pat  on  his  hat,  ^  joa  dial! 
BinaH  for  this." 

**  Yon  are  a  couple  of  mean  "  — 

"  Remember,  sir,  yon  pay  dearly  for  this,"  said  Fo^. 

—  "Rascally,  pettifogging  robbers!"  continued  Mr. 
Pickwick,  taking  not  the  least  notice  of  the  threats  that 
were  addressed  to  him. 

"  Robbers  I "  cried  Mr.  Pickwick,  running  to  the  stair- 
head, as  the  two  attorneys  descended. 

"  Robbers  1 "  shouted  Mr.  PidLwick,  breaking  from 
Lowten  and  Perker,  and  thrusting  his  head  out  of  the 
staircase  window. 

When  Mr.  Pickwi<^  drew  in  his'  head  again,  his  coun- 
tenance was  smiling  and  placid ;  and,  walking  quietly 
back  into  the  ofSce,  he  declared  that  he  had  now  re* 
moved  a  great  weight  from  his  mind,  and  that  he  felt 
perfectly  oomfortiU>le  and  happy. 

Perker  said  nothing  at  all  until  he  had  emptied  his 
snuff-box,  and  sent  Lowten  out  to  flU  it,  when  he  was 
seised  with  a  fit  of  laughing,  which  lasted  for  five  min- 
utes ;  at  the  expiration  of  which  time  he  said'  that  he 
supposed  he  ought  to  be  v«ry  angry,  but  he  couldn't 
think  c^  the  business  seriously  yet  — >  when  he  could,  lie 
would  be. 

'*  Well,  now,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  "  let  me  have  a  set- 
tlement with  you." 

^  Of  the  same  kind  as  the  last  ?  '^inquired  Perker  with 
aadh^  laugh. 

"Not  exactly,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pickwii*,  drawing  out 
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htft  podket^woky  and  dbaking  the  Httle  man  heartily  bj 
the  hand,  ^  I  only  mean  a  pecaniaiy  settlement  Too 
hftve  deae  me  many  acts  of  kindness  that  I  can  never 
repay,  and  have  no  wish  to,  for  I  prefer  continning  the 
obU^tion.'' 

With  this  preface,  the  two  friends  dived  into  some 
very  oorapUcated  accounts  and  voachers,  which,  having 
been  duly  displayed  and  gone  through  by  Perker,  were 
at  once  discharged  by  Mr,  Pickwick,  with  many  pro- 
fessions of  esteem  and  friendship. 

They  had  no  sooner  arrived  at  this  point,  than  a  most 
violent  and  startling  knocking  was  heard  at  the  door :  it 
was  not  an  ordinary  double  knock,  but  a  constant  and 
uninterrupted  succession  of  the  loudest  single  raps,  as 
if  the  knocker  were  endowed  with  the  perpetual  motion, 
or  the  person  outside  had  forgotten  to  leave  off. 

"Dear  me,  what's  that!"  exclaimed  Perker,  start- 
ing. 

^  I  think  it  is  a  knock  at  the  door,**  said  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, as  if  there  could  be  the  smallest  doubt  of  the 
fact  I 

The  knocker  made  a  more  energetic  reply  than 
words  could  have  yielded,  for  it  continued  to  hammer 
with  surprising  force  and  noise,  without  a  moment's 
cessation. 

**  Dear  me  ! "  said  Perker,  ringing  his  bell,  "  we 
shall  alarm  the  Inn.  —  Mr.  Lowten,  don*t  you  hear  a 
knock?"         ' 

"  m  answer  the  door  in  one  moment,  sir,"  replied  the 
clerk. 

The  knocker  appeared  to  hear  the  response,  and  to 
assert  that  it  was  quite  impossible  he  could  wait  so  long. 
It  made  a  stupendous  uproar. 
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CONTUNINO  80MB  PARTICULARS  RBLATIYB  TO  T|IR 
POUBL^  ^^<^&  ^P  PTHW  J|Lf7TER^  A3IONO 
WHICH  CKRTAilf  ^jTEJEtESTUil^  P^S^LOaURBa  Rlll'- 
ATIYB  TO  MR.  8NODORASS  AND  A  TOUNO  LAJDT 
ARJ^  j^T  )S0  tfBAJjrS   ^RRELBYANT  fO  THIS    HISTORY. 

Thb  object  that  pree^ntj^  jti^H  to  the  eye9  of  the  as- 
tonished clerk  was  a  boy  —  a  wonderfully  fat  l^y — hab- 
jited  ^  fk  oeryin^  lad,  stjuiding  uppght  on  tl^  mat,  with 
his  eyes  closed  as  if  in  sleep.  He  had  never  seen  sufih 
If  fat  boy,  in  or  out  of  a  travelling  caravfU} ;  and  this, 
coupled  with  the  utter  calinneys  and  repoa^  pf  hi^  |^ 
pearanc^,  so  yery  different  from  what  yra»  jrea^naUy  ^ 
have  been  expected  of  the  inflicter  of  8^9h  knocks,  aqoote 
him  with  wonder. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  **  inquired  the  clerk. 

The  extraordinary  boy  replied  not  a  word  ;  bijit  l^e 
nodded  once,  and  seemed,  to  the  clerk's  imagij^a^cp,  to 
snore  feebly. 

"  Where  dojrou  come  from?  ^  inquired  the  clerk. 

The  boy  made  no  sign.  He  breathed  heavily,  but  i^ 
all  other  respects  was  motionless. 

The  clerk  repeated  the  question  thrice,  and  I'eceivipg 
DO  answer,  prepared  to  shut  the  door,  when  the  boy  su4- 
lenly  opened  his  eyes,  winked  several  timesy  sneezed 
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oooe,  and  raised  his  hand  as  if  to  repeat  the  knocking; 
Finding  the  door  open,  he  stared  about  him  with  as- 
tonishmenty  and  at  length  fixed  his  eyes  on  Mr.  Lowten's 
face. 

^  What  the  devil  do  you  knock  in  that  way  for  ?"  in- 
quired the  derk,  angrily. 

"  Which  way  ?  •*  Mud  the  boy,  in  a  sbw,  sleepy  voice. 

"Why,  like  forty  hackney-coachmen,"  replied  the 
elerk. 

"  Becatise  master  said,  I  wasn't  to  leave  off  knocking 
till  they  opened  the  door,  for  fear  I  should  go  to  sleep," 
said  the  boy. 

"  Well,'  said  the  deric,  "  what  message  have  you 
brought?;' 

**  He's  down-stairs,"  rejoined  the  boy. 

"Who?" 

"Master.  He  wants  to  know  whether  you're  at 
home." 

Mr.  Lowten  bethought  himself,  at  this  juncture,  6f 
looking  out  of  the  window.  Seeing  an  open  carriage, 
with  a  heart/  old  gentleman  in  it,  looking  up  very  anx- 
iously, he  ventured  to  beckon  him ;  on  which,  the  old 
gentleman  jumped  out  directly. 

"  That's  your  master  in  the  carriage,  I  suppose?"  said 
Tx)wten. 

The  boy  nodded. 

All  further  inquiries  were  superseded  by  the  appear- 
ance of  old  Wardle,  who,  running  up-stairs  and  just  rec- 
ognizing Lowten,  passed  at  once  into  Mr.  Perker's  room. 

"  Pickwick ! "  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  your  iimid,  my 
boy !  Wliy  have  I  never  heard  until  the  day  before 
yesterday  of  your  suffering  yourself  to  be  cooped  up  in 
jail  ^  and  why  did  you  let  him  do  it,  Perker  ?" 
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*  ^  I  ooaldnt  help  i^  my  deav  sir,''  replied  Fetket^  tritil 
m  eaale  and  a  pinoh  of  snuff,  ^  you  know  bow  obstinate 
be  is." 

^  Of  course  I  do,  of  course  I  do,**  replied  tbe  old  gen^ 
tieman.  <<  I  am  heartily  glad  to  see  him,  notwithstand^ 
lag*    I  will  not  lose  sight  of  him  again,  in  a  hurry." 

With  th^se  words,  Wardle  shook  Mr.  Pickwick's  hand 
onoe  more,  and,  baring  done  tlie  same  by  Ferker,  threw 
himself  into  an  arm-chair ;  his  jolly  red  face  shining 
S^in  with  smiles  and  health. 

"  WeD,"  said  Wardle,  •'  here  are  pretty  goings  on  — 
a  pinch  of  your  snuff,  P^ker,  my  boy  -^  nenrer  were 
such  timr  s,  eh  ?  " 

«  What  do  yo«  mean  ?  '*  iiK}uired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

""  Mean !"  replied  Wardle,  '^why,  I  think  the  girls  are 
all  running  mad ;  thafs  no  news,  you'll  say  ?  perhaps  ifs 
not ;  but  it's  trttw,  for  all  that" 

'-  <<  You  have  not  come  up  to  Lonilon,  of  all  places  in 
the  world,  to  tell  U3  tJioty  my  dear  sir,  have  you  ? "  itt^ 
ffoited  Perker. 

""  No,  not  altogether,"  replied  Wardle ;  ^  though  it  watf 
the  m^In  oause  of  my  coming.    How's  Araibella  ?  ^ 

<«  yei7  weU,"  i^pied  Mr.  Pickwick,  «<  and  WiU  be  de- 
lighted to  see  you,  I  am  sure*" 

:  <'  Bla(^-ey^  litde  jih ! "  replied  Wairdle.  <«  I  had  a 
great  idea  of  marrying  her  myself,  one  of  these  odd 
days.    But  I  am  glad  of  it  too>  rety  ghid.*^ 

•^How  did  the  intelligence  reach  yon?**  asked  Mr. 
I^iekwick. 

**  Oh,  it  came  to  my  girls,  of  course,"  replied  Wardle« 
^  ArabeUa  wrote,. the  day  beftn  yesterday,  to  say  she 
had  made  a  stolen  macdi  without  her  husband's  ftkthei'A 
eonsent,  and  so  you  had  gone  dawn  to  get  it  when  hii 

voi„  IV.  18 
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HMng  it  oouMn't  pfevtni  the  niatch^  and  all  the  rest 
•f  it  I  thooght  it  a  yery  good  time  to  say  aometiblnf 
serious  to  my  girls ;  so  I  said  what  a  dreadful  thing  it 
wes  that  children  shoold  marrj  without  their  parents* 
consent,  and  so  forth ;  but,  bless  yonr  hearts,  I  cooMii*t 
make  the  least  im^n^asion  upon  them.  Thej  d&oaght  it 
such  a  much  more  dreadful  thing  that  there  shoold  hare 
been  a  wedding  without  bridesmaids,  that  I  might  as  well 
have  preached  to  Joe  himself." 

Here  the  old  gentleman  sti^ped  to  laugh ;  and  haTing 
done  so,  to  his  heart's  content,  presently  resumed : 

*^  But  this  is  not  the  best  of  it,  it  seems.  This  is  only 
half  the  love-making  and  plotting  that  have  been  going 
forward*  We  have  been  walking  on  nines  for  the  last 
six  months,  and  ^eij^re  sprung  at  last" 

^  AVhat  do  you  mean  ?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  turn* 
ing  pale  ;  ^  no  other  secret  marriage,  I  hope  ?  " 

"^  No,  no,"  replied  old  Wardle  ;<"  not  so  bad  as  that  ~ 
mT 

"  What  then?"  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick;  "am  I  inter- 
««todinit?" 

<<  ShaU  I  answer  that  question,  Perker  ?  "said  Wardle. 

^  If  you  don't  commit  yourself  by  doing  si^  my  dear  sir." 

"  Well  then,  you  are,"  said  Wardle. 

"^  HoK  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Pickwick  anxioualy.  <*  In  what 
»vay?" 

"  Really,"  replied  Wardle,  *  you're  such  a  fiery  soU 
of  young  fellow,  that  I  am  almost  afiraid  ta  tell  you ; 
but,  however,  if  Perker  will  sit  between  us  to  preveni 
mischief,  1*11  venture." 

Having  ck>sed  the  room-door,  and. fortified  himself 
with  another  applicataon  to  Perioer's  snuffliox,  tbe  oU 
fentleman  proceeded  with  his  great  disclosure  in  these 
words: 
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•*The  fact  is,  that  mj  daughter  Bella  —  BeUa,  that 
loarried  joang  Trundle,  you  know." 

**  Yes,  yes,  we  know,"  said  Mr«  Pickwick  impatiently* 

^  Don*t  alarm  me  at  the  very  begimiiiig.  My  daughter 
Bdla :  Endly  haTing  gone  to  bed  with  a  headache,  after 
she  had  read  Arabella's  letter  to  me :  sat  herself  down 
by  my  side  the  other  eTening,  and  began  to  talk  over 
this  marriage  affair.  ^  Well,  pa,'  she  says,  ^  what  do  you 
think  of  it  ? '  *  Why,  my  dear,'  I  said,  '  I  suppose  it's 
iedl  very  well ;  I  1m^  it's  for  the  best'  I  answered  in 
this  way  because  I  was  sitting  before  the  fire  at  the  time^ 
drinking  my  grog  rather  thoughtfhlly,  and  I  knew  my 
throwing  in  an  undecided  word  now  and  then,  would  in- 
duce her  to  oontioae  talking.  Both  my  girls  are  pictures 
of  their  dear  mother,  and  as  I  grow  old  I  like  to  sit  with 
only  them  by  me ;  for  their  voices  and  looks  carry  me 
back  to  the  happiest  period  of  my  life,  and  make  me,  for 
the  moment,  as  young  as  I  used  to  be  then,  though  not 
qwite  so  light-hearted.  *  It^s  quite  a  marriage  of  affiio- 
tion,  pa,'  said  Bella,  after  a  short  silence.  '  Tes,  my 
dear,'  said  I,  <  but  saeh  marriages  do  not  always  turn  out 
tiie  hapi^est"' 

^1  questum  that,  mind,"  interposed  Mr.  Pickwick, 
warmly. 

^  Very  good,"  responded  Wardle,  ^  question  anything 
you  like  when  it's  your  turn  to  speak,  but  don't  interrupt 
meu" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

"*  Granted,"  replied  Wardle.  ^''I  am  sorry  to  hear 
you  express  your  opinion  against  marriages  of  affection, 
pa,'  said  BeUa,  coloring  a  little.  '  I  was  wrong ;  I  ought 
not  to  have  said  so,  my  dear,  either,'  said  I,  patting  her 
dbeek  as  kmdly  as  a  rough  old  foUow  lik^  me  could  pai 
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It^  ^fbr  your  mother's  wis  one,  «id  so  was  jmtinJ^  ^lt^% 
not  thai,  I  meant,  pa,'  said  Bella.  *  The  hct  is,  pe»  I 
wanted  to  speak  to  jou  aboat  £10%."^ 

Mf «  Pickwick  started. 

**•  WhatTs  the  matter  nefw  ?"  inquired  Waodie,  stepping 
kr  his  narraCiTe. 

^  Nothing,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwidu    <<  Fraj  go  en." 

^  I  never  oonld  spin  out  a  stkny,"  said  Wardle  afamp(i]r« 
^  It  must  oome  out,  sooner  or  later,  and  it  H  save  us  all 
a  great  deal  of  time  if  it  comes  at  ooe^.  The  long  and 
the  short  of  it  is,  then,  that  Bdla  at  last  mustered  up 
eourage  to  tell  me  that  Eoailj  was  verj  unhappy ;  that 
tohe  and  your  young  (riend  Snodgrass  had  been  in  eoiH 
stent  correspondence  and  commtmicatlon  ever  since  last 
Christmas ;  that  she  had  very  dutifoiUy  made  up  her 
nrind  to  run  away  with  him,  in  laudable  imitation  of  her 
old  fiiend  and  schooHeUow ;  but  thai  having  some  com* 
punctions  of  conscience  on  the  subject,  inasmuch  as  I  bad 
always  been  rather  kindly  di^sed  to  both  of  them,  thi^ 
had  thought  it  better  in  the  first  instance  to  pay  jne  ike 
compliment  of  asking  whether  I  wecdd  have  any  objed^ 
tion  to  their  being  married  in  the  usual  matlerH)f-fiiet 
manner.  There  now,  Mr.  Pfekwick^  if  you  esa  make  it 
convenient  to  reduce  your  eyes  to  their  usual  size  iq^ain, 
and  to  let  aie  hear  wliat  ydu'&ink  we  ought  to  do,  I 
shall  feel  rather  obliged  to  yon ! " 

The  testy  manner  in  which  the  hearty  old  gentleman 
uttered  this  last  seolence  was  not  Wholly  unwarranted ; 
for  Mr.  Pickwick's  face  had  settled  «bwtt  into  an  expres- 
sion of  blank  amaaement  and  perplexity,  quite  eorioas 
to  behold. 

*^  Snodgrass !  -^^  since  last  Christmas  \**  were  the  first 
broken  words  that  issued  from  the  lips  of  the  eonibanded 
gentleman. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


T^  PICKWICK  GLUB.  029 

.  «"  Sinoe  \mt  Cki^tdMis,''  nf^ed  Wanlte ;  ^  liiM't  plain 
enough,  and  very  bad  spectacles  we  must  have  worn  not 
to  have  disocnrered  it  before*'^ 

''  I  don*t  undentend  it^"  said  Mr«  Pickwi<^  ruudmI* 
bg;  ^  I  really  cannot  undamtand  it" 

^  It's  easy  enoiigh  to  underttand,**  replied  Ika  ehokrid 
old  gentlemaiw  ^  If  yoa  had  been  a  yomiger  man,  yoq 
would  have  been  in  the  secret  long  ago ;  and  besides,'' 
added  Wardle  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  ^  the  truth  is, 
that,  knowing  nothing  of  this  matter,  I  have  rather 
pressed  EmHy,  for  lour  or  five  months  past,  to  receive 
£ikvorably  (if  she  coold ;  I  would  never  attempt  to  force 
a  girl's  incUnatioDs)  the  addresses  of  a  young  gentleman 
down  in  our  neighborhood.  I  have  no  doubt  that,  girlr 
like,  to  enhance  her  own  value  and  increase  the  ardor  of 
Mr.  Snodgrass,  she  has  represented  this  matter  in  very 
glowing  colors,  and  that  they  have  botii  arrived  at  the 
coBclusica  that  thtj  are  a  terribly  persecuted  pair  oC  un« 
fortunates,  and  have  no  rttoturce  but  clandestine  matri- 
mony or  eharcoaL  Now  the  question  is,  what's  to  be 
done?" 

<<  What  have  fou  done  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Piekwi^ 

«II" 

^  I  tnean  idiat  did  you  d6  when  yonr  married  daughter 
told  you  this?" 

^  Oh,  I  made  a  £ool  of  myself  of  course^"  rejoined 
Wardle. 

<*  JttSt  so "  interposed  Petker,  who  had  aocompanied 
this  dialogue  with  smidry  twitchings  of  his  watch-chain^ 
vindictive  rubbings  of  his  nose,  and  other  symptoms  of 
impatience.     "  That's  very  Aaturnl ;  but  how  ?  " 

^  I  went  into  a  great  ]!^iion  and  fnghtened  my  mothet 
into  a  fit,"  said  Wardle.        ' 
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"*  That  was  judidooa,"  remarked  Perker ;  ^a^i  wkat 

^  I  fretted  and  fumed  aU  nest  daj,  and  raised  a  greai 
distorbaoce,"  t«(joified  the  old  genOemaa.  ^At  last  I  got 
tired  of  rendering  myself  onploaanpt  and  making  every* 
body  miserable ;  so  I  hired  a  earriage  at  Muggleton,  and, 
patting  my  own  horses  m  it,  came  up  to  town,  under  pre* 
tence  of  bringing  Emily  to  see  Arabella." 

''Miss  Wardle  is  with  you,  then?"  said  Mr.  Pick^ 
wiek. 

''To  be  sure  she  is,"  repOed  Wardle.  "She is  at  Os* 
home's  hotel  in  the  Ade^hi  at  this  numi^it,  unless  your 
enterprising  friend  has  ma  away  with  her  since  I  came 
out  this  morning." 

"  YoB  are  reeoaciled,  ihea  ?  "  said  Perker. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  answered  Wardle ;  "she  has  been 
crying  and  moping  ever  since,  exeept  last  night,  between 
tea  and  supper,  when  she  made  a  great  parade  of  writang 
a  letter,  that  I  pretended  to  take  no  notice  of." 

"  You  want  my  advice  in  this  matter,  I  suppose  ?  "  said 
Perker,  looking  fiipm  the  musing  face  of  Mr.  Pickwick  to 
the  eager  countenance  of  Wardle,  and  taking  several  con- 
secutive pinches  of  his  favorite  stimulant 

*'  I  suppose  so,"  said  Wardle,  lookmg  at  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Certainly,"  replied  that  gentleman. 

"  Well  then,"  said  Pericer,  rising  and  pushing  his  chair 
back,  "  my  advice  is,  that  you  both  walk  away  togetbeiv 
or  ride  away,  or  get  away  by  some  means  or  otiier,  for 
Fm  tired  cf  you,  and  just  talk  this  matter  over  betfpreen 
you.  If  you  have  not  settled  it  by  tiie  next  time  I  see 
you,  I'll  tell  you  what  to  da" 

"This  is  sattsftctory,"  said  Wardle,  hardly  knowing 
whether  to  smile  or  be  offended. 
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*  Pooh,  pooh,  my  dear  sir,"  retamed  Perker,  «*  I  knoiw 
jon  both  a  great  deal  better  than  you  know  yourselves. 
You  have  settled  it  already,  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses." 

Thus  expressing  himself,  the  little  gentleman  poked  his 
rtiuff-box,  first  into  the  chest  of  Mr.  Pickwick,  and  then 
into  the  waisteoat  of  Mr.  Wardle,  upon  which  they  all 
three  laughed,  but  especially  the  two  last-named  gentle- 
men, who  at  once  shook  hands  again,  without  any  obvi- 
ous or  particular  reason. 

"  You  dine  with  me  to-day,"  said  Wardle  to  Perker, 
as  he  showed  them  out. 

"  Can't  promise,  my  dear  sir,  can't  promise,"  re- 
plied Perker.  "Til  look  in,  in  the  evening,  at  all 
events." 

"  I  shall  expect  you  at  five,"  said  Wardle.  "  Now, 
Joe ! "  And  Joe  having  been  at  length  awakened,  the 
two  friends  departed  in  Mr.  Wardle*s  carriage,  which  in 
common  humanity  had  a  dickey  behind  for  the  fat' 
boy  who,  if  there  had  been  a  foot-board  instead, 
would  Have  rolled  off  and  killed  himself,  in  his  very 
fii*8t  nap. 

Driving  to  the  George  and  Vulture,  they  found  that 
Arabella  and  her  maid  had  sent  for  a  hackney-coach  im- 
mediately on  the  receipt  of  a  short  note  from  Emily  an- 
nouncing her  arrival  in  town,  and  had  proceeded  straight 
to  the  Adelphi.  As  Wardle  had  business  to  transact  in 
the  city,  they  sent  the  carriage  and  the  fat  boy  to  his  ho- 
tel, with  the  information  that  he  and  Mr.  Pickwick  would 
return  together  to  dinner  at'^ve  o'clock. 

Charged  with  this  message,  the  fat  boy  returned,  slum- 
bering as  peaceably  in  his  dickey,  over  the  stones,  as  if  it 
bad  been  a  down-bed  on  watch-springs.     By  some  ex- 
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Iraardiiiary  ttimcle  he  awoke  of  Us  o¥ni  aocohi^  whe 
the  Qoach  stapped,  and  giviag  hknaelf  a  good  sbake  ti, 
«tir  up  his  faculties,  went  iip-stairs  to  execote  his  com- 
mission. 

Now,  whether  the  shake  had  jamhled  the  fki  hoy's  fkc< 
ulties  together,  instead  of  arranging  them  in  proper  ordeti 
or  had  roused  such  a  ^uantitj  of  aew  ideas  within  him 
as  to  render  him  obliyious  of  ordinary  forms  and  eeremo* 
nies,  or  (which  is  also  possible)  had  proved  unsueeessful 
in  preventing  his  falling  asleep  as  he  ascended  the  stairsi 
it  is  m  undoubted  feet  that  he  walked  into  the  sitting- 
room  without  previously  knocking  at  the  door ;  and  so 
beheld  a  gentleman  with  his  arm  clasping  hk  young  mis- 
tress's waist,  sitting  very  lovingly  by  her  side  on  a  so% 
while  Arabella  and  her  pretty  handmaid  feigned  to  be 
absorbed  in  looking  out  of  a  window  at  the  other  end  of 
the  Ypom.  At  sight  of  this  phenomenon,  the  iht  boy  ut- 
tered an  interjection^  the  ]«^iea  a  scneam,  and  &e  gentle- 
man an  oath,  almost  simultaneously. 

"  Wretched  creature,  what  do  you  want  here  ?  **  said 
the  genUemaa,  who  it  is  needless  to  say  was  Mr-  Snod- 
grass. 

To  this  the  fat  boy,  considerably  ternfied,  briefly  re- 
sponded, "  Missis." 

"  What  do  you  want  me  for  ?  "  inquired  Emily,  turoi- 
ing  her  head  aside,  "  you  stupid  creature  I " 

"  Master  and  Mr.  IPickwidt  is  a-going  to  dine  here  at 
five,"  replied  the  fat  boy. 

^  Leave  the  room,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass,  glaring  upoa 
the  bewildered  youth. 

«  No,  no,  no,"  added  Emily  hastily.  "  Bella,  dear, 
advise  me." 

Upon  this,  Emily  and  Mr.  Snodgrass,  and  ArabcUa 
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tmi  Mary,  crowded  into  a  cormr,  and  oonversed  eame^t- 
I7  in  whispers  for  some  minutes,  during  wkidi  the  fat 
boj  dozed. 

^  Joe,**  said  Arabella  at  lengdi,  looking  round  with  a 
most  bewitching  smile,  "how  do  you  do,  Joe?" 

"  Joe,**  said  Emily,  "  you're  a  rery  good  boy ;  I  won't 
forget  you,  Joe." 

"  Joe/'  said  Mr.  Snodgrass,  advancang  to  tlie  aston- 
ished youth,  and  seizing  las  hand,  ^  I  dtdnt  know  you 
before.     There's  five  shillings  for  you,  Joe  I " 

"I'll  owe  you  five,  Joe,"  stud  ArabeUa,  "for  old  ac- 
quaintaooe'  sak<^  you  know;''  and  another  most  captivat- 
ing smile  was  bestowed  upon  the  corpulent  intruder. 

The  fat  boy's  peroeptkn  being  slow,  he  looked  rather 
puzzled  at  first  to.  aeoount  for  tliis  sudden  prepossession 
in  his  favor,  and  stared  about  him  in  a  very  alarming 
manner^  M  length  his  broad  face  began  to  show  symp- 
toms of  a  grin  of  proportionately  hroad  dimenrione ;  and 
then,  thrusting  balf-a-crown  into  each  of  Ym  pockets,  and 
a  hand  and  wrist  after  it,  he  burst  into  a  horse-laugh : 
being  for  the  first  and  only  time  in  his  e^stenee. 

"  He  understands  ua,  I  see,"  said  Arabelhu 

"  He  had  better  have  something  to  eat,  iminediately,'* 
remarked  Emily. 

The  &t  boy  almost  landed  i^in  when  be  heard  this 
suggestion.  Mary,  after  a  little  more  wbisperiiig,  tripped 
forth  from  the  group,  and  said  t 

"  I  am  going  to  dine  with  you  to-day,  sir,  if  yon  hav9 
no  objection." 

"This  way^"  said  the  fat  boy,  eagerly.  "There  Is 
such  a  jolly  meat  pie ! " 

With  thf3se  wotdsi  tiie  fat  boy  led  the  way  down-stairs  ; 
his  pretty  companion  captivating  aU  the  wait^^  and  aft« 
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gering  all  tbe  ohambeiyinaids  as  she  fi^wed  hint  to  tiie 
eating-room. 

There  was  the  meat-pie  of  which  the  youth  had  spoken 
so  feelingly :  and  there  were,  moreover,  a  steak,  and  a 
dish  of  potatoes,  and  a  pot  of  porter. 

<*  Sit  down,"  said  the  fat  boj.  ^  <%,  mj  eye,  how 
prime  !    I  am  <o  hungry." 

Having  i^airophized  his  eye,  in  a  species  <^  rapture, 
6ve  or  six  times,  the  youth  took  the  head  of  the  litUe  ta- 
ble, and  Mary  sat  herself  at  the  bottom. 

^  Will  yen  have  some  of  this  ?  "  said  the  fiU  boy,  plung- 
ing into  the  pie  op  to  the  very  ferales  of  the  knife  and 
fork. 

^  A  little,  if  you  please,"  replied  Mary. 

The  fat  boy  assisted  Mary  to  a  little,  and  Mmeelf  to  a 
great  deal,  and  was  just  going  to  begin  eating  when  he 
suddenly  biid  down  his  knife  and  ferk,  leant  forward  in 
his  chair,  and  letting  Ids  hands,  with  the  knife  and  ferk 
in  them,  fell  on  his  knees,  said,  very  slowly: 

*^  I  say,  how  nice  yon  look  I " 

This  was  said  in  aa  admiring  manner,  and  was,  so  fer, 
gratifying ;  bat  still  there  was  enough  of  the  cannibal  in 
the  young  getitlemao's  eyes  to  render  the  oomplim^it  a 
doubtful  one. 

^  Dear  me,  Joseph,"  sud  Mary,  aflfeedng  to  blush, 
**  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

The  fat  boy,  gradually  recoveiiag  his  fermer  position, 
replied  with,  a  heavy  sigh,  and  remaimng  thoughtful  foi 
a  few  moments,  drank  a  long  draught  of  the  porter. 
Having  achieved  this  feat  he  oghed  again,  and  ap- 
plied himself  assiduously  to  the  pie. 
,  ^What  a  nice  yonng  lady  Miss  Emily  is!"  said 
Biary,  after  a  long  silence. 
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Tkb  hi  hoy  had  b j  tbis  time  finithad  the  pie.  He 
fixed  his  eyes  on  Mary,  and  replied  : 

**  I  knows  a  nioerer.** 

""Indeedr  saidMary. 

^  Yes,  indeed ! "  replied  the  fat  boy,  with  qbwobM 
^▼adty. 

*"  What's  her  name  ?"  inquired  Mary. 

"What's  yours?" 

^^Mary." 

« So's  hers,"  said  the  fat  boy.  "You're  her,"*  The 
boy  grinned  to  add  point  to  the  eompliment,  and  put 
bit  eyes  into  something  between  a  squint  and  a  cast, 
which  there  is  reason  to  believe  he  intended  for  an 
ogle. 

"  You  mustn't  talk  to  me  in  du^  way,**  said  Mary ; 
"  you  don't  mean  it" 

"Don't  I  though?"  replied  the  fet  boy ;  "Is^"  — 

"Well." 

"  Are  you  going  to  come  here  regular  ?  " 

"  No  "  r^oined  Mary,  shaking  her  head,  "  Fm  going 
aiway  agun  to^dght    Why  ?  " 

"  Oh  I "  said  Ae  £rt  boy,  in  a  tone  of  strong  feeling ; 
"  bow  we  should  have  enjoyed  onrsdves  at  meab,  if  yon 
had  been  I" 

"  I  might  come  here  sometknes  pertmps,  to  see  yon,** 
said  Mary,  pkating  the  taUe-doth  in  assumed  ooync^is, 
"if  yoa  wotdd  do  me  a  fevor." 

Tlie  fiit  boy  looked  from  the  pie-dish  to  the  steak,  m 
tf  he  thought  a  favor  must  be  in  a  manner  eonneeted 
with  something  to  eat ;  and  then  took  out  one  of  the 
half-crowns  and  glanoed  at  it  nervously. 

"Don't  yoo  miderstand  me?"  said  Mary,  kiokHig 
ilyly  in  his  fat  face. 
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AgaiB  he  locked  at  dM  lMtfksrow%  and  saU  ftfafly 
-No.- 

^  The  ladies  want  70a  not  to  say  anjtfatng  Co  the  M 
gentleman  about  the  young  gentleaiaD  havfi^  been  np- 
itafoi  J  and  I  want  yoa  tocL- 

^  Is  that  all  I  ^  said  the  fat  boy,  evidently  veij  madk 
reliered  as  he  ^odaM  the  half<K9t>wn-agaia.  <<0f  eeutse 
I  aVt  a-going  to.** 

**  Yon  see,"  said  Mary,  ^  Mr.  Snodgrass  is  very  fond 
ef  Hiss  Emify^  and  Miss  Bniily's  very  fond  of  him,  and 
if  yoa  were  toMl  about  it,  the  old  gentleman  irouid  cany 
foa  all  awi^,  miles  iato  the  eoUntry,  where  you'd  see  wh 
body*" 

^  No,  no,  I  won't  tell,**  said  the  fat  boy,  stoutly. 

^  Tbaf  «  a  dear,"  said  Mary.  <<  Now  if  s  time  I  went 
up-stairs,  and  got  my  lady  ready  for  dinner." 

^  Dont  go  yet,"^  urged  the  fat  boy. 

^  I  must,"  replied  Mary.  «  Good4>y,  for  the  pres- 
ent" 

<  The  ftl  boy,  with  elepbaatine  playfufawss,  stretched 
out  his  arms  to  ravish  a  kiss ;  but  as  it  required  no  great 
agility  to  abide  htei,  his  fiur  easlaTier  had  vanished  before 
be  cbsed  them  again ;  upon  wbieh  tiie  i^athetie  yoMi 
ate  a  pound  or  so  of  steak  with  a  sentimental  eouato« 
Aanoe,  and  ieU  fiist  asleep. 

There  Iras  so  much  to  say  up-atairs,  and  therb  wen 
fo  many  plans  io  concert  -for  elepeawnt  and  matrimony 
i«  the  event  of  old  Wardle  oontiniting  to  be  oniel,  that 
it  wanted  only  half  an  boor  of  dinner  when  Mr.  Snod* 
gmss  took  bis  final  adieu.  The  ladies  ran  to  Emiy's 
bedroom  to  dress,  and  the  lover,  taking  up  his  ha^ 
walked  out  of  the  room.  He  had  scarcely  got  oiltsida 
the  door,  when  he  heard  Wardle's  voMe  talking  loudly  * 
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$aA  lookfaig  ef9t9  Hie  bftaUters,  b<lield  him,  fbUiMred  by 
some  other  gentlemen,  coming  straight  op-stairB.  Enow-* 
ing  nothing  of  &e  hoase,  Mr.  Snodgrasd,  in  his  confusion, 
8t»ppei  hastily  back  into  fhe  room  he  had  jnst  quitted, 
and  passing  from  tfaenoe  into  an  inner  apartment  (Mr* 
Wardle's  bedchamber),  closed  the  deor  eoftiy,  jost  as  the 
persons  he  had  eanght  a  glimpse  of,  entered  the  sitting* 
room.  These  were  Mr.  Wardle,  and  Mf»  Pfokwick,  Mn 
Mflthauiel  Winkle,  and  Mr.  BenJamiB  Allen,  whom  he 
had  no  ^iicultj  hi  recognizing  by  iheif  vdees. 

^  Verjr  kicky  I  had  the  presence  oJT  mind  to  avoid 
them,"  thought  Mr.  Snodgrass  with  a  smile,  and  walking 
on  tiptoe  to  soother  door  near  the  bedside,  <<  this  opens 
into  the  same  passage,  and  I  can  walk,  quietly  and  com- 
fortably, away." 

There  was  only  «ie  obstacle  to  Us  walking  quietly  and 
comfortably  away,  which  was,  that  the  door  was  locked 
and  the  key  gone. 

*  Let  us  have  some  of  your  best  wine  to-day,  waiter,* 
said  old  Wardle,  rubbing  his  hands. 

^  Tou  shaU  have  some  of  the  very  best,  su*,*  replied 
the  waiter. 
•  ^  Let  ^e  ladies  know  we  faaif«  come  in.* 

"  Yes,  sir." 

]>evtmtly  and  ardently  did  Mr*  Snodgrass  wish  that 
the  ladies  could  know  he  had  come  in.  He  vecitared 
Moe  to  whisper  ^  Waiter  1 "  throngh  the  keyhole,  but  as 
the  probal^lky  of  the  wrong  waiter  coming  to  his  relief 
flashed  upon  his  mind,  together  with  a  sense  of  the 
stfong  yesemblanoe  between  his  own  Mtuation  and  that 
'm  wlneh  another  gentleman  had  been  recently  found  ifi 
a  fieighboring  hotel  (an  account  of  whose  misfortunes 
had  appeared  under  the  head  of  **  Police  "  in  that  mom- 
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iag^8  p«per),  be  sat  himaelf  on  a  porUnantMn,  and  trem- 
bled violeDt]  J. 

^  We  won't  wait  a  minote  for  Pei^er,"  said  Wardle, 
looking  at  his  watch ;  '^  he  is  always  exact  He  will  be 
here,  in  time,  if  he  means  to  oome ;  and  if  he  does  not, 
it's  of  no  use  waiting*    Ha  I    ArabeUa." 

^  My  sister  1 "  exclaimed  Mr.  Beiyamin  AlleOy  fdding 
ber  in  a  most  romantio  embrace* 

'^  Oh,  Ben,  dear,  how  jou  do  smell  of  tobaooo,"  said 
Arabella,  rather  overcome  bj  this  mark  of  aflbction. 

"^Do  I?"  said  Mr.  Beigamhi  AUeo,  <<do  I,  Bella? 
Well,  perhaps  I  do," 

Perhaps  he  did;  having  just  left  a  pleaffint  little 
smoking  partj  of  twelve  medical  students,  in  a  small 
back  parlor  with  a  large  fire. 

^  But  I  am  delighted  to  see  joo,"  said  Mr.  Ben  Allen. 
*"  Bless  you,  Bella." 

**  There,"  said  Arabella,  bending  forward  to  kiss  her 
brother ;  ^  don't  take  hold  oi  me  again,  Ben  dear,  be- 
cause you  tumble  me  so." 

At  this  ppint  of  the  reoondliation,  Mr.  Ben  Allen  al- 
lowed his  feelings  and  the  cigars  and  porter  to  overeome 
him,  and  looked  round  upon  the  bdiolders  with  damp 
spectacles. 

^  Is  nothing  to  be  said  to  me  ?  "  cried  Wardle  with 
open  arms. 

^  A  great  deal,"  whispered  Arabella,  as  she  reoeived 
the  old  gentleman's  hearty  caress  and  oongiatulatioa* 
^  YoH  are  a  hard-hearted,  nnfeeliiig^  cruel,  monster  1 " 

^  YoQ  are  a  Uttle  rebel,"  replied  Wardle,  in  the  same 
tone ;  "  and  I  am  afraid  I  shall  be  obliged  to  fbrlnd  yoa 
the  house.  People  like  yoo,  who  get  married  in  spita 
of  everybody,  ought  not  to  be  let  loose  on  society.    Bui 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  PICKWICK  CLUB.  ttt 

come  1  '*  added  the  old  gentleman  aload,  ^  Here's  the  dSn* 
Dcr ;  jou  shall  sit  by  me.  Joe ;  why,  damn  the  boy,  he's 
awake ! " 

To  the  great  distress  of  his  master,  the  fat  boy  wai 
indeed  in  a  state  of  remarkable  vigilance  ;  his  eye^ 
being  wide  open,  and  looking  as  if  they  intended  to 
remain  sa  There  was  an  alacrity  in  his  manner,  tooii 
whidi  was  equally  unaocoantable ;  every  time  his  eyes 
met  those  of  Emily  or  Arabella,  he  smirked  and  grinned  t 
and  once  Waidle  ooald  have  sworn  he  saw  him  wink. 

This  alteratioD  in  the  fill  boy's  demeanor,  originated  in 
his  increased  sense  of  his  own  importance,  and  the  dig- 
nity he  acquired  from  having  been  taken  into  the  oonfi- 
^lenoe  of  the  young  ladies;  and  the  smirks  and  grins, 
and  winks,  were  so  many  condescending  assurances  that 
they  might  depend  upon  his  fidelity.  As  these  tokens 
were  rather  calculated  to  awaken  suspicion  than  allay 
it,  and  were  somewhat  embarrassing  besides,  they  were 
occasionally  answered  by  a  frown  or  shake  of  the  head 
from  ArabeHa,  whidi  the  fiit  hoj  considenng  as  hints  to 
be  on  his  guard,  expressed  his  perfect  understanding 
€£f  by  smiriuog,  grinnmg^  and  winking,  with  redoubled 
assiduity. 

^  Joe,"  said  Mr.  Wardle,  aAer  an  unsuccessful  search 
in  all  his  pockets,  "•  is  my  snuflp-box  on  the  sofa  ?  " 

«  No,  sir,"  replied  the  fat  boy. 

^  Oh,  I  recollect ;  I  left  it  on  my  dressing-table  this 
morning,"  said  Wardle.  ''  Run  mto  the  next  room  and 
fetch  it." 

The  fat  boy  went  into  the  next  room ;  and  having  been 
absent  about  a  minute,  returned  with  the  snuff-box,  and 
die  palest  face  that  ever  a  £at  boy  wore. 

^What's  the  matter  with  the  boy  I"  exdaimed  Wanllei 
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.  ^NMlien't  the  milter  widi  me,"  r^fied  Joe,  neiv 
ronsly. 

^  Have  you  been  seeing  any  spirits  ?  **  inquired  tlie  M 
fentlemao. 

<<  Or  taking  any  ?*"  added  Ben  Allen« 

'*'  I  think  you're  rigkt,"  whispered  Wanfle  aoroas  th* 
\Me,    '^  He  is  intoxicated*  Fm  sore," 

Ben  AUen  r^4ied  tlbai  he  tbonghf  he  was;  and  as 
^hat  gentleman  had  seen  a  rast  deal  of  ihe  diaease  in 
question,  Wardle  was  eonfinned  in  an  impression  which 
bad  been  hoyering  about  hit  mind  for  half  an  hoar,  and 
at  onee  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  the  £u  boy  wai 
drank. 

**  Juit  keep  your  eye  upon  him  for  a  few  ndwates^ 
marmured  Wardle.  ^  We  shall  soon  find  out  whetkcr 
be  is  or  oot." 

The  unfortunate  youth  had  cnly  atterehanged  a  doeen 
words  with  Mr.  Snodgrass :  that  gentlenum  baring  im^- 
plored  him  to  make  a  prirate  appeal  to  aome  friend  to 
release  him,  and  then  pushed  him  oat  with  the  tniiff'^box^ 
leflfC  his  prolonged  absence  should  lead  to  ft  discovery. 
He  ruminated  a  little  with  a  most  disturbed  «aq>ressioa 
of  face,  and  left  the  room  in  search  of  Mary. 

But  Mary  had  gone  homie,  after  dressfai^  her  mistress, 
and  the  fat  boy  came  back  again,  more  disturbed  i^aa 
before. 

Wardle  and  Mr.  Ben  Allen  exchanged  glances. 
.    "  Joe  r  said  Wardle. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  What  did  you  go  away  for  P  " 

The  fat  boy  looked  hopelessly  in  the  faoe  of  every^ 
body  at  tabley  and  stammered  oat,  thai  he  didafl 
kaow. 
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^  Oh*  eaid  Wardle,  *  you  d<m"t  ^nuw,  eh  ?  Taku  tftig 
cheese  to  Mr.  Pickwick* 

.  Now,  Mr.  Pickwick  being  in  the  very  best  heakh  and 
spirits,  had  been  making  himself  perfectly  delightftil  all 
dimterotime,  and  was  at  this  moment  engaged  in  an  en- 
ergetic conversation  with  Emily  and  Mr.  Winkle :  bow- 
ing his  head,  oonrteoosly,  in  the  emphasis  of  his  discourse, 
gently  waving  his  left  hand  to  lend  force  to  his  observa^ 
tkiia,  and  all  glowing^  with  placid  smileg.  He  took  a 
piece  of  cheese  fimn  the  |^e,  and  was  oa  the  ^nt  of 
taming  round  to  renew  the  conversation,  when  the  fBLt 
hof,  8toot)ing  90  aa  tcv  biiog  his  hdad  on  a  levid  with  that 
of  Mr.  Pickwick,  pointed  with  his  thumb  over  hiS' 
diouldeE,  and  .made  the  most  horrible  and  hideous 
face  that  was  ever  seen  out  of  a  Christmas  panto-^ 
mime. 

**  Dear  me  l"*  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  starting,  «  what  a 
very  —  eh  ?  "  He  stopped,  for  the  flU;  boy  had  drawn 
himsBlFtipi,  and  was,  or  pretended  to  be,  fast  asleep. 

"  Whafs  the  matter  ?"  inquired  Wardle. 
.  ^Thls  is  nioh  an  extremely  singular  kdl"  replied 
Mr.  Pickwieky  looking  uneasily  at  tiw  boy.    ^  It  seenift 
an  odd  thing  to  say,  but,  upon  my  word,  I  am  afraid  that, 
at  times,  he  is  a  little  deranged." 

**  Oh  1  Mn  Pickwick,  pray  don't  say  so,"  cried  Emily 
and  Arabella,  both  at  once. 

^I  am  not  certain,  of  course,"  said  Mr*  Pickwick, 
amidst  profbnnd  silence,  and  looks  of  general  dismay  $ 
'^bnt  his  manner  to  me  this  moment  was  really  very 
alarming.  Oh  I "  ejaooiaited  Mr.  Pickwick,  suddenly 
jumping  up  with  a  short  scream.  ^  I  bog  your  pardon, 
ladiee,  bdt(  at  that  moment  he  ran  some  sharp  instrument 
into  my  leg.  Really  he  is  not  safe." 
VOL.  rv.  16 
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«*  He'sdnmk," roared  M  Wwcfie, paMion^elj.  ^  Smg 
Ihebell!     Call  the  waiters  !     He's  drunk.'* 

^  I  a'n'ty''  said  the  fat  boj,  fidiing  on  his  knees  as  his 
master  seized  him  by  the  collar.    ^  I  aVt  drank.** 

^  Then  you're  mad — that* s  worse.  Call  the  waiten^" 
satd  the  oM  gentleman. 

^  I  a'n't  mad ;  Fm  sensible,"  rcjcmied  the  &t  boj»  be* 
ginning  to  cry. 

^  Then,  what  the  de?il  do  you  run  sharp  mstramenli 
into  Mr.  Pkkwiok's  legs  iar?"  inquired  Wardle  an- 
grily. 

^  He  wouldn't  kx>k  at  me,''repHed  the  boy.  ^I  wanted 
to  speak  to  him." 

<<  What  did  you  want  to  say  ? "  asked  half  a  doaen 
▼oiees  at  once. 

The  fat  boy  gasped,  looked  at  the  bedroom  door» 
gasped  again,  and  wiped  two  tears  aWay,  willi  the 
knuckle  oi  emA  of  his  forefingers. 

«What  did  you  want  to  say?"  deoaanded  Wardle, 
shaking  him. 

""Stopl^said  Mr.  Pickwick;  «<a]kywme.  What  did 
you  wish  to  communicate  to  me^  my  poor  boy  ?  " 

<'  I  want  to  whkper  to  you,"  ref^ed  the  &t  boy. 

^  You  want  to  bite  his  ear  ofl^  I  suf^MMe,"  said  War* 
die.  ^  Don't  come  near  him  ;  he's  Ticious ;  ring  (he  bell, 
and  let  him  be  taken  down-stairs." 

Just  as  Mr.  Winkle  caught  tlie  belkrope  in  his  hand, 
it  was  arrested  by  a  general  expression  of  astonishment ; 
the  captive  lover,  his  face  burning  with  oonftisioii,  sud- 
denly walked  in  from  the  bedroom,  and  made  a  compre* 
bensive  bow  to  the  company. 

"«  HaUo  I "  cried  Wardle,  rdeasing  the  fat  boy's  c^lai; 
and  staggering  back,  ^  Whatfs  this  I " 
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^  I  have  been  ooacealed  in  the  next  roonit  sir,  rinee 
jon  returned,"  explained  Mr.  Snodgrass. 

*<  Emily,  my  girl,"  said  Wardle,  reproacbfiilly,  **  1 
detest  meanness  and  deceit ;  this  is  onjastifiable  and  in- 
delicate in  the  highest  degree.  I  don't  deserve  this,  at 
jour  hands,  Emilj,  indeed." 

^  Dear  papa,"  said  Emily,  "  Aiabella  knows  -—  every^ 
body  here  knows ;  Joe  knows  —  that  I  was  no  party  to 
this  conoealment  Augustas,  for  Heaven's  sakoi  explain 
itl" 

Mr.  Snodgrass,  who  had  only  waited  for  a  hearing,  at 
once  recounted  how  he  had  been  plaeed  hi  hk  then  dis- 
tressing predicament;  how  the  fear  of  giving  rise  to 
domestic  dissensions  had  alone  prcmipted  him  to  avoid 
Mr.  Wardle  on  his  entrance ;  and  how  he  merely  meant 
to  depart  by  another  door,  but,  finding  it  locked,  had 
been  compelled  to  stay  against  his  wilL  It  was  a  pain- 
ful situation  to  be  placed  in ;  but  he  now  regretted  it  the 
less,  inaanmch  as  it  afforded  him  an  qf>portunity  <^  ac- 
knowledging, before  their  mutual  friaids,  that  he  loved 
Mr.  Wardle's  dan^ter,  de^y  and  sincerely ;  that  he 
was  yupotid  to  avow  that  the  feeling  was  mutual,  and  that 
if  thousands  of  miles  were  placed  between  them,  or 
oceans  rolled  their  waters,  he  could  never  for  an  instant 
jfoiget  these  happy  days,  when  first  —  and  so  on. 

Having  ddivered  himself  to  this  effect,  Mr.  Snudgrasa 
bowed  again,  lo<Aed  mto  the  erown  of  his.  hat,  and 
stqyped  towards  the  door. 

^'Stopl "  shouted  Wardle.  "^  Why,  in  the  name  <^  M 
thafs" 

^  Inflammable,"  mildly  suggested  Mr.  Pickwick,  who 
thought  something  worse  was  coming. 

*Well  —  thafs  inflammable,"  said  Wardle,  adopting 
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Cbe  substitute)  ^  cooidnH  700  eay  all  this  to  me  in  th« 
first  instance  ?  ** 

«"  Or  oonMe  m  me  ?"  added  Mr.  l^iAwidk. 

^^  Dear,  deaor,"  said  Arabella,  taking  op  the  defence^ 
■^  what  it  ^M  tne  of  asking  all  that  now,  eq)ecia]l7  when 
70a  know  70a  had  set  7oar  coiretotift  old  heart  am  n 
rksher  Boa4B*kw,  and  are  so  wild  and  fierce  besides,  thnt 
everybody  is  afraid  of  70111  except  me.  Shake  Lands 
with  him,  afid  oidev  hinLSomia  dinner,  for  goddaesB  gn^ 
cious  sake,  for  he  looks  half-etarred;  and  pra7  have 
yonr  wine  up  at  once,  for  you'll  not  be  tollable  antil 
yoci  l^re  taken  two  botdes  at  leaat** 

The  worthy  old  gentleman  fmled  Arabella's  ear,  tissed 
her  without  the  smallest  scrapie,  kissed  his  ^danghter  also 
witii  great  afieetioo,  and  shook  Mr«  Snodgrass  warmly 
by  the  hand. 

^  She  is  right  on  one  point  at  all  events,"  said  the  old 
gentleman,  cheeHully*    ^  Ring  ft»r  the  wine !  * 

The  wine  caaoe,  and  Perker  eame  op^staira  at  dm 
same  moment  Mr.  Snodgrass  had  dinner  at  a  side  ta^ 
Me,  and  when  he  had  despatdied  it,  drew  his  chair  nejct 
Emily,  without  the  smailest  opposition  on  the  old  gentle- 
man's part* 

The  evening  was  ezoettent  little  Mr.  Perfcer  came 
out  wonderfiiUy,  t<^  Tarious  comic  stories,  and  sang  a 
aeriotts  song,  which  was  almost  as  funny  as  die  anecdotes. 
Aiabdla  was  very  charming,  Mr*  Wardle  very  joviait 
Mr.  Pickwick  very  harmonious,  Mr.  Ben  Allen  very 
aproarioue,  the  bvers  very  silent,  Mn  ¥nnkle  veiy  talk* 
ative,  and  all  of  them  very  happy* 
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CHAPTER  LV. 

KB.  tOLOMOK  PBLL,  ASSISTED  BT  A  SKI.BCT  OOUIfTi 
TSE  OF  OOACHHBN,  ARBABaSS  THB  AFTAIBS  M 
THE  Ehi>tB,  XB.   WBLLEB. 

^  Samitbl,*'  said  Mr.  Weller,  aeooBting  his  son  on  th« 
raorning  after  the  faneral,  ^IVe  fbmid  it,  Samnrf.  I 
thought  it  wos  there.*^ 

^.*  Thought  wot  wos  were  ?  "  inquirod  Sam. 

<<  Your  mother-in-law's  rill,  SamtDy',''  replied  Mr.  Wel« 
ler.  ^In  wirtoe  o'  vich,  them  amngementt  is  to  be 
made  as  I  told  yon  on,  last  night,  respeotiii'  the  funs.^ 

"Wot,  didn't  she  tell  70a  were  it  wos?"  inquired 
Sam. 

"  Not  a  iMt  on  it,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  «  We 
woe  a-adjestin'  our  little  diflSsrences,  and  I  wos  a*cheeria* 
her  spirits  and  bearin'  her  up,  so  that  I  forgot  to  ask  aay-* 
thin'  about  it  I  don't  know  as  I  should  ha'  done  St  in- 
deed, if  I  had  remembered  it^"  added  Bin  WeHer,  *^£or 
it's  a  rum  sort  o'  thing,  Sammj,  io  go  a  hankerin'  artcr 
nnybodj's  property,  ven  you're  assistin'  'em  in  illneeai 
It's  like  helpin'  an  outside  passenger  up,  ven  he's  been 
pitched  off  a  coach,  and  puttin'  your  hand  in  his  podeet, 
vile  you  ask  him  vith  a  sigh  how  he  finds  his-self,  Saro- 
my," 

With  this  figurative  illustration  of  his  meaning,  Mr 
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Weller  unclasped  his  pocket>bo(^,  and  drew  forth  a  dirty 
sheet  of  letter-paper,  on  which  were  inscribed  varioiis 
characters  crowded  together  in  remarkable  confusion. 

^  This  here  is  the  dockjment,  Sammj,"  said  Mr.  Wel- 
ler. ^  I  found  it  in  the  little  black  tea-pot,  on  the  tqp 
shelf  o'  the  bar-closet  She  used  to  keep  bank-notes 
there,  'afore  she  yos  married,  Samivel.  Fve  seen  her 
take  the  lid  oftf  to  pay  a  bill,  many  and  many  a  lime. 
P^Mr  creeter,  dba  might  ha'  filled  all  the  tea-pots  in  diie 
kouse  vith  villt,  and  not  have  inoonwentenced  herself 
neither,  for  she  took  wery  little  of  anythin*  fai  that  vay 
lately,  'cept  on  the  Temperance  nights,  ven  they  just  laid 
a  foundation  o'  tea  to  put  the  spirits  fr-top  on  1  * 

"  What  does  it  say  ?  "  incpiii^ed  Sam. 

^  Jist  vot  I  told  you,  my  boy,"  rejoined  his  parent. 
^  Two  hundred  pounds  vurth  o'  reduced  counsels  to  my 
son-in-law,  Samivel,  and  all  the  rest  o'  my  property,  of 
ev'ry  kind  and  deeoription  Totsoever,  to  my  husband,  Mr. 
Tony  Veller,  who  I  appint  as  my  sole  ^gsekiter.* 

<" That's  all,  is  it?"  said  Sam. 

"  Thaf  s  all,"  replied  Mr.  Weller.  «  And  I  s'pose  as 
it's  all  right  and  satisfactory  to  you  and  me,  as  is  the  only 
partiee  interested,  ye  may  as  yell  put  this  bit  o*  piq»er 
into  the  fire." 

^Wot  are  jcn  a-doin' on,  you  hmatic?"  said  Sam, 
imatehmg  the  paper  away,  as  his  parent,  in  all  innocence^ 
stirred  the  fife  preparatory  to  suiting  the  action  to  the 
word.    <*  You're  a  nice  eggsekiter,  you  are." 

^Yy  not?"  inquired  Mr.  Weller,  looking  sternly 
round,  widi  the  poker  in  his  hand. 

•♦Vynotl"  exclaimed  Sam,  «—*< 'cos  it  must  be  proved, 
and  probated,  and  swore  to^  and  all  manner  o'  formal^ 
Ities." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THK  PICKWICK  CLUB.  f4X 

*^  You  don't  mean  that?**  said  Mr.  WeUer^  lajring  down 
Ike  poker. 

Sam  buttoned  the  will  carefblfy  in  a  side-pocket ;  ind- 
mating  by  a  look,  meanwhile,  that  he  did  mean  it,  and 
very  seriously  too. 

*"  Then  rU  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  after 
a  short  meditation,  ^  this  is  a  case  for  that  'ere  confiden- 
tial pal  o'  the  Chancellorship's.  *  Pell  must  look  into  this, 
Sammy.  He's  the  man  for  a  difficult  question  at  law. 
Yell  have  this  here,  Inrought  afcnre  the  Solvent  court 
directly,  Samivel." 

^  I  never  did  see  such  a  addle-headed  old  creetur !  ^ 
exclaimed  Sam,  irritaUy.  ^(Hd  Baileys,  and  Solvent 
Courts,  and  alleybis,  and  eVry  species  &  gammcm  alvays 
a-runnin'  through  his  brain !  Tou'd  better  get  your  out 
o'  door  clothes  on,  and  come  to  town  about  this  bisnrasy 
than  stand  a-preadiin'  there,  about  wot  you  don't  under* 
Stand  nothin'  on." 

*«  W&ry  good,  Sammy,"  repUed  Mr.  Weller.  « I'm 
quite  agreeable  to  anythin'  as  vill  hexpedite  business, 
Sammy.  But  mind  this  here,  my  boy,  nobody  but  Pell 
—  nobody  but  Pell  as  a  legal  adwiser." 

«*  I  don't  want  anybe^  else,"  r^ed  Sam.  **  Now, 
are  you  a-comin'  ?  " 

•*  Vait  a  minit,  Sammy,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  who  hav- 
ing tied  his  shawl  with  the  aid  of  a  small  glass  that  hung 
in  the  window,  was  now,  by  dint  of  the  most  wonderful 
exertions,  struggling  into  his  upper  garments.  **  Vait  a 
■linit,  Sammy ;  ven  you  grow  as  M  as  your  father,  yoa 
von't  get  into  your  veskit  quite  as  easy  as  you  do  now, 
my  boy." 

<'  If  I  couldn't  get  into  it  easier  than  that,  I'm  blessed 
tf  I'd  vear  vun  at  all,"  rejoined  his  son. 
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'^  Tou  tfabk  BO  now,''  said  Mr.  Wetter,  with  the  gmv* 
ity  of  age,  **  but  youTl  find  that  as  you  get  yider,  yonH 
get  vber.  Yidth  and  yisdom^  Bammj,  alrmys  grows  to- 
gether*" 

As  Mr.  Weller  delivered  this  infallibla  naxim— -the 
reeult  of  Bianj  years'  personal  experience  and  observa- 
tion —  he  oontrited,  by  a  dexteroos  twist  of  his  body,  t* 
get  the  bottom  bvttXNd  of  his  eoat  to  perform  its  offioe* 
Having  paused  a  few  seconds  to  reoover  breath,  ho 
brushed  his  hat  wilk  his  elbow,  md  declared  himself 
ready. 

"  ^  As  firar  heads  is  better  than  two,  Sammy,"  said  Mr. 
Weller,  as  they  drove  along  the  Lcmdon  road  in  the 
diaise-cart,  ^and  as  all  this  here  property  is  a  wery 
great  tonptatimi  to  a  legal  genTm'n,  ve^U  take  a  oouplo 
0^  friends  o*  mine  vith  us,  ae'U  be  wery  soon  down  upon 
him  if  he  comes  anythin'  irregular ;  two  o^  Aem  as  saw 
you  to  the  Fleet  that  day.  They're  the  wery  best 
judges,"  adddd  Mr.  Wdler  in  a  half  whisper,  '<  the 
wery  beet  judges  of  a  horse  you  ever  knoVd " 

*And  of  a  lawyer  too?"  inquired  Sam. 

^  The  man  as  can  form  a  adoerate  judgment  o^  a  ani- 
mal, can  form  a  ackerate  judgment  (rf*  anythin',"  replied 
his  father ;  so  dogmatically,  that  Sam  did  not  attempt  to 
ooutrorert  the  positbn. 

In  pursuance  of  this  notable  resolutian,  the  services  of 
the  mottled-fiMe  gentleman  and  of  two  other  very  {nX 
eoachmen  —  selected  by  Mr.  WeHer,  probably,  with  a 
view  to  ^ir  width  and  consequent  wisdom  ---  were  pot 
into  requisition ;  and  this  assbtance  having  been  secured, 
the  party  proceeded  to  the  public-house  in  Portugal 
Street,  whdnoe  a  messenger  was  despatched  to  the  Insol- 
vent Court  over  the  way,  requiring  Mr.  Solomon  V^SSt 
immediate  attendance. 
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The  mesiekigtr  iDrtanately  finind  Kr.  Sobmon  Pell  iM 
cotttty  ii«galiiig  kimsel^  bofiiiiiesa  btfing  ratber  skcky  wiA 
a  cold  collation  of  an  AberHjethy  biacuii  and  a  savebj^ 
The  message  was  bo  sooner  whispered  in  hia  ear  than 
he  thni$t;  them  in  his  potdcet  among  various  profesaional 
doonoients,  and  hurried  over  the  way  with  soeh  alacrilj, 
that  he  reached  the  parlor  before  the  messenger  had 
eren  emaneipated  himself  finom  the  court. 

'<  Gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Pell,  touching  hiB  hat,  "^  my 
sei-vice  tc  you  aU.  I  don't  say  it  to  flatter  you,  gentle- 
men, but  there  are  not  five  otheie  men  m  the  world,  thai 
Fd  have  come  out  oi  that  coiurt  for,  to-day  " 

^  So  busy,  eh  ?"  said  Sam. 

''  Busy  I"  replied  Pell ;  "  Pm  oompletety  sewa  op,  as 
iay  friend  the  late  IxNrd  ChlmeeUor  many  a  time  nsed  to 
say  to  me,  gentlemen,  when  he  came  out  from  hearing 
Appeals  in  the  Houie  of  Xiords.  Poor  fellow  1  lie  was 
very  susceptible  of  fatigue ;  he  used  to  feel  those  appeals 
uncommonly.  I  actually  thought  more  than  once  that 
he'd  have  sunk  under  'em ;  I  did  indsed*" 

Here  Mr.  Peli  shook  hia  head,  and  pattaed;  on  wfandi, 
the  elder  Mr.  WeAkor,  nudging  his  neighbor,  as  begging 
him  to  mark  tba  attorney's  high  eonnecdona,  asked 
whether  the  duties  in  question  produoed  any  pennn- 
nent  ill  effects  on  the  constitution  of  his  noble  friend. 

*^  1  don't  think  he  ever  ^uile  reoovered  them,"  repiiod 
Pell ;  ''  in  &cl^  Pm  sure  he  never  did.  <  Pell,'  he  used 
to  say  to  me  many  a  time,  ^  how  ^u)  biases  you  can  stand 
the  head-work  you  do,  ia  a  mystery  to  me.'  — ^  ^  Well,'  1 
used  to  answer,  '  /  hatdly  know  how  I  do  it,  upon  my 
life.'  — '  Pell,'  he'd  add,  sighing,  and  looking  at  me  with 
a  little  en^  — >  frieiidly  enty,  you  know,  gendemen,  mere 
j&iendly  envy j  I  never  minded  it*- '  Pell,  yoa'ire  a  i 
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Jer ;  a  wtmdnrJ  Ah !  you'd  have  Vked  him  verj  mnch 
if  you  had  known  him,  g^itlemen.  Bring  me  three 
penn'orth  of  rum,  my  dear." 

Addressing  this  latter  remark  to  tiie  waitress  in  a  tone 
of  subdued  grie^  Mr.  Pell  sighed,  looked  at  his  shoes^ 
and  the  ceiling;  and,  the  rum  haTing  by  that  time 
arrived*  dnmk  it  np. 

^  However,**  said  Pell,  drawing  a  chair  to  the  table, 
^  a  professional  man  has  no  right  to  think  of  his  private 
friendships  when  his  legal  assistance  is  wanted.  By  the 
Uy,  gentlemen,  since  I  saw  you  here  beftyre,  we  have 
had  to  weep  over  a  very  melancholy  oocnrrence.** 

Mr.  Pell  drew  out  a  pocket-handkerdiief  when  he 
<Hime  to  the  word  weep,  but  he  made  no  further  use  of 
it  than  to  wipe  away  a  slight  tinge  of  ram  which  hong 
upon  his  upper  hp. 

^  I  saw  it  in  the  AdvertiBer,  Mr.  WeHer,"  continued 
PeU.  '^  Bless  my  soul,  not  more  than  fifty-two !  dear 
me  —  only  think." 

These  indications  of  a  musing  spirit  were  addressed 
to  the  mottled*^Med  man,  whose  eyes  Mr.  PeU  had  acci- 
dentally caught ;  on  which,  the  mottled-fhced  man,  whose 
apprehension  of  matters  in  geneml  was  of  a  foggy  na- 
ture, moved  uneasily  in  his  seat,  and  opined  that  indeed, 
so  iar  as  that  went,  there  was  no  saying  how  things  was 
brought  about ;  which  observation,  involving  one  of  those 
subtle  propositions  which  it  is  difficult  to  encounter  in 
argument,  was  controverted  by  nobody. 

**  I  have  heard  it  remarked  that  she  was  a  very  fine 
woman,  Mr.  Weiler,"  said  Pell  in  a  sympathizing  man- 
ner. 

^  TeS|  sir,  she  wos,*^  replied  the  elder  Mr.  Weller,  not 
UMHsh  reCshing  this  mode  of  discussing  the  subject,  and 
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)ret  blinking  that  tlie  attorney,  fran  bis  kmg  intimacy 
whh  the  late  Lord  CbaoeeUor,  moflt  know  beet  on  aS 
matters  of  polite  Invecling.  ^  Sbe  woe  a  wery  fine  'oo* 
man,  sir,  ven  I  first  knew'd  her.  She  wos  a  widder,  biti 
at  that  time." 

*<  Now,  it's  curioas,"  said  Pell,  looking  rooad  with  a 
sdrrowfol  smile  ;  **  Mrs.  Pell  was  a  widow." 

Thafs  Tory  eztraoidinary,"  said  the  mottled^ftced 
man. 

*^  Well,  it  is  a  cnnous  cobioideiiee,''  said  PelL 

^  Not  at  afl,"  gruffly  rettiarked  the  elder  Mr.  Weller. 
**^  More  widders  is  married  thm  angle  wimin." 

**  Very  good,  very  good,"  said  Pell,  "  you're  quite 
right,  Mr.  Weller.  Mrs.  Pell  was  a  very  elegant  and 
accomplished  woman ;  her  manners  were  the  theme  of 
universal  admiratkm  in  our  neighborhood.  I  was  proud 
to  see  that  woman  dance ;  there  was  something  so  firm 
and  dignified,  and  yet  natural,  in  her  motion.  Her  cut- 
ting, gentlemen,  was  simplicity  itself —  Ah  I  well,  well  1 
Excuse  my  asking  the  question,  Mr.  Samuel,"  continoed 
the  attorney  in  a  lower  voice,  ^  was  your  moUier-in*law 
tall?" 

*  Not  wery,"  replied  Sam. 

<<  Mn.  Pell  was  a  tall  figure,"  said  Pell,  ^  a  splendid 
woman,,  with  a  noble  shape,  and  a  nose,  gentlemen, 
formed  to  command  and  be  majestic.  She  was  wry 
much  attached  to  me  —  very  much— *  highly  conneoted, 
too  ;  her  mother's  brother,  gentlemen,  failed  for  eight 
btmdred  pound,  as  a  Law  Stationer." 

**  Veil,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  who  had  grown  rather  rest- 
tess  during  this  discussion,  ^  vith  regard  to  bis'ness." 

The  word  was  mode  to  Pell's  ears.  He  had  been 
i^^TO^vIng  in  his  mind  whether  any  business  was  to  be 
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tanaaoled,  of  idiedier  be  liad  bem  BMOrelj  SttTited  lo 
(Muiake  of  &  glass  of  hmtdf  and  watar,  ^  a  bowl  ot 
pandi^  or  aa j  wnilar  ptfofessimial  aonaplimeiit,  and  now 
the  Jaflb*  was  set  at.  rest  witfiaot  his  mppemng  at  aU 
eager  for  its  solation.  His  eyes  glistened  as  be  iaid  bts 
bat  OB  lifest  table,  atid  said : 

^What  is  Ibe  bnsiiiess  upon  wblch — xm?  Eitber 
of  tbeee  gentlemen  wish  to  go  tbnoui^  tbe  court?  We 
require  an  arrest,  a  friendly  arrest  will  do,  yon  know  i 
we  are  all  friends  bere,  I  suppose?  " 

"^  Give  ate  tbe  decbymetit,  Sama^y,"  said  Mr.  Wetter, 
taking  tbe  will  firoa  bb  son,  wbo  appeared  to  enjoy  Ibe 
interview  amazingly*  ^  Wot  we  rekvire,  sir,  is  a  probe 
0'  this  bore*" 

^  Probate,  my  dear  sir,  pvobate,"  said  Pell. 

♦*  Well,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller,  sbarply,  «*  probe  and 
prober  it,  is  wery  muoh  tbe  same ;  if  yon  don't  understand 
wot  I  mean,  sir,  I  dssiay  I  ean  find  tbem  as  does*** 

"<  No  offence  I  bop^  Mr.  WeHer,*'  siud  PeU,  meekly* 
^  You  are  the  ezeeutor  I  see^"  he  added,  casting  bis  eyes 
•¥tir  tbe  paper. 

"  I  am,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Weller. 

^  These  other  gentlemen,  I  presaanev  are  legfttoes  are 
ibey  ?"  inquired  Pell,  with  a  congnUulatoTy  smile. 

*^  Sammy  is  a  leg-at-ease,"  replied  Mr.  Weller ;  ^  (base 
otbar  geaTm'n  ia  frieads  o'  mine,  jast  eomo  to  see  fiiir  i 
-•*-a  kind  of  umpires." 

^'  Oh  I"  said  Pell,  ^  very  good.  I  have  no  objectioii% 
I*m  sure.  I  shall  waot  a  matter  of  five  pouad  of  yo« 
before  I  begin,  ha!  ha!  ha!" 

It  being  decided  by  the  oommittee  that  the  five  pounds 
might  be  advanced^  Mr.  Weiler  pflodneed  that  sum  ;  after 
which,  a  loQg  cMMEisaltadon.  about  nptbiag  particular  took 
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plaee,  ia  (be  opqise  whereof  Mr.  Pell  demoiiutriUed,  to 
^e  perfect  aatiafaetioa  of  the  geotlemen  who  aaw  faiiv 
thut  unlew  the  management  of  the  buaaess  had  bue^ 
intrusted  to  him»  it  mu8t  aU  have  gone  wrong,  for  reasons 
not  dearij  made  out,  but  no  doubt  sufficient  This  im* 
portent  point  being  despatched,  Mr.  Pel)  refreshed  him* 
aelf  with  three  chops,  and  liquids  both  malt  and  spirituoujv 
at  the  expense  of  the  estate;  and  then  they  all  went  awaj 
to  Doctors'  Commons^ 

The  next  day^  there  was  another  visit  to  Dootors* 
Commons,  and  a  great  to-do  with  an  attesting  hostleiv 
whoy  being  inebriated,  declined  swearing  anything  but 
profane  oaths,  to  the  great  scandal  of  a  proctor  and  sur- 
rogate. Next  week,  there  were  more  visits  to  Doctors* 
Commons,  and  there  was  a  visit  to  the  Legacy  Duty  Offiee 
besides,  and  there  were  treaties  entered  into^  for  the  di«* 
poaal  of  the  lease  and  business,  and  ratifications  of  the 
same,  and  inventories  to  be  made  out,  and  lunches  to  be 
taken^  and  dinnen  to  be  eateai  and  so  many  profitable 
things  to  be  done,  and  such  a  mass  of  papers  accumu* 
lated,  that  Mr.  Solomon  Pell,  and  the  boy,  and  the  blue 
bag  to  boot,  all  got  so  stout  that  scarcely  anybody  would 
hav<e  known  them  fin*  the  same  man,  boy,  and  ba^ 
that  had  loitered  about  Portu^  Street  a  few  days  be* 
(ore. 

At  length  all  these  we^ihty  matters  being  arranged,  a 
day  was  fixed  for  selling  out  and  transferring  the  stocky 
and  of  waiting,  with  that  view,  upon  Wilkins  Fkdier, 
£sq^  stockbrc^Ler,  of  somewhere  near  the  Bank,  who 
had  been  recommended  by  Mr.  Solomon  Pell  for  the 
purpose. 

It  was. a  kind  of  festive  occasion,  and  the  parties  were 
attired  accordingly.      Mr.  Weller's  tops  were    newly 
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deaned,  aud  his  dress  was  arranged  wiA  pecuHar  care 
the  mottled-ftu^  gentlemau  wore  at  his  button-hole  a 
fbU  sized  dahfia  with  several  leaves ;  and  the  coats  of  his 
two  fHends  were  adorned  with  nosegajs  ci  laurel  and 
other  evergreens.  All  three  were  habited  in  strict  holi« 
day  costume ;  that  is  to  saj,  they  were  wrapped  up  to 
(he  chins,  and  wore  as  many  clothes  as  possible,  whidi 
is,  and  has  been,  a  stage-^xMchman's  idea  of  fbll  dre^ 
ever  since  stage-coaches  were  invented. 

Mr.  Pell  was  waiting  at  the  usual  place  of  meeting  at 
the  appointed  time ;  and  even  Mr.  Pell  wore  a  pair  of 
gloves  and  a  clean  shirt :  the  latter  much  frayed  at  the 
collar  and  wristbands  by  frequent  washings. 

**  A  quarter  to  two,"  said  Pell,  looking  at  the  parlor 
clock.  **If  we  are  with  Mr.  Flasher  at  a  quarter  past, 
we  shall  just  hit  the  best  time.*' 

"  What  should  you  say  to  a  drop  o'  beer,  genTm*n  ?  * 
suggested  the  mottled-faced  man. 

^  And  a  little  bit  o'  cold  beef,**  said  tiie  second  coach- 
man. 

•*0r  a  oyster,**  added  the  thinl.  who  was  a  hoarse 
gentleman,  supported  by  very  round  l«'^'-. 

"  Hear,  hear  I  *  said  Pell ;  **  to  congratulate  Mr.  Wel- 
ler,  on  his  coming  into  possession  d  his  property:  eh? 
ha!  bar 

"  Tm  quite  agreeable,  genTm'n,"  answered  Mr.  Wil- 
ier.   "  Sanuny,  pull  the  belL" 

Sam  complied ;  and  the  porter,  cold  beef,  and  oysters 
being  promptly  produced,  the  lunch  was  done  ample 
justice  to.  Where  everybody  took  so  active  a  part,  it  in 
almost  invidious  to  make  a  distinction ;  but  if  one  indi- 
vidim!  evinced  greater  powers  than  another,  it  was  the 
coacliniaii  with  the  hoarse  voice,  who  took  an  imperial 
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fmi  of  vin^ar  witk  his  ojBten^  withoat  betnijing  tb€ 
least  emotioii. 

'<  Mr.  Pelly  sir,"  said  the  elder  Mr.  Waller,  stirring  a 
glass  of  brandy  and  water,  of  which  one  was  placed 
before  every  genileman  when  the  oyster  shells  were  re> 
moved ;  ''  Mr.  Pell,  sir,  it  woe  my  intention  to  have  pro- 
posed the  funs  on  this  occasion,  bnt  Samivel  has  vispered 
tome"  — 

Here  Mr.  Samuel  Weller,  who  had  silently  eaten  his 
oysters  with  tranquil  smiles,  cried  '^  Hear ! "  in  a  very 
loud  voice. 

^  —  Has  vispered  to  me,"  resumed  his  father,  ^  that  it 
▼ould  be  better  to  de-wote  the  liquor  to  vishin'  you  suc- 
cess and  prosperity,  and  thankin'  you  for  the  manner  in 
which  you've  brought  this  here  bu^ess  through.  Here's 
your  health,  sir." 

"  Hold  hard  there,"  interposed  the  mottled-faced  gen* 
Ueman,  with  sudden  energy,  "your  eyes  on  me,  gen- 
Tm'nl" 

Saying  this,  the  mottled-faced  gentleman  rose,  as  did 
the  other  gentlemen.  The  mottled-faced  gentleman  re- 
viewed the  company,  and  slowly  lifted  his  hand,  upon 
which  every  man  (including  he  of  the  mottled  counte* 
nance)  drew  a  long  breath,  and  lifted,  his  tumbler  to  his 
lips.  In  one  instant,  the  mottled-faced  gentleman  de- 
pressed his  hand  again,  and  evcny  glass  was  set  down 
empty.  It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  thrilling  efiect 
produced  by  this  striking  ceremony;  at  once  dignified, 
Bolcipn,  and  impressive,  it  combined  every  element  of 
grandeur. 

"Well,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Pell,  "all  I  can  say  is, 
that  such  marks  of  confidence  must  be  veiy  gratifying  to 
a  professional  man.    I  don't  wiih  to  say  anything  that 
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night  ttj^ettt  eg&^iict^  gentlemen,  bat  rm  verj  glac^ 
for  your  own  sakes,  that  jou  came  to  me :  thatfs  alL  H 
yoQ  had  gone  to  any  bw  member  of  the  profeseioti,  it's 
my  firm  eonvictioii,  and  I  assure  you  of  it  as  a  fact,  that 
you  would  have  fenad  yourselves  in  Queer  Street  beA>re 
this.  I  couU  have  wished  my  noble  friend  had  been 
aUve  to  have  seen  my  management  of  this  case;  I  don't 
say  it  out  of  pride,  but  I  think  —  however,  gentlemen,  I 
won't  trouble  you  with  that.  Fm  generaBy  to  be  fomnd 
i^ere,  gentlemen,  but  if  I'm  not  her^  or  over  the  way, 
that's  my  address.  Toull  find  my  terms  very  chea^ 
and  reasonable,  and  no  man  attends  mcnre  to  his  dients 
than  I  do,  and  I  hope  I  know  a  little  of  my  prafessioH 
besides*  If  yon  h«v6  any  opportunity  of  Eeoommending 
mo  to  any  of  your  friends,  gentlemen,  I  ^all  be  vety 
much  obliged  to  you,  and  so  will  they  too,  when  they 
come  to  know  me.     Your  healths,  gentlemen." 

With  this  expression  of  his  feehngs,  Mr.  Solomon  Pell 
laid  three  small  written  cards  before  Mr.  Weller's  friends, 
and,  looking  at  the  etock  again^  feaned  it  was  tiine  to  be 
walkiag«  Upon  this  hint  Mr.  Weller  settled  the  biA, 
and,  issuing  forth,  the  executor,  legatee,  attotuey,  aid 
^mipives,  direoled  their  steps  towards  the  city. 

The  offioe  of  ^^iU^ins  Flasher,  Esquire,  of  the  Sttck 
Exchange,  was  in  a  first  fioor  up  a  court  bdiind  thk 
Bank  (A'  Engknd;  the  house  of  Witidns  Flasher, 
£s<iuire,  was  at  Brixton,  Surrey;  the  horse  and  stan* 
hope  of  Wiiktns  Flasher,  £squu*e,  were  at  an  adjacent 
Krety  stable;  the  groom  of  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire, 
was  on  his  way  to  the  West  End  to  deliver  some  game ; 
^e  eleriL  of  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire,  had  gone  to  his 
dinner;  and  so  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire,  huEoseitf,  eried, 
^  Come  in,"  when  Mr.  Fell  and  his  oompanions  knoeked 
at  the  counting-house  door. 
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^  Good-morning,  sir,**  said  Pell,  bowing  obeeqnioosly. 
"  We  want  to  make  a  little  tmnsfer,  if  you  please." 

"Oh,  come  in,  will  yon?"  said  Mr.  Flasher.  «  Sit 
down  a  minute  ;  111  attend  to  you  directly." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Pell,  **  there's  no  hurry.  Tako 
a  chair,  Mr.  Weller." 

Mr.  Weller  took  a  chair,  and  Sam  took  a  box,  and  the 
umpires  took  what  thi-y  could  get,  and  looked  at  the 
almanac  and  one  or  two  papers  which  were  wafered 
against  the  wall,  with  as  much  open-eyed  reverence  afi 
if  they  had  been  the  finest  eflTorts  of  the  old  masters. 

"  Well,  111  bet  you  half  a  dozen  of  claret  on  it ;  come  I  •* 
Baid  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire,  resuming  the  conversa- 
tion to  which  Mr.  Peirs  entrance  had  caused  a  momen- 
tary interruption. 

This  was  addressed  to  a  very  smart  young,  gentleman 
who  wore  his  hat  on  his  right  whi>ker,  and  was  lounging 
over  the  desk,  killing  flies  with  a  ruler.  Wilkins  Flasher, 
Esquire,  was  balauc'ng  himself  on  two  legs  of  an  office 
•tool,  spearing  a  wafer-box  with  a  penknife,  which  he 
dropped  every  now  and  then,  with  great  dexterity,  into 
the  very  centre  of  a  small  red  wafer  that  was  stuck  out- 
side. Both  gentlemen  had  very  open  waistcoats  and 
very  rolling  collars,  and  very  small  boots,  and  very  big 
rings,  and  very  little  watches,  and  very  large  guiiid 
chains,  and  symmetrical  inexpressibles  and  scented 
|>«icket-  handkerch  icfs. 

*  I  never  bet  half  a  dozen,"  said  the  other  gentleman. 

^  I'll  take  a  dozen." 

"  Done,  Simmery,  done  ! "  said  Wilkins  Flasher, 
Edquire. 

"  P.  P.,  mind,"  oKserved  the  other. 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire ;  and 

VOL.   IV  17 
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Wilkw  Fl«3her^  Esqture,  entered  it  in  a  little  k>ok^  ivitb 
B  gold  pencil-case,  and  the  other  gentleman  entered  \t 
also,  in  another  little  book,  with  another  gold  pencil-case. 

^  I  see  there's  a  notice  up  this  morning  about  Boffer,'* 
observed  Mr.  Simmery.  "  Poor  devil,  he's  expelled  the 
house  I " 

<^  ril  bet  you  ten  guineas  to  five,  he  cuts  his  throat,'* 
wiid  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire. 

"  Done,"  replied  Mr.  Simmery. 

**Stop!     I    bar,"    said  Wilkins    Flasher,  Esquir^ 
thoughtfully*    "Perhaps  he  may  hang  himself*" 
■    **  Very  good|"  rejoined  Mr.  Simmery,  pulling  om>  the 
^old  pencil-case  again.    *'  I've  no  objection  to  ta)^  y^^ 
that  way.    Say — makes  away  with  himself." 

"  Kills  himself,  in  fact,"  said  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire^ 

'*Just  so,"  replied  Mr.  Simmery,  putting  it, down. 
"  *  Flasher  —  ten  guineas  to  five,  Boffer  kills  hims^I^' 
Within  what  time  shall  we  say  ?" 

**  A  fortpigbt  ?  "  suggested  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire. 

"  Con-found  it,  no ;"  rejoined  Mr.  Simmery,  stopping 
jTor  an  instant  to  ^masl^  a  fiy  with  the  ruler*  ^  Say  4 
week." 

.    <<  Split  the  difference,"  said  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire, 
"  Make  it  ten  days." 

"  Well ;  ten  days,"  rejoined  Mr.  Simmery. 

So,  it  was  entered  down  in  the  little  books  that  Boffef 
was  to  kill  himself  within  ten  days,  or  Wilkins  Flasher. 
Esquire,  was  to  hand  over  to  Frank  Simmery,  Esquire, 
the  sum  of  ten  guineas ;  and  that  if  Boffer  did  kill  him- 
self within  that  time,  Frank  Simmery,  Esquire,  would 
pay  to  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire,  five  guineas,  instead. 

"  Fm  veiy  sorry  he  has  failed,"  said  Will^ns  Flasher, 
E^uire*    "  Capital  dinners  h^  gave." 
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^  Fime  pwi  he  }M  too,**  i^mai^ed  ikr.  Sinmiery. 
^  We  are  going  to  ertetid  <mf  batl^  to  the  sate  to-morrow, 
id  pitk  ftp  ^me  of  OAt  d^tj-fbttr." 

^'The  de^  you  «i^ !  "^  said  Wilkin^  l^la^faef,  Bsqaii^. 
<*  My  man's  going  too.  Five  guineas  my  man  outbids 
your  man.** 

Anothei  entry  was  made  in  the  little  books,  with  the 
gdld  pWdUst^ei ;  «nd  Mr.'  Simmery  having,  by  this 
tim^  killed  all  the  ffi^  and  taken  all  the  bets,  strolled 
away  to  the  Stock  Exchange  to  see  what  was  going 

Wilkirts  Flashei*,^  Esquit^,  now  condescended  to  re- 
eeive  Mr.  Suk^on  Peffs  instructions,  and  having  filled 
up  some  pfinted  forms,  requested  the  party  to  follow  him 
t»  the  Bftrtk  :  which  they  did  :  Mr.  Weller  and  his  three 
friends  sturirig  at  all  they  beheld  in  unbounded  astonish* 
vkeMy  arid  Sam  ^coilntering  everything  witir  a  coolness 
which  nothing  <5ould  disturb. 

Crassing'a  cofort-yflrd  whteh  was  all  noise  and  bustle  ; 
and  passing  a  couple  of  porters  who  seemed  drei^sed  to 
imHcb  the  r^  fli^-enghi^  whidi  was  wheeled  away  into 
■r  coftier ;  they  pttssed  kMo^  an  oAce  where  their  busbess 
was  to  be  transacted,  and  where  Fell  and  Mr.  Flashef 
teA  thenA  standing  for  il  fow  moments,  while  they  Went 
utMtalrs  int9  Ale  Wffl  Officer. 

«  Wot  place  is  tJhw  hew  ?**  whiip^re^  the  motfled-feced 
goAtleihdB  td  the  elder  Mr.  Weller. 

«*  CounMA*s  Oflce,'*  replifed  the  Executor  in  a  whisper. 

*Wdt  are  them  genVm'n  a-aettln'  behind  the  coun- 
tor^?"  a»ked  the  hovkrse  coachman. 

^'Redtibed  eMmsels,  1  s'pose  *  repffed  Mr.  Waller 
»AVt  Aejr  ihe  t^duwd  counsels,  Samivel?" 
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^  Wjy  7<m  don't  sappoee  the  redooed  oomiaels  is  alive, 
do  joa?**  inquired  Sam,  with  aome  disdain. 

«How  should  I  kDOw?**  retorted  Mr.  Weller;  **l 
thought  thej  looked  weiy  lite  it  Wot  are  thcj, 
iken?" 

"  Qerks,"  replied  Sam. 

**  Wot  are  thej  all  a-eatin'  ham  sangwidges  fiur  ?  *  in- 
quired his  fiUhar. 

'<  Ckw  it'sin  their  dootj,  I  8iq>po8e,''  replied  Sam,  ^it^a 
a  part  o'  the  system ;  they're  alvays  a-doin'  it  here,  all 
day  long  I" 

Mr.  Weller  and  his  ^ends  had  scarcely  had  a  mo* 
ment  to  reflect  upon  this  singular  regulation  as  amneoted 
with  the  monetary  system  of  the  country,  when  they 
were  rejoined  by  Pell  and  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire, 
who  led  them  to  a  part  of  the  counter  above  which  was 
a  round  black  board  with  a  lai^  ^  W  **  on  it. 

«  Wofs  that  for,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Weller,  direct- 
ing Pell's  attention  to  the  target  in  question. 

""  The  first  letter  of  the  name  of  the  deceased,"  re- 
plied Pell. 

^  I  say,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  turning  round  to  the  um- 
pires. ^  There's  soraethin'  wrong  here.  We's  our  lefr- 
ter  —  this  won't  do." 

The  referees  at  once  gave  it  as  their  decided  opinioii 
that  the  business  could  not  be  legally  proceeded  with, 
under  the  letter  W,  and  in  all  probability  it  would  have 
stood  over  for  one  day  at  least,  had  it  not  been  ibr  the 
prompt,  though,  at  first  sight,  undutiful  behavior  of  Sam, 
who,  Feizing  his  fether  by  the  skirt  of  the  coat,  dragged 
him  to  the  counter,  and  pinned  him  there,  until  he  had 
afilxed  his  signature  to  a  couple  of  instruments ;  which 
from  Mr.  Weller's  habit  of  printing,  was  a  work  of  so 
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muoh  labor  and  timey  that  the  officiating  clerk  peeled  and 
ate  three  Ripstone  pippins  while  it  was  performing. 

As  the  elder  Mr.  Weller  insist^  on  selling  out  his 
portion  forthwith,  tbej  proceeded  from  the  B^nk  to  ^e 
gate  of  the  Stock  BaLchange,  to  which  Wilktns  Flasher, 
Esquire,  after  a  short  absence,  returned  with  a  dieck  on 
Smith,  Pajne,  and  Smith,  for  five  hundred  and  thirty 
pounds ;  that  being  the  sum  of  monej  to  which  Mr.  Wei- 
kr  at  the  market  price  of  the  day,  was  entitled,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  balance  of  the  second  Mrs.  Weller^s 
funded  savings.  Sam's  two  hundred  pounds  stood  trans* 
ferred  to  his  name,  and  Wilkins  Flasher,  Esquire,  having 
been  paid  his  commission,  dropped  the  money  carelessly 
into  his  coat-pocket,  and  lounged  back  to  his  office. 

Mr.  Weller  was  at  firat  obstinately  determined  on 
cashing  the  check  in  nothing  but  sovereigns ;  but  it  be- 
ing represented  by  the  umpires  that  by  so  doing  he  must 
incur  the  expense  of  a  small  sack  to  carry  them  home  in, 
he  consented  to  receive  the  amount  in  five-pound  notes. 

"  My  son,"  said  Mr.  Weller  as  they  came  out  of  the 
banking-house,  ^  my  son  and  me  has  a  wery  particular 
engagement  this  artemoon,  and  I  should  Uke  to  have  this 
here  bis'ness  settled  out  of  hand,  so  lef  s  jest  go  straight 
avay  someveres,  vere  ve  can  hordit  the  accounts.'' 

A  quiet  room  was  soon  found,  and  the  accounts  were 
produced  and  audited.  Mr.  Pell's  bill  was  taxed  by 
Sam,  and  some  charges  were  disallowed  by  the  umpires : 
but,  notwithstanding  Mr.  Pell's  declaration,  accompanied 
with  many  solemn  asseverations  that  they  were  really 
too  hard  upon  him,  it  was,  by  very  many  degrees,  the 
best  professional  job  he  had  ever  had,  and  one  on  which 
he  boarded,  lodged,  and  washed,  for  six  months  after- 
wards. 
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CHAPTER  LVL 

411   IMPORTAKT   CONFEBENCB   TAKES   PLAOR  9BTWBBS 

.   ma  rAimtfr  A««i«ra»f^Ajii  otP  «BirTi.«}iiAN  w  a 

8NUFF-COLOBED   SUIT  ARJUYBS  UMEXTECTEDLT.. 

,  IUju  Pi<mwiCK  was  akiiiig  «lefi€^  maeiog  ofqt  many 
Mn^  9sA  ibmlfingt  waomg  (Hhor  oDnsideratioiis,  how 
be  ooqU  besl  provide  t>r  dm  joutig  oqu|i1«  wiiose  proa^ 
00*  ooaeMM  ooodkioo  wai  iDoMer  «f  oonitBnl  ragrel 
ttpd  ^tv^ietj  to  him,  wfaeB  Mfiry  stepped  lighlly  into 
(hfi  nMQ,  iMiiid^  MivHMiog  tP  di«  t«Me»  8aid»  raihet 
hastily  r 

^  QW  if  7<Mii  pfenae  «ir^  Samtiel  ii  dowtt'a<aiPi»  and  ho 
mjs  mojr  Vs  Qitlwr  ieo  you  ? " 

**  Surely,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

**  Th$ink  yon,  miv"  «i«d  Hary^  tripping  towards  tho 
door  a^m. 

^  S$m  hm  m^  been  here  loi^>  has  he ?"  inquired  Mn 
Pickwiclc, 

«  Oh,  no»  sir,**  replied  Mary  eagerly.  <"  He  has  only 
just  come  home.  He  is  not  going  to  ask  you  for  any 
wore  kave,  sir,  ho  says." 

Mary  might  havo  beon  ooosdous  that  she  had  ooov 
PMioioateil  this  Imi  iatetli^noe  with  moro  warmth  than 
seemed  actually  necessary,  or  the  might  have  observed 
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the  good-humored  smile  with  which  Mr.  Pidswick  re- 
garded her,  when  she  had  finished  speaking.  She  cer- 
tainly held  down  her  head,  and  examined  the  comer  of 
a  very  smart  little  apron,  with  more  closeness  than  there 
appeared  any  absolute  occasion  for. 

^  Tell  them  they  can  come  up  at  once,  by  all  means,'' 
said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

Mary,  apparently  much  relieved,  hurried  away  witJi 
her  message. 

Mr.  Pickwick  took  two  or  diree  timiB  up  and  down  the 
room ;  and,  rabbiBg  his  chin  with  his  kit  hand  as  he  did 
so,  appeared  lost  in  thought. 

**  Well,  well,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick  at  l^ogth,  in  a  kind 
but  somewhat  melanchoty  lone,  ^  it  is  the  best  way  in 
which  I  conkl  reward  him  for  his  attachment  and  fidelity  t 
let  it  be  so,  in  Heaven's  nfune.  It  is  the  fate  of  a  lonely 
old  man,  that  thoee  about  him  shoold  form  new  and  di^ 
ferent  attachnents  and  leave  him*  I  have  no  rigiht  to 
expect  that  it  should  be  otherwise  with  ne.  No,  no^^ 
added  Mr.  Pickwick  more  cheerfully,  ^  it  would  be 
Bt^h  and  ongraleAiL  I  ought  to  be  happy  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  providing  for  him  bo  well.  I  am*  Of 
course  I  am." 

Mr.  Pickwick  had  been  so  absorbed  in  these  refieo- 
tions,  that  a  knock  at  the  door  was  three  or  font  timee 
repeated  before  he  heard  it  Hastily  seating  Inmself, 
and  calling  up  his  accustomed  pleasant  looks,  he  gave 
the  required  permission,  and  Sam  Weller  entered,  fol- 
k>wed  by  his  father. 

"  Glad  to  see  you  back  again,  Sam,"  said  Mn  Pick- 
wick.    How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Weller  ?" 

"Weiy  hearty,  thankee  sir,"  replied  the  widoweri 
*•  hope  I  see  you  well,  sir." 
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^  Quite,  I  thank  you,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  I  wanted  ta  have  a  little  bit  </  conwersation  with  yon, 
sir,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  *^  if  you  could  spare  me  five  minits 
or  so,  sir." 

**  Certmnly,'*  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  "  Sam,  give  your 
lather  a  chair." 

^  Thankee,  Samivel,  I've  got  a  cheer  here,"  said  Mr. 
Weller,  bringing  one  forward  as  he  spoke ;  ^  uncommon 
fine  day  it's  been,  sir,"  added  the  old  gentleman,  laying 
his  hat  on  the  floor  as  he  sat  himself  down. 

'^Bemarkably  so  indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick.  ^Yerj 
seasonable." 

^  Seasonablest  veaiher  JL  ever  see,  sir,"  rejoined  Mr. 
Weller.  Here,  the  dd  gentleman  was  seised  with  a 
fiolent  fit  of  coughing,  which,  being  terminated,  he 
nodded  his  head,  and  winked,  and  made  several  sup* 
I^icatory  and  threatening  gestures  to  his  son,  all  of 
which  Sam  Weller  steadily  abstained  from  seeing. 

Mr.  Pickwick,  perceiving  that  there  Was  some  embar- 
rassment on  the  old  gentleman's  part,  afiected  to  be  en- 
gaged in  cutting  the  leaves  of  a  book  that  lay  beside 
him ;  and  waited  patiently  until  Mr.  Weller  should  ai^ 
rive  at  the  object  of  his  visit. 

^  I  never  see  sich  a  aggerawatin'  boy  as  you  are^  Sam- 
ivel," said  Mr.  Weller,  looking  indignantly  at  his  son  I 
**  never  in  all  my  bom  days." 

"What  is  he  doing,  Mr.  Weller?"  mquiied  Mr. 
Pickwick. 

"  He  von't  begin,  sir,"  rejoined  Mr.  Weller ;  **  he 
knows  I  a'n't  ekal  to  ex-pressin'  myself  ven  there's  any- 
thin'  pardckler  to  be  done,  and  yet  be'U  stand  and  see 
me  a-eettin'  here  takin*  up  your  walable  time,  and  makin* 
a  reg'lar  spectacle  o'  myself,  raytber  than  help  me  out 
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vith  a  sjUaUe*  It  ^nh  fiUd  oonduet,  gaioire^''  d&id 
Mr.  Weiler,  wipfing  bis  forefadad  $  '^  werj  hr  frwu  It" 

^  Yoa  said  yov'd  speak,"  relied  Smu  ;  ^  how  sbenld  I 
know  you  wos  done  up  at  the  wery  beginnin'  ?  ** 

^  T«a  magiit  ha'  seen  I  warmH  able  to  start,^  njoifled 
his  father ;  ^  I'm  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  roady  $b^ 
baakia*  into  the  palia's^  and  all  manner  of  unpleaBant* 
MM^  and  yet  yott  Von'!  p«t  ovt  a  imid  to  help  ifte^  Pai 
ashaoied  on  yon^  SlMai^" 

The  &ct  ia,  81^,''  said  Sm^  widi  a  aUgbt  bm^  «lb« 
fov'ier's  bean  »4iaWiit'  hit  moMy^" 

**  Wery  good,  Samivel,  wery  good,"  said  Mr.  VfM»f 
Doddihg  his  h^ad  with  asatisied  air^  "<  I  Mil  rmooi  to 
spedC  harsh  to  yon,  Sammy.  Wery  good«  Thafs  tb6 
Y9iy  to  begin }  coma  lo  the  p'int  at  onoe.  W^  good 
indeedf  SamiveL" 

Mr«  WeUer  nodded  his  head  an  exttaofdiaacy  tmm^ 
her  of  time%  in  the  exeess  of  his  gratifieatioa,  and 
waited  in  a  laslening  altitada  for  Q^m  to  rasdme  his 
statenient 

<"  Yon  diay  tit  dowki^  Styn^"  said  Mr.  Piokwick,  appve< 
facndfa^  that  ih«  interview  was  Wbify  to  piotie  Mth^ 
longer  than  he  had  expeotad» 

Sam  bowed  agaia  and  aat  dcnm;  hk  fittlNr  looking 
ioaad,  he  eoatiatd: 

""  The  goy'ner,  sir,  has  4raWD  out  t?e  bmtdrod  and 
thkty  pounds" 

^  Beduced  counsels,"  interposed  Mr.  Weller,  seaiOf,  In 
an  nndet  tonet 

^It  doB*t  DMidi  BMtter  Tether  Ws  redaded  eomlseH  ^ 
wot  iiot»"  said  Sam;  «  five  hnadred  and  tlurty  poond  W 
the  MMU^  a'a't  it?" 

M  AU  right,  Samivel,"  npQed  Mr.  Wellaiu 
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fleas'*  — 

<*  LeasCv  good-viJl,  a^jck,  mid  flxters,''  interposed  Miv 
WeUer. 

—  "As  mpqb  as  mabee  ii,"  cooti«Aed  Sanv  **iftlig^ 
goibcuTt  eleven  bundred  and  eigb^  ppund." 

<<rodeedr  aaid  DIf.  Fiidunck,  <^I  am  ddi^bl^d  to 
be%r  iU  I  oongratiilate  jou^  Mr*  WeUer,  on  bimpg 
done  so  well." 

<*  Yai^ »  minit,  air,'*  said  Mr.  WeUer,  raising  bis  band 
in  a  depre<»tory  planner.    **  Get  on,  Sawivel'* 

""  Tljis  bere  ouMKej,"  said  Sany  intb  a  little  beakaUoi^ 
"  he*s  anxious  to  put  someveres,  vere  be  knows  it  11  bt 
safe,  and  I'm  weiy  anxious  too,  for  if  be  keeps  it,  bell  go 
ft-lejndin'  it  to  somebody,  or  ipwe^tin*  property  in  boraes, 
or  droppin'  bis  pocket-book  down  a  airy,  or  makin*  an 
Egyptian  mwniny  of  bis-self  in  some  vay  or  imotber." 

"  Wery  good,  Samivel^"  observed  Mr.  Weller,  in  as 
j[X>mpbcent  a  maaner  as  if  Sam  bad  been  passing  tbe 
bi^best  enlcigiums  on  bis  prudence  and  forea^bt  ^  Weij 
good- 

"  For  yicb  reasons,"  oontinued  Sam,  plucking  ner- 
vously at  the  brim  of  bis  bat ;  ^  for  vieb  reasons  be'f 
drawn  it  c»t  to^d^^  and  opme  bere  vitb  me  to  isay,  least- 
vays  to  offer,  or  in  otber  vords  to  "  -« 

"  To  say  this  bepe,"  said  th^  elder  Mr*  WeUer,  impa* 
tiently,  ^  that  it  a*n't  o'  no  use  to  me ;  Fm  A-tPoin'  to  vork 
a  ooacb  r^lar,  and  baVt  not  noyeses  to  keep  it  in,  unless 
I  vos  to  pay  ^e  0$b^  for  takin'  care  on  it,  or  to  put  ii 
in  vnn  o'  tbe  coach-pockets,  vicb  'nd  he  a  temptation  to 
the  insides.  If  you'll  take  care  on  it  for  me,  sir,  J  shall 
he  wery  mnch  obJ^ed  to  you.  P'raps,"  said  Mr.  Wel- 
der, walking  np  to  Mr«  Pickwick  a^  whi^pfynng  i»  hif 
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ear,  ^  p'raps  it  11  go  a  little  vaj  towards  the  expenses 
o'  that  'ere  conwictioo.  All  I  saj  is,  just  you  keep  it 
till  I  ask  jou  for  it  again."  With  these  words,  Mr. 
Weller  placed  the  pocket-hook  in  Mr.  Pickwick's  hands, 
caught  up  his  hat,  and  ran  out  of  the  room  with  a  celer- 
ity scarcely  to  be  expected  from  so  corpulent  a  subject 

"8t<^  him,  Sam!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Pickwick,  earnestly, 
^  Overtake  him ;  bring  him  back  instantly !  Mr.  Tf  el- 
lor  —  here  —  come  back!" 

Sam  saw  that  hb  mastei^s  injunctions  were  not  to 
be  disobeyed ;  and  catching  his  father  by  the  arm  as  he 
was  descending  the  stairs,  dragged  him  back  by  main 
force. 

**  My  good  friend,*  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  taking  the  old 
man  by  the  hand  ;  ^  yoor  honest  confidence  overpowers 
me." 

^  I  don't  see  no  occasion  for  nothin'  o*  the  kind,  sir," 
replied  Mr.  Weller,  obstinately. 

**  I  assure  you,  my  good  friend,  I  have  more  money 
than  I  can  ever  ne^ ;  far  more  than  a  man  at  my  age 
can  ever  live  to  spend,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^No  man  knows  how  much  he  can  spend,  till  he 
tries,"  observed  Mr.  Weller. 

«« Perhaps  not,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick;  « but  as  I 
have  no  intention  of  trying  any  such  experiments,  I  am 
not  likely  to  come  to  want  I  must  beg  you  to  take  this 
back,  Mr.  Weller." 

''Wery  well,"  said  Mr.  Weller,  with  a  cBscontented 
look.  ^  Mark  my  vords,  Sammy,  Pll  do  somethin*  des* 
perate  vith  this  here  property ;  somethin'  desperate !  " 

"  You'd  better  not,"  replied  Sam. 

Mr.  Weller  reflected  for  a  short  time,  and  then,  hot- 
toning  up  his  coat  witk  great  determination,  said : 
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«ni  keep  a  pike.'* 

^  Wot !"  exclaimed  Sam. 

**  A  pike,**  rejoined  Mr.  Weller,  through  his  set  teeth ; 
<*  ni  keep  a  pike.  Saj  good  b'je  to  jour  father,  Sam- 
ivel ;  I  dewote  the  remainder  o'  my  days  to  a  pike." 

This  threat  was  such  an  awful  one,  and  Mr.  Weller 
besides  appearing  fully  resolved  to  carry  it  into  execo* 
(son,  seemed  so  deeply  mortified  by  Mr.  Pickwick's 
refusal,  that  that  gentleman,  after  a  short  reflection, 
said: 

**  Wen,  well,  Mr.  Weller,  I  will  keep  the  money.  I 
can  do  more  good  with  it,  perhaps,  than  you  can." 

^  Just  the  wery  thing,  to  be  sure,"  said  Mr.  Weller, 
brightening  up ;  **  o'  course  you  can,  sir." 

^  Say  no  more  about  it,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  locking 
the  pocket-book  in  his  desk ;  "  I  am  heartily  obliged  to 
you,  my  good  friend.  Now  sit  down  again ;  I  want  to 
ask  your  advice." 

The  internal  laughter  occasioned  by  the  triumphtoit 
success  of  his  visit,  which  had  convulsed  not  only  Mr. 
WeUer's  face,  but  his  arms,  legs,  and  body  also,  during 
the  locking  up  of  the  pocket-book,  suddenly  gave  place 
to  the  most  dignified  gravity  as  he  heard  these  words. 

^  Wait  outside  a  few  minutes,  Sam,  will  you  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Pickwick. 

Sam  immediately  withdrew. 

Mr.  Weller  looked  unconmionly  wise  and  very  modi 
amazed,  when  Mr.  Pickwick  opened  the  discourse  by 
saying: 

^You  are  not  an  advocate  for  matrimony,  I  think,  Mr. 
Weller?" 

Mr.  Weller  shook  his  head.  He  was  wholly  unable 
to  speak;  for  vague  thoughts  of  some  wicked  widow 
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having  been  successful  in  her  designs  #a  ^f  Pie^iififiky 
choked  his  utterance. 

^  ]>id  7011  ha|>pen  t^  fe^  a  yx>i|ng  giirl  dowxi-^^^ra 
wh«n  yow  f$^v(^  nx  juat  ptw  wi^  your  son?"  ii^iutf^ 
Mr.  Pi<rf|^i<?^p 

^Tes  -1-  I  #0e  41  ygwg  g/^f  |*pjyi§^  A^f  W^r, 
abortjy. 

«  Wta^  .did  you  thiM^  9(  Jwer,  »ov  ?  CwOidfy,  1^ 
Weller,  wh|4  did  you  think  of  her?" 

^  I  thought  she  wos  wery  plump,  and  veil  made,"  ^d 
Vt.  TVell|9r>  with  9,  ^rifiq^  fiir^ 

«  So  sh*  is,"  s^  JdTvyickwick,  «so  pbe  }^  Wlw* 
(}^  yoy  tWnV  oif  her  giapn^ys,  fix^  wlw^  ypu  ;5^V  pf 
her?" 

"Wftry  pleiaant,"  rejoined  Mr,  Waller.  "W«r7 
pleasant  ^nd  oonform^li^e." 

The  precise  mefmiDg  jghifib  Mr.  Weller  Mlttacl^^d  to 
this  last-mentioned  adjective,  did  not  appose ;  hDt,  .as  i^ 
ifras  evident  from  the  ton^  in  which  k^  ^»^  it  thM  it 
^as  a  fftvor^ble  expressiop^  Mr.  Pickwick  w^  as  well 
satisfied  as  if  hft  )i^  be^  tborofighly  onlighj^e^ed  pn  t^ 
iplyect. 

"I  tak#  ^  g^^  intfr^  in  h^,  Mb.  WeUer,**  flv4  M^ 
Pickwick. 

Mr.  Wellep  coughed. 

**'  I  mean  an  interest  in  hf^  doing  well,"  resum^  ]^. 
Pick^vick  i  ^a  doftii^  ^b^  ^be  jmiy  )t)o  <3Pipfprt^l^  and 
pro^^^ro^s,     ypp  iwjy^ers^aB|d  ?  " 

"  Wery  clearly,"  repIi<Hl  Mr.  Weller,  who  und,e|rstood 
nothing  y^t^ 

"  That  young  person,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  **  ia  ^t^acm 
tp  youjr  son.'' 
,  "Tp  Samjv^l  VellerJ"  excWmed  the  parent. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


tH*  wt*wic«  CLUB.  ^  in 

« IfB  Hat'ral,'*  said  Mr.  Weftei',  aflet  6ome  eonsiderft- 
Itoti,  ^'ttat'ral,  but  tayther  alarmin'.      Sammy  must  be 

•^  How  do  yon  taetLa  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  yfety  careftll  tliAt  he  doti*t  say  nothJn*  to  her,"  re- 
§J«m<fcd  Mr.  Welter.  "  Weiy  eareftd  that  he  a'n't  led 
avay,  in  a  imiocent  moment,  to  say  anythin'  as  may  h)ad 
to  a  connHctibn  for  breach.  You're  never  safe  rith  *em, 
Mfr  PtekwiiAr,  T^n  they  tnfice  has  designs  on  you; 
there's  no  knowin'  vere  to  have  'em;  and  vile  you're 
iN^tH^^HH^  df  it,  thcfy  have  you.  I  wos  marrie<i  fust^ 
that  yay  myself,  sir,  and  Sanhny  w^  the  oonsekeni  0^ 
1h^  maridorer.^ 

**Tfou  gHfe  me  nb  great  encouragement  to  conclude 
#hat  i  have  t*  say,**  dbsftrTed  Mr.  Pickwick,  "but  I  had 
better  do  so  at  once.  This  young  person  is  not  only 
mtached  to  ^out  soti,  Mr.  Welter,  but  your  sOn  is  at- 
tached to  her."    • 

**  V^il V  said  Mi^.  Wfeltefr,  « this  here'a  a  pwJtty  sort  o* 
tilAig  to <ibme  tx^afiMher^frCfats^thisis!" 

«*!  hk^e  obs^^vt^  ihem  on  several  odi^asidns,"  said 
Mr.  Pickwick,  making  no  oonmient  on  Mr.  WeHer^s  last 
remark ;  "  and  entertain  no  doubt  st  aQ  about  it.  Sup- 
^o^ng  I  Were  dedifouiS  Of  establishing  &em  Oomfortably 
as  man  and  wife  in  some  little  business  or  situation, 
iHiere  1if6y  ml^t  hope  to  obtain  a  decent  living,  wliat 
IhOuM  foil  thmk  of  Jt,  Mr.  Weller  ?  " 

At  ftrstj  Mr.  Welter  receive,  with  wry  faces,  a  prop- 
Mtten  ihvolvmg  the  maft'iage  of  anybody  in  whom  he 
Vodk  an  intercfet;  but,  as  Mr.  Pickwick  argued  the  point 
iHtli  him,  and  kdd  greaA  stress  on  the  fkct  that  Mary 
iras  not  a  widow,  he  gradually  became  more  tractable* 
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Mr.  Pickwick  bad  great  inflnenoe  over  him ;  and  lie  had 
been  much  8tni<^  with  Mary's  appearance,  having,  in 
fiust,  bestowed  several  very  nnfiuberlj  winks  apoo  her, 
already.  At  length  he  sud,  that  it  was  not  for  him  to 
oppose  Mr.  Pidiwick's  inclinatioo,  and  that  he  would  be 
very  happy  to  yield  to  his  advice;  upon  which,  Mr. 
PidLwick  joyfully  took  him  at  his  word,  and  called  Sam 
badL  into  the  room. 

^  Sfam,"  said  Mr.  Pi<^wick,  clearing  his  throat,  **  yom 
father  and  I  have  been  having  some  conversation  about 
you." 

**  About  you,  Samivel,"  said  Mr.  WeDer,  in  a  patron- 
izing and  impressive  voice. 

"  I  am  not  so  blind,  Sam,  as  not  to  have  se^  a  kog 
lime  since,  that  you  entertain  something  more  than  a 
friendly  feeling  towards  Mrs.  Winkle's  maid,"  said  Mr* 
Pickwick. 

''You  hear  this,  Samivel?''  said  Mr.  Weller  in  the 
same  judicial  form  of  speech  as  before. 

^  I  hope,  sir,"  said  Sam,  addressing  his  master,  **  I 
hope  there's  no  harm  in  a  young  man  takin'  notioe  of  a 
young  'ooman  as  is  undeniably  good-looking  and  well- 
conducted." 

*<  Certainly  not,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick. 

^  Not  by  no  means,"  acquiesced  Mr.  Weller,  affably 
but  magisterially. 

'*  So  &r  from  thinking  there  is  anything  wrong,  in 
conduct  so  natural,"  resumed  Mr.  Pickwick,  '^  it  is  my 
wifrh  to  assist  and  promote  your  wishes  in  this  respect. 
With  this  view,  I  have  had  a  little  conversation  with 
your  fiuher ;  and  Coding  that  he  is  of  my  opinion  "  — 

''Hie  lady  not  bein'  a  widder,"  inteq)osed  Mr.  Wellec 
in  explanation. 
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'^The  ladj  not  being  a  widow^**  «aid  Mr.  Pickwidc, 
smiling.  '^  I  wish  to  free  70a  fixMn  the  restraint  which 
yoor  {M'esent  position  imposes  upon  you,  and  to  mark 
mj  sense  of  your  fidelity  and  many  excellent  qualities, 
by  enabling  you  to  marry  this  girl  at  once,  and  to  earn 
an  independent  livelihood  for  yourself  and  fiunily.  1 
shall  be  proud,  Sam,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  whose  yoioe 
had  faltered  a  little  hitherto,  but  now  resumed  its  cua* 
tomary  tone,  ^  proud  and  happy  to  make  your  future 
prospects  in  life,  my  grateful  and  peculiar  care.** 

lliere  was  a  profound  silence  for  a  short  time,  and 
then  Sam  said,  in  a  low  husky  sort  of  voice,  but  firmly 
withal: 

^  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  goodness,  sir, 
as  ib  only  like  yourself;  but  it  can't  be  done." 

^  Can't  be  done  I "  ejaculated  Mr.  Pickwick  m  aston^ 
ishment. 

<" Samivell''  said  Mr.  Weller,  widi  dignity. 

^I  say  it  can't  be  done,"  rqaeated  Sam  in  a  louder 
key.    *^  Wot's  to  become  €i  you,  sir?" 

^  My  good  fellow,"  replied  Mr.  Pickwick,  ^  the  recent 
changes  among  my  friends  wiU  alter  my  mode  of  life  in 
fbture,  entirely ;  besides  I  am  growing  older,  and  want 
repose  and  quiet    My  ramUes,  Sam,  are  over." 

*^  How  do  I  know  that  *ere,  sir? "  argued  Sam;  '^yoo 
think  so  now!  S'pose  you  wos  to  change  your  mind, 
vich  is  not  unlikely,  for  you've  the  spirit  o'  five-and- 
tventy  in  you  still,  what  'ud  become  on  you  vlthout  me  ? 
It  can't  be  done,  sir,  it  can't  be  done." 

^  Wery  good,  Samivel,  there's  a  good  deal  in  that,** 
Btad  Mr.  Weller,  encouragingly. 

'^I  speak  after  long  ddiberation,  Sam,  and  with  the 
certainty  that  I  shall  keep  my  word,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick^ 

VOL.  IV  18 
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flhaking  his  hea^    ^  l!^#  stSeilei  h^li^  elds^  tpm  me 
my  rambles  ai^  at  an  ^d." 

«  Wety  goftd,"  rej6itted  ftuiL  "  Tbeti,  thaf  §  the  w^i^ 
best  readOD  wy  you  shotiM  alvaj*  have  soniebody  by  yoa 
M  ittiderMaAdB  y<ni,  to  k«ep  yon  n^  and  ihake  yoa  com-* 
Citable.  If  you  vant  it  mot^  (Mashed  Mtt  o'  Mter,  veH 
«id  goed,  bave  him  $  but  vag^ft  6r  no  i^l^es,  iiotide  or  n^ 
m>tiee)  bMtfd  ef  ilo  boArd,  lod^'  dr  ho  Icfdffin^  S^UA 
yMle^)  M  yott  166k  iixuK  the  <(M  kti  ih  th6  Bonmghf 
sticks  by  f6^  come  wfaal  eotte  may  ^  And  let  ey^ryflifa 
aKid  ei*ifyio&y  do  thiiil-  wefy  fi^^cesf,  tiotfdi^  iihtil  eter 
peihu^ehlill'* 

At  the  ckse  of  this  declaration,  which  Sam  made  Widt 
gteat  eM6dM,  ttie  eld^  Ifr^  Tt^eflef  h>s«  fiv>ltt  hid  chsdr, 
and  forgetting  all  eoiiflideratMttis  c(  tftte^  plaoe,  or  pity 
ptiety^  i^kvti  fats  hat  aboy«  ltf«  heac^  luid  gave  thf^ 
vehement  cheers. 

<<  My  good  ^Etts^^*  Mid  Ittf.  t^iiifcwklB,  wlieb  Mti  W^l- 
l«r  hftd  Alt  ddWtt  a^n,  n^er  AbAsfaed  U  Ids  6Wn  enthu- 
siasm, *<you  are  bdmid  tA  tmeM&t  ^^  yotmg  ^oumsf 

^  t  dd  consider  the  youhg  'octooiuts  ^i*  9M  Boa.  « t^ 
have  dMMid«rM  t^  Trang  *ao*uiih  FVe  spdke  to  b^y 
Fve  told  her  bow  I'm  sitlvated,  s&e's  i^oady  to  vidt  m 
Vm  i^Bdfi  ttnd  I  believe  ehe  t&  If  fiiM  don%  OitfA  Hot 
tbe  yomig  *odm«i  I  take  her  ftf,  and  I  give  her  up  vitb 
riadhien.  Yoi^ve  htiow'd  me  afore,  iHit*  My  mindV 
Itaade  npf  and  notbhi'  dm  evei*  alter  it." 

Who  could  combat  this  resolu^nf  Not  Mt.  Pickwiek/ 
He  derived,  at  that  moment,  more  pride  and  luxury  of 
feeling  from  the  disinterdBted  attaehment  of  his  bumblt 
IHenid,  thia  ted  thousand  pretestalions  frdfti  the  greitstet 
nea  llvkig,  ckiuld  have  a#aketi€d  in  his  heart. 
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cqon^  a  JtUtle  old  geotjem^  Ui  ^  s^it,  of  smijpf-cplorei) 
clothes,  followed  bj  a  porter  carrying  a  small  porti^oA- 
teau,  presented  himself  beloir ;  |iii4  ^^^^  sepiiri^  i^  bed 
for  the  ^igbtr  WiWJ»4  .of  ^e  ^^ait^;-  w^|J>f^  o^^  Mrs. 
Yfi^klp  vu»  ^y^jnig  t^»,  t9  vWcli  4ueQ4i:tf^  tt^  Wl^if^ 
9f  coi?fse;  responded  i^  t^  affi^inatJv^f 
"  Js  oh©  ^np  ?  "  ^^viired  0^  hffl^  pW  g^emmf 
« I  believe  stye  }f^  bit;*  repUfid  Jtb^  W-^iter  ;  *♦  I  fiW  c?4l 
ber  4)wji  ni^d)  fiTf  if  you  "  —t-^ 

"  No,  J.  don't  want  Jiep/'  said  th^  ^d  g^n|lef^%Q  (]pif;kljrr 
'^  Show  me  to  her  room  without  announcing  me.'' 

^  Eh,  sir?"  said  the  waiter. 

?*  Ar»  yow  d€|tf  4^ "  }pqMii:^d  t^e  li^te  pld  gp|»tle»imt 
.    **No,w" 

"  Then  listen,  if  you  please.    Cap  yojj  hefg:  p^  jpoy  ?* ' 

"Te^sir.'? 

^  That'p  well  Sb<?v  W  to  Mrs,  WipkJe's  ^qop,  with- 
out announcing  me." 

.4s  the  IH^^e  M  gfipAfiipoB^  u]l;t^|^  ^s  poqmaT^»  he 
ilUpped  fiYp  fihtfliftp  ifttp  ihe  W^^r's  i^^p^  «n4  Wked 
steadily  at  him. 

whether  " 

'^A^l  ypp'U  dpU,  J  s^e,"  ^d^  UttJ^ old  jf ^ptlewan. 
H  Y^  h^d  bett^  ^9  U  #^  onc^r    ft  wilj  wve  tiwe." 

There  was  something  so  very  CQol  and  coll^tecj  ip  the 
^ntlewp's  D^niji^r,  tl^(  t^^  waiter  put  thp  ftv^  shil- 
lings M>  )w  »odM»^  fm4 1^  wip  ^ptstfti^  without  ^oth^ 

word. 

«TWsii^|thfifOQi«,}§}t?''«^dttog!Wtl(Bm;§tti.  ^*You 
awyrgo," 

The  waiter  complied,  wondering  much  vfoo  the  gentle- 
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man  ooald  be,  and  what  he  wanted ;  the  little  M  gen* 
tieman  waiting  tall  he  was  out  of  sight,  tapped  at  die 

dOCM*. 

^  Come  in,''  said  Arabella. 

^  Um,  a  prettj  voice  at  anj  rate,"  mnrmnred  the  litOa 
old  gentleman ;  ^  but  thaf  s  nothing."  As  he  said  this, 
he  opened  the  door  and  walked  in.  Arabella,  who  was 
sitting  at  work,  rose  on  beholding  a  stranger  —  a  little 
eonf\i8ed,  but  by  no  means  ungracefuUj  so. 

^  Pray  don't  rise,  ma'am,"  sud  the  unknown,  walking 
In,  and  closing  the  door  after  him.  **  Mrs.  Winkle,  I 
believe  ?  " 

Arabella  inclined  her  head. 

**  Mrs.  Nathaniel  Winkle,  who  married  the  son  of  die 
old  man  at  Birmingham  ?  "  said  the  stranger,  ejing  Ara- 
bella with  visible  curiosity. 

Again,  Arabella  inclined  her  head,  and  looked  un- 
easilj  round,  as  if  unoertiun  whether  to  call  for  assist- 
ance. 

**  I  surprise  you,  I  see,  ma'am,"  said  the  old  gentleman. 

^  Rather,  I  confess,"  replied  Arabella,  wondering  more 
and  more. 

**  111  take  a  chair,  if  jouV  allow  me,  ma'am,"  said  the 
stranger. 

He  took  one ;  and  drawing  a  spectacle-case  from  Ids 
pocket,  leisurely  pulled  out  a  pair  of  spectacles,  which 
he  adjusted  on  his  nose. 

^  You  don't  know  me,  ma'am?"  he  said,  locddng  et 
Intently  at  Arabella,  that  she  began  to  feel  alarmed. 

"  No,  sir,"  she  replied,  timidly. 

^No,"  said  the  gendeman,  nursing  his  left  leg;  ^ I 
don't  know  how  you  should.  Tou  know  my  name^ 
though,  ma'am." 
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*<  Do  I?"  said  Arabella,  trembling,  thougfa  she  scarcely 
knew  why.     ^  Maj  I  ask  what  it  is  ?  ** 

**  Presently,  ma'am,  presently,"  said  the  stnmger,  not 
having  yet  removed  his  eyes  from  her  countenance. 
**You  have  been  recently  married,  ma'am?" 

"^  I  have,"  replied  Arabella,  in  a  scarcely  audible  tone^ 
laying  aside  her  work,  and  becoming  greatly  agitated  ai 
a  thought,  that  had  occurred  to  her  before,  struck  more 
forcibly  upon  her  mind. 

^Without  having  represented  to  your  husband  the 
propriety  of  first  consulting  his  father,  on  whom  he  is 
dependent,  I  think  ?  "  said  the  stranger. 

Arabella  applied  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

*^  THthout  an  endeavor,  even,  to  ascertain,  by  some  in- 
direct appeal,  what  were  the  old  man's  sentiments  on  a 
point  in  which  he  would  naturally  feel  much  interested  ?" 
said  the  stranger. 

^  I  cannot  deny  it,  sir,"  said  Arabella. 

**  And  without  having  sufficient  property  of  your  own 
to  afford  your  husband  any  permanent  assistance  in  ex- 
change for  the  worldly  advantages  which  you  knew  he 
would  have  gained  if  he  had  married  agreeably  to  his 
father^s  wishes  ?  "  said  the  old  gentleman.  ^  This  is  what 
boys  and  girls  call  disinterested  affection,  till  they  have 
boys  and  girls  of  their  own,  and  then  they  see  it  in  a 
rougher  and  very  different  light  I " 

Arabella's  tears  flowed  dost,  as  she  pleaded  in  exten* 
uation,  that  she  was  young  and  inexperienced ;  that  her 
attachment  had  alone  induced  her  to  take  the  step  to 
which  she  had  resorted ;  and  that  she  had  been  deprived 
of  the  counsel  and  guidance  of  her  parents  almost  fitMD 
in&ncy.  * 

**  It  was  wrong,"  said  the  old  gentleman  in  a  miMef 
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Uke." 
^'.It  Wj9«  my  ^i4t;  aH  107  jBuUt,  air,''  implied  poor  An^ 

"NonsenfQ,"  oiMfl  lAik^  ol4  g^rtleawn,  **i|;  w;as  »ot  ytur 
^u4l  Ito^  he  f4l  Ml  lpy4  with  J^ii^  I  0:3pp«9(^  Tes  it 
w^  tiiPttgV  1^  ^^  <>I4  geptjeoiaii,  lookipg  ^ber  sljrly 
i|(  Ar#)eU^    "<  Jt  wi|a  y^r^r  fti^t.    H^  iiopldii't  help  iu** 

This  little  oompliment,  or  the  jUttl^  gentleman^s  jodi) 
>ri^7  pf  paying  it,  iir  Iw  att^i:)^  piawM5rTr-«p  inuch 
kii^r  ^im  ip  wa^  ^  )|r«t ^w  i^  tlww  together,  fi>rc^ 
a  smile  from  AraboU^  ux  tha  m^i  «f  kuer  te^u^. 

"Wh^r^'9  ypfuf  husbftod?"  ipiquiir^  the  qW  geatle- 
m^  «tffapftly ;  #tQppiQg  H  smile  wbicb  w^  just  ctaming 

^  J  e;q>eet  him  ev€gry  iostaat,  sir,"  fiaid  ArabeHs.  **  J 
persuaded  him  to  take  a  walk  thb  momip^  He  is  veiy 
low  and  wretched  nt  I90t -haymg  beao^  &om  jbis  fiUh^u" 

"  Xd^w  is  ^?"  sftid  the  oW  gf^uirt^ma^  ** 3«rv^  him 
right!" 

^  S^  feels  i^  pn  my  acoomit^  I  am  ftfiiud,"  aiud  Ar»- 
b^  ^  ''  an4  indeed,  sir,  I  &el  it  d^ply  qq  his*  I  hav^ 
\kf^  the  w^h  ^fm^  pf  briogj^  him  P^  Ua  preseat  am* 

"  Dpn't  mijid  it  00  )ii#  m»omA  roy  de^r,"  s^d  the  pld 
gentleman.  '<  It  serves  }\m  rigbtr  I  Am  glad  of  it-? 
aeUiaUy  g)ad  pf  it,  i»  fa^  as  be  i^  cpilicemed."      ^ 

Tbi^  words  weyre  fl<(^iM%ie)y  put  pf  the  pld  gentleman's 
Ups,  when  fiofotst^  w^er^  heard  ascending  the  stairs, 
ivbifsh  ba  and  Arabella  seemed  bptb  to  recognise  at  the 
fipj9ie  mpmept.  The  little  g€;ntlemaa  turned  pale ;  imd 
making  a  strdng  effort  to  appear  composed,  stood  ojp^  as 
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*^  FaUidrl''  cHed  Mt*  WUiU^  raloiltng  ifl  luhd^ 
ment 

^  Tes)  sir,''  implied  the  HtUe  old  gen^tnaa.  ^  Well, 
eir^  what  have  jon  got  to  sa^  to  m«  ?  " 

Mr.  Winkle  remaitied  silent* 

^  Too  are  ashamed  of  ymtw^  I  hof)«,  sir,"  3aid  the 
old  gentleman. 

etin  Kh  Whikle  said  tiodiinf. 

<«  Are  yon  asham^  of  yow^k>  d»$  Of  at«  yoQ  not?* 
kKJlulRd  the  old  gemkiMfi. 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Winkle,  4tMing  Ar^bcHa^ft  ftrttf 
throng  Us.  *<  I  Mft  iMC  a^mfiied  df  tejrself^  6t  d  inj 
^ifoehhcr." 

**  Upon  my  word ! "  cried  the  old  genilem^,  ii^aidftlly. 

« I  am  v«fy  Mftf  lo  h*te  doB*  *ttythiiig  which  has 
lessetied  your  affoelbii  ^  m^  sit,''  Mid  1^.  Winkle  i 
*h«t  I  wtH  say^  ai  the  sittne  tinl^,  iliAt  I  hate  no  rtBsoti 
to  b0  asham«d  of  ha^g  fhi^  hidy  fot*  my  wife,  nor  yoa 
of  having  her  fyt  a  damght^/* 

^  Give  me  yonr  hand,  Nat.,**  said  the  old  gentleman  in 
an  altered  voice.  ^  Kiss  me,  my  love ;  you  txre  a  very 
charming  little  daughter-in-law  after  all  I " 

In  a  few  minntes*  time,  Mr.  Winkle  went  in  search  of 
Mr.  Pickwick,  and  retnming  with  that  gentleman,  pre- 
sented him  to  his  father,  whereupon  they  shook  hands 
for  five  minutes  incessantly. 

<'Mr.  Pickwick,  I  thank  yon  most  heartily  for  all 
your  kindness  to  my  son,"  said  old  Mr.  Winkle,  in  a 
blufi^,  straight^forward  way.  ^  I  am  a  hasty  fellow,  and 
when  I  saw  you  last,  I  was  vexed  and  taken  by  sur- 
prise. I  have  judged  for  myself  now,  and  am  more 
Ihan  satisfied.  Shall  I  make  any  more  apologies,  Mr 
Pickwick?" 
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**  Not  one,**  replied  that  gentknan.  ^  You  have  done 
the  only  thing  wanting  to  complete  mj  happiness." 

Hereupon,  there  waa  another  shaking  of  hands  for  five 
minutes  longer,  accompanied  by  a  great  number  of  com- 
plimentary speeches,  which,  bestdes  being  complimentary, 
had  the  additional  and  rery  novel  recommendation  of  be- 
ing sincere. 

Sam  had  datiAiUy  seen  his  &lher  to  the  Belle'  San- 
▼age,  when,  on  returning,  he  enoountered  the  Hoi  boy  in 
the  court,  who  had  been  charged  with  the  deiiveryof  a 
note  from  Emily  Wardle. 

^I  say,**  said  Joe,  who  ww  uausnally  loqnadoofl^ 
^  what  a  pretty  girl  Mary  is,  isn't  she?  I  am  lo  fyM 
of  her,  I  am  I " 

Mr.  Weller  naade  no  yerbal  remark  in  reply,  bat  ey- 
ing the  fat  boy  for  a  moment,  quite  transfixed  at  his 
presumption,  led  him  by  the  collar  to  the  comer,  and 
dismissed  him  with  a  harmless  boi  ceremonioos  kkk; 
after  which,  he  walked  bome,  whistling 
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CHAPTER  LVn. 

nr  WHICH  THE  PICKWICK  CLUB  IS  FINALLT  DI»- 
SOLYED,  AND  EVBBTTHINO  CONCLUDED  TO  THE 
SATISFACTION  OF  EVEBTBODT. 

For  a  whole  week  after  the  happj  arrival  of  Idr. 
"Winkle  ftwn  Birmingham,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  Sam  Wel- 
ler  were  ftom  home  all  daj  long,  only  returning  jnst  in 
time  for  dinner,  and  then  wearing  an  air  of  mjrstery  and 
importance  quite  foreign  to  their  natures.  It  was  evi- 
dent Aat  very  grave  and  eventful  proceedings  were  on 
foot ;  hut  various  surmises  were  afloat,  respecting  their 
precise  character.  Some  (among  whom  was  Mr.  Tup« 
man)  were  disposed  to  think  that  Mr.  Pickwick  contem- 
plated a  matrimonial  alliance;  hut  this  idea  the  ladies 
most  strenuously  repudiated.  Others,  rather  inclined 
to  the  belief  that  he  had  projected  some  distant  tour, 
and  was  at  present  occupied  in  effecting  the  prelimi-* 
nary  arrangements;  but  this  again  was  stoutly  denied 
by  Sam  himself,  who  had  unequivocally  stated,  when 
cross-examined  by  Mary,  that  no  new  journeys  were  to 
be  undertaken.  At  length,  when  the  bwuns  of  the  whole 
party  had  been  racked,  for  six  long  days,  by  unavailing 
speculation,  it  was  unanimously  resolved  that  Mr.  Pick- 
wick should  be  called  upon  to  explain  his  conduct,  and  to 
state  distinctly  why  he  had  &us  absented  himself  from 
the  society  of  hn  admiring  friends. 
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With  this  view,  Mr.  Wardle  invited  tho  full  drde  to 
dinner  at  the  Adelphi ;  and  the  decanters  having  been 
twice  sent  round,  opened  the  business. 

'^We  are  all  anxious  to  know,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man, ^  what  we  have  done  to  offend  you,  and  to  induce 
you  to  desert  ub  i|p|4  i^yo^  fomn^  to  these  solitary 
walks." 

-AfQ  yw?"  said  Mr.  ?i<i(twlck.  **Jt  J#  mgalur 
«W^gU  OitA  I  M  MrtWde4  tp  vqlimta^r  %  ^  Q^pliMMIlioii 
this  very  day  ;  so,  if  yw  wiU  giF^  m^  WPMw  j^  of 
wine,  I  will  satisfy  your  curiosity." 

The  decftotera  p^^ssed  ifon^  h«n4  ia  tuuai  wit|»  unwant- 
ed ^ri^knefs,  aiid  Mr.  Plokwick  kx>kiag  round  oa  t)ue 
&ces  of  hi3  fHepdS)  ^th  n  cb^rfol  smife  proceeded: 

^  All  the  ehaoge^  that  b«?e  taken  plaoe  among  ue," 
fiB^ili  MT'  Pic^wickf  ^^I  91^^  the  inarrii^  that  ha9 
ti^ken  place,  and  the  m^rringp  that  ynfi  take  ptaoe,  witb 
(he  changes  they  involve,  reod^i^  it  nopep^ary  for  m# 
to  t)iink»  soberly  and  at  onc^  opga  my  fytpre  plans*  J 
determined  on  netinug  to  some  quiet,  pret^  ofiighbof*- 
hood  in  the  vicinity  of  London  ^  I  saw  a  boupe  whicli 
exaetly  suited  my  faufCfr ;  |  have  taken  it  a«d  furnish^ 
it»  It  is  fqlly  prepw«d  for  wij  raqeptiop,  and  I  intend 
entering  upon  it  at  mc^  trusting  that  I  may  yet  live  t« 
upend  many  quiet  j^a^  in  peacf^nl  retmment :  oheered 
through  Ufe  by  the  society  of  my  firiepda,  and  followed  m 
death  by  their  affectionate  remembumoa." 

Here  Mr*  Pickwick  paased,  ai^  a  low  mqrmu?  ran 
lound  the  table. 

"  The  house  I  have  taken,"  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  **  is  at 
Dulwich ;  it  hc^  ft  large  garden,  and  ia  aituiatod  in  one 
of  the  moat  pleasant  spots  near  Xioodon.  Jk  hm  b^^en 
Otted  up  with  every  att^tipQ  tP  lubsmtiaj  qomfiMrti 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


perhi^  to  «  lit^  efegttiMSe  besides ;  but  6f  tbdt  yxMi 
iihall  judge  fer  yours^lTefi.  Sam  Acedmpanie^  me  l9iei^ 
I  bAve  etigAjged^  om  Perker^i9  represetitatkni,  a  hotrseM 
keeper  —  a  very  old  one  —  and  such  other*  ieftTSnte  atf 
riie  thinks  I  ahidl  i^quir^^.'  1  propose  fo  conde^rate  (his 
fittle  reti^eitt)  by  hatng  at  ^i^ttotty,  in  \Mx*h  I  ttdte  a 
great  iMeftst,  pti^foAaed  thef^  t  #i8b,  i^  my  fHend 
Wardle  entertain  no  objection,  that  his  daugbteir  should 
be^  inarried  fton  my  new  boine»  m  tk«  d^y  I  take  jkM- 
^esrioii  of  it.  Tbd  hftppinesb  of  yoth^  p^ple,"  siii^ 
Mr.  PSflkwkk,  a  little  fflov<ed,  ^bas  evef  been  the  ehief 
pleaaore  of  my  Hfb.  It  Will  warm  my  heait  t6  witness 
Idle  happiness  of  those  fifiends  who  are  dearest  to  me, 
beneath  my  owti  ro6f/^ 

Mr.  Piokwidc  paused  again ;  and  Emity  and  Arabelh 
sobbed  audibly. 

^I  have  commuttieate<!^  both  pefsotfaTIy  itod  by  letter, 
with  the  chib,"  resumed  Mr.  Pidrvriek,  <^  acquainting 
tftett  with  my  intention.  During  otte  long  absence,  k 
has  suffered  ma«h  fWim  imemal  didsension^;  lUid  thd 
withdrawal  of  my  name,  (k)upled  witb  this  and  cnhei' 
direuaistanoes^  has  occasioned  its  ^Kssoludon.  The  Piek- 
wiek  Clab  exists  no  longer.** 

**  I  shall  never  regret,*  said  Mr.  Pickwick  in  a  toit' 
voice,  <*  I  shal}  never  regret  httting  devoted  the  greater 
part  of  two  yearb  tky  mixing  w jeh  difl^rent  varieties  and 
shades  of  human  diarsieter  t  ftivoloitt  ^  my  ptrr^it  of 
novelty  may  have  appeared  to  mawy.  Nearly  (he  whole 
of  my  previous  Mfb  hating  been  devoted  to  busine^  and 
the  pursuit  of  wei^h,  numerous  scenes  of  whieh  I  had 
no  previous  conception  have  dawned  upon  me  — 'I  hope 
t9  the  enlkrgement''  of  my  mhld,  aAd  the  improvement 
of  my  undemtandibg.    If  I  have  done  but  little  good,  I 
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trust  I  have  done  less  hamiy  and  that  none  of  my  ad* 
▼eatores  will  be  other  than  a  source  of  amusing  and 
pleaaant  recolleotkm  to  me  in  the  deeline  of  life.  God 
blew  you  alL** 

With  these  words,  Mr.  PickwidL  filled  and  djteined  a 
bumper,  with  a  trembling  hand;  and  his  ejes  moistened 
as  his  friends  rote  with  one  accord,  and  pledged  him  firom 
Iheir  hearts. 

There  were  very  few  preparatory  arrai^ements  to  be 
made,  for  the  marriage  of  Mr.  Snodgrass.  As  he  had 
neither  ftUher  nor  mother,  and  had  been  in  his  minority 
a  ward  of  Mr.  Piokwick's,  that  gentleman  was  perfect^ 
well  acquainted  with  his  possessions  and  prospects.  His 
account  of  both  was  quite  satisftutfory  to  Wardle  —  as 
almost  any  other  account  would  have  been ;  for  the  good 
old  gentleman  was  overflowing  with  hilarity  and  kind- 
ness—  and  a  handsome  portion  having  been  bestowed 
upon  Emily,  the  marriage  was  fixed  to  take  place  on 
the  fourth  day  from  that  time :  the  suddenness  of  which 
preparations  reduced  three  dress-makers  and  a  tailor  to 
the  extreme  verge  of  insanity. 

Getting  post-horses  to  the  carriage,  cUd  Wardle  started 
cffj  next  day,  to  bring  his  mother  up  to  town.  Commo* 
nicating  his  intelligence  to  the  old  lady,  with  characteris- 
tic impetuosity,  she  instantly  fainted  away;  but  being 
promptly  revived,  ordered  the  brocaded  silk  gown  to  be 
fiacked  up  forthwith,  and  prooeeded  to  relate  some  dr- 
cnmstanoes  of  a  similar  nature  attending  the  marriage 
of  the  eldest  daughter  of  Lady  Tollin^lower,  deceased, 
which  occupied  three  hours  in  the  recital,  and  were  not 
half  finished  at  last 

Mrs.  Trundle  had  to  be  informed  of  all  the  mighty 
preparations  that  were  making  in  London ;  and  being  in 
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a  delicate  state  of  health  was  informed  thereof  throagb 
Mr.  Trundley  lest  the  news  should  be  too  much  for  her ; 
but  it  was  not  too  much  for  her,  inasmuch  as  she  at  once 
wrote  off  to  Muggleton,  to  order  a  new  cap  and  a  black 
satin  gown,  and  moreover  avowed  her  detennination  of 
being  present  at  the  ceremonj.  Hereupon,  Mr.  Trundle 
called  in  the  doctor,  and  the  doctor  said  Mrs.  Trundle 
ought  to  know  best  how  she  felt  herself,  to  which  Mrs. 
Trundle  replied  that  she  felt  herself  quite  equal  to  it, 
and  that  she  had  made  up  her  mind  to  go ;  upon  which 
the  doctor,  who  was  a  wise  and  discreet  doctor,  and 
knew  what  was  good  for  himself  as  well  as  for  other 
people,  said,  that  perhaps  if  Mrs.  Trundle  stopped  at 
home  she  might  hurt  herself  more,  bj  fretting,  than  hj 
going,  so  perhaps  she  had  better  go.  And  she  did  go ; 
the  doctor  with  great  attention  sending  in  half-a-dozen 
of  medicine,  to  be  drunk  upon  the  road. 

In  addition  to  these  points  of  distractimi,  Wardle  was 
intrusted  with  two  small  letters  to  two  small  joung  ladies 
who  were  to  act  as  bridesmaids;  upon  the  receipt  of 
which,  the  two  joung  ladies  were  driven  to  despair  by 
having  no  ^  things  "  readj  for  so  important  an  occasion, 
and  no  time  to  make  them  in  —  a  circumstance  which 
appeared  to  afford  the  two  worthy  papas  of  the  two  small 
young  ladies  rather  a  feeling  of  satisfaction  than  other- 
wise. However,  old  frocks  were  trimmed,  and  new  bon- 
nets made,  and  the  young  ladies  looked  as  well  as  could 
possibly  have  been  expected  of  them ;  and  as  they  cried 
at  the  subsequent  ceremony  in  the  pr(^>er  places,  and 
trembled  at  the  right  times,  they  acquitted  themselves  to 
the  admiration  of  all  beholders. 

How  the  two  poor  relations  ever  reached  London  — 
whether  they  walked,  or  got  behind  coaches,  or  procured 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


986  ponmnDVi  pa^pem  of 

ifU  in  wagim^  «r  e8n*ied  «ach  otlier  by  tohis-^ifl  »» 
oertam,  bol  there  tkey  w^rat,  befdM  War^^  and  tbe 
▼ery  inl)  people  thKtknaidied  itt  Umt  doo^  of  Mf.  l^k^ 
Okie's  hdnsc,  od  llie  briM  moiliifig)  ^et^e-  the'  im>  p<k* 
itriatbtn,  eil  sriMlta  alld  diift  coHftT^     . 

Tbey  nWre  ivvleoiA^  heavtily  thof%b«  Hsft  tkitm  Gt 
fMvert^  hatffeo  iyiutwoeen  Mf.  Pidiwiek ;  Ae  aeW  serw 
wuMb  wene  all  alacrity  and  readkiete )  Sma  Wils  fa  a 
mofll}  darivaUed  state  of  hEgli  dpiritB  and  ^xeitement ;  and 
Maty  was  glowing  With  beaaty  and  bhuiM-  ribhoD0« 

Th»  bridegrooni^  w W  had  beeb  Maying  at  the  house 
lor  two  or  fthnse  da^n  {irevioas,  ^bUied  f<Mtk  galtandy  to 
Dulfrk^  ebuMi  to  aeet  the  bride:  attended  by  Mr. 
Pickwick^  Ben  AU^n,  Bob  Sawyer,  and  Mn  Topman : 
with  Seat  Wetter  outskte;  laving  at  bi§  batton-hole  a 
white  fever,  tlie  gift  of  his  lady-k>ye^  and  dad  iH  a  new 
and  gorgeous  suit  of  liverf  ittt^nled  fof  (he  oecasion. 
They  werb  met  by  tbe  Wai^dHea,  and  tbe  Winkles,  and 
the  bride  and  bridesfHrnkte^  and  the  Tfdtidletf;  add  the 
Oeremony  having  been  performed,  ttie  coaches  rattled 
bitok  to  Mrk<  PiokWick'e  «o  breiikfhf^,  wb«r&  Utile  Mr. 
Porker  already  awaited  thetti^ 

Here^  att  tlie  light  doudt  of  tbe  niorv  ^dletflti  part^  <^ 
the  prooeedhigs  paned-  awmy;^  eter;^  fkoe  shdne  forth 
joyously;  aad aothiiig  was  to  be  heard  but  cofigratttltt- 
tioHS  and  eooaoleiidathma.  Everytlibg  was  m  fteautffVi!  I 
Tbe  lawn  in  iroat;  the  garden  behind,  the  iflkiiahi^  con*- 
serratory^  Ae  diningi>rdoih,  the  drawing^-rootfi^  the  bed« 
rooms,  the  saiddng^tiDom,  and  abo^e  all  the  ^fudy, 
with  its  pwtares  and  easy^airs,  aifd  odd  ^binetsi,  and 
queer  tables,  and  books  oat  cC  numbed,  wiHl  a  lal^ 
eheerlul  in^ndoW  opening  upon  a  pleft«atlt  lawn  ^M  66m- 
aiandin^  apretHy  landscape,  jusf  ddtted  he^  arid  di««% 
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frith  little  houses  almost  hidden  by  the  trees ;  and  then 
Ihe  9ur^yn^  mi  td^  c^i^peto,  ^  4he  ebAira,  and  the 
laofas !  ]^vei7(b}ng  w^  sq  beo^tiful,  $o  Ofynpafity  so  neat, 
^nd  in  s^Qh  i^xqiii^it^  tAst^  s«i(d  ev^ryUidj,  tkat  thera 
r^l^j  w^  ^Q  d^oidii^  wtol  to  admiire  most 

Aq^  in  the  in|43^  of  4U  thi9>  piUnid  Mr.  Pickwick :  fail 
count^pfiQCfi  )ig)^t^  u|i  mth  spiibs^  whi(di  the  heart  of 
no  man,  woman,  or  oV^  I^CHlld  resist :  himself  the  hap» 
pie^  of  t}^  gf^mP :  sbftlMiig  hsnda,  over  asd  lyrer  again 
^\ti\  ^e  61^1^  pef^l«9  and  when  hi^  own  were  not  se 
employed,  ruhbjuag  tjiom  9UJ1  pleasure  t  Uimipg  round  in 
a  ^ifi^^ot  4ii?9c4QP  «t  0vef3f  ftwh  exi^ression  of  gratifi- 
patjpp  pr  pH^iopity,  iBpid  inspiring  everyboily  with  hit 
Ioo|k^  of  gl^d^Miss  apd  delight* 

Bvei^cfa^  i^  ^ivpiounped,  A&r*  Fiekwiok  leads  the  old 
lady  (who  hs|8  bpen  v«ry  eloquent  on  the  subject  of  Ladj 
ToUiaiglower),  tp  UiQ  t0|>  of  a  long  table ;  Wardie  taket 
the  bottpp;  t})^  fi^en^  arrange  themselves  on  either 
side;  Sam  takes  his  station  behind  liis  master's  ehair; 
tjie  laughter  mi  ^Mtking  oease;  Mr.  Pidrwick,  having 
S^d  g^n^  p^^«seQ  fpdr  an  instant,  and  looks  round  him* 
As  he  4p^  so^  (ho  tfisan  roll  dom  his  cheeks,  in  the  fbU 
f)ess  of  Us  joy. 

L^t  as  leavp  ptur  old  fHend  in  ens  of  those  momenti 
of  unmi^d  happiness,  of  which,  if  wa  seek  them,  tfiere 
are  ever  soqne,  to  eheeir  our  transitory  existence  hera 
There  are  daik  shadows  on  the  earth,  but  its  lights  1^ 
stronger  in  the  contrast  Some  men,  like  bats  or  owls, 
have  better  eyes  for  the  darkness  than  for  the  light ;  we, 
who  have  no  such  optical  powers,  are  better  pleased  to 
take  oqr  last  parting  look  at  the  viafionary  companions  of 
qoany  solitary  hours,  when  the  brief  sunshine  of  tlM 
wofj^  is  bli^ng  fpll  upon  them. 
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It  is  die  fiite  of  most  men  who  mingle  with  the  world, 
and  attain  even  the  prime  of  life,  to  make  many  real 
friends,  and  lose  them  in  the  course  of  nature.  It  is 
the  fate  of  all  authors  or  chroniclers  to  create  imaginary 
friends,  and  lose  them  m  the  course  of  art  Nor  is  this 
the  full  extent  of  their  misfortunes ;  for  they  are  required 
to  furnish  an  account  of  them  hesides. 

In  compliance  with  this  custom  —  unquestionably  a 
had  one  —  we  subjoin  a  few  biographical  words,  in  rela- 
tion to  the  party  at  Mr.  Pickwick's  assembled. 

Bir.  and  Mrs.  Winkle  being  fully  received  into  fiivor 
by  the  old  gentleman,  were,  shortly  afterwards,  installed 
in  a  newly  built  house,  not  half  a  mile  horn  Mr.  Pick- 
wick's. Mr.  Winkle,  being  engaged  in  the  dty  as  agent 
or  town  correspondent  of  his  father,  exchanged  his  old 
costume  for  the  ordinaiy  dress  of  Englishmen,  and  pre- 
sented all  the  external  appearance  of  a  civilized  Chris- 
tian ever  afterwards. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Snodgrass  settied  at  Dingley  Ddl,  where 
they  purchased  and  cultivated  a  small  farm,  more  for  oc- 
cupation than  profit  Mr.  Snodgrass,  being  occasionally 
abstracted  and  melancholy,  is  to  this  day  reputed  a  great 
poet  among  his  friends  and  acquaintance,  althou^  we  do 
not  find  that  he  has  ever  written  anything  to  encourage 
the  belief.  There  are  many  celebrated  characters,  liter- 
ary, philosof^ioal,  and  otherwise,  who  hold  a  hi^  repu- 
tation on  a  similar  tenure. 

Mr.  Tupman,  when  his  friends  married  and  Mr.  Pick- 
wick settled,  took  lodgings  at  Richmond,  where  he  has 
ever  since  resided.  He  walks  constantly  on  the  Terrace 
during  the  summer  months,  with  a  youthful  and  jaunty 
air,  which  has  rendered  him  the  admiration  of  the  numcr- 
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ous  elderlj  ladies  of  ein^  oonditioQ)  who  rende'  in  the 
vicinity.    He  has  ney&r  {uroposed  agwn. 

Mr.  Bob  Sawyer,  having  previously  passed  thnxig^ 
die  Gazette,  passed  over  to  Bengal,  accompanied  by  Mr. 
Benjamin  AUen :  both  gentlemen  ha^ng  received  snrgi* 
oal  appointments  from  the  East  Indili  Company.  They 
each  had  the  yeUow  fever  fourteen  times,  and  then  re* 
solved  to  try  a  little  abstinence ;  since  which  period^  they 
have  been  doing  well 

Mrs.  Bardell  let  lodgings  to  many  conversable  single 
gentlemen,  with  great  profit,  but  never  brought  way  matt 
actions  for  breadi  of  promise  of  marriage.  Her  attorneys, 
Messrs.  Dodson  and  Fogg,  continue  in  buuness,  £rom 
which  they  reidize  a  large  income,  and  in  which  tiiey  are 
universally  considered  among  the  sharpest  of  the  sharp. 

Sam  Weller  kept  his  word,  and  remained  unmarried, 
for  two  years.  The  old  housekeeper  dying  at  the  end  of 
thai  tune,  Mr.  Pickwick  promoted  Mary  to  the  situation, 
on  condition  of  her  mttrrying  Mr.  Welter  at  ooee,  which 
she  did  without  a  murmur.  From  the  circumstance  of 
two  sturdy  little  boys  having  been  repeatedly  seen  at  the 
gate  of  the  bade  garden,  there  is  reason  to  suppose  thai 
Sam  has  some  fiunlty. 

The  elder  Mr.  Weller  drove  a  coach  for  twelve 
months,  but  being  afflicted  with  the  gout,  was  com- 
pelled to  retire.  The  contents  of  the  pocket-book  had 
been  so  well  invested  for  him,  however,  by  Mr.  Pick- 
wick, that  he  had  a  handsome  independence  to  retire  on, 
upon  which  he  still  lives,  at  an  excellent  publio^house 
near  Shooter's  Hill,  where  he  is  quite  reverenced  as  an 
oracle :  boasting  very  much  of  his  intimacy  with  Mr. 
Pickwick,  and  retainTng  a  most  unconquerable  ayersioo 
to  widows. 
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Kr.  Pickwick  liimMtf  cMvtiiMied  to  reside  in  bis  new 
house,  employing  Ub  leisare  hoqra  in  aramgiBg  the  mem« 
(HBnda  which  he  afterwards  presented  to  the  secretaiy  of 
the  once  fmoKKis  ckih,  or  in  bearing  Sam  Weller  read 
akwdy  with  such  remarks  as  suggested  themselves  to  his 
mind,  which  neYel*  fiuled  to  afford  Mr.  Pi<^wick  great 
amusement  He  was  moch  tt*oubled,  at  first,  bj  the  nn« 
raeious  applioatioBs  whidi  were  made  to  him  by  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  Mr.  Winkle,  and  Mr.  Trundle,  to  act  as  god- 
fiiiber  to  their  ofispriag,  but  he  has  become  used  to  it 
BOW,  and  officiates  as  a  matter  <]€  course.  He  never  bad 
oeeasioii  to  regret  his  bmmty  to  Mr.  Jingle ;  ibr  both  that 
person  and  Job  Trotter  beoune,  in  tune,  worthy  members 
of  socielgr,  aUhough  tfaey  have  always  steadily  objected  to 
retom  to  the  scenes  of  their  old  haunts  and  temptations. 
Mr.  Pickwick  is  somewhat  infirm  now;  but  he  retains 
all  kia  flMrmer  juvenility  of  sphrit,  and  may  stfll  be  fre- 
<|aendy  seen,  contemplating  the  pictmres  in  Uie  Dnlwidi 
Gallery,  er  enjoying  a  walk  about  the  pleasant  neighbor- 
hood en  a  fine  day.  He  is  known  by  all  the  poor  people 
about,  who  never  Ml  to  take  their  hats  off,  as  he  passes, 
with  great  respect;  the  children  idofiae  him;  and  so  hi- 
deed  does  the  whole  neighborhood.  Bvery  year,  he  re- 
pahis  to  a  large  family  meivy-making  at  Mr.  Wardle's ; 
on  this,  as  on  all  other  occasions,  he  is  invariably  a^ 
landed  by  the  fiuthfiil  Sam,  between  whom  and  his  mas- 
ter there  exists  a  steady  and  redproeal  attachment 
which  nothing  but  death  will  terminate. 
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